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Mr. THOMAS OTwA x. 


HEF R 3 now Lord Biſhop of 


Aber, obſerves with great 


; S198) is the Cuſtom of the World 
to prefer the pompous Hiſto- 
© ries of great Men, before the greateſt 


© Virtues of others whoſe Lives have 
been led in a Courſe leſs IIluſtrious. 
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vi Come Account of the Life, &c. 
This indeed, ſays he, is the general 
Humour. But I believe it to be an Error 

in Mens Judgments : For certainly that 

is a more profitable Inſtruction which 
may be taken from the eminent Goodneſs 
of Men of lower Rank, than that which 
we learn from the ſplendid Repreſenta- 


dings and Sayings of great Commanders 
and Princes. Such ſpecions Matters, as 
they are ſeldom deliver'd with Fidelity, 
ſo they ſerve but for the Imitation of a 
very few, and rather make for the Oſten- 
tation than the true Information of human 
Life. Whereas it is from the Practice of 
Men equal to our ſelves, that we are more 
naturally taught how to command our Paſ- 
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© fions, to direct our Knowledge, and to 


6 govern our Actions.” 1 
This Remark finiſhes an Account of the 
Life and Writings of Mr. Cowley : The 


Work muſt convince all who read it, how 


unjuſt that common way of judging is from 
the many excellent Rules of Life which are 


laid down by that good-natur'd and elegant 


Writer, upon the occaſion of repreſenting 


to the World in how amiable a manner his 
deceaſed Friend poſſeſſed and applied his 
7 ; 


The Gentleman whoſe Works I now 


; publiſh has no ſuch kind Hand to cloſe his 


Eyes, 


of Mr. Tuomas OrwAN. vii 


Eyes, and we are very much at a loſs to 
know any thing of the Man. or his Man- 
ners, but ſo far as we may draw from his 
Repreſentation of laudable Characters in o- 
thers, his Senſe of thoſe Virtues in him 
ſelf. There ſhines thro” all his Writings 
a very lively Spirit, accompany'd with much 
_ Gaiety, but indeed ſuch a Gaiety as would 
be contemned by thoſe of Mr. Cowley's Con- 
verſation. You may ſee he aflociated him- 
ſelf with Men of Wit, but not ſuch as liv'd 
under the Direction of the ſevereſt Rules, 
or underſtood tbe higheſt Taſte of good 
Writing. By this means the Praiſe of Mr. 
 Otway's Writings is, that they are the Effect 
of Nature in a very good Genius. But be- 
fore we enter into any Diſcourſe of his 
Works, we muſt not omit what little we do 
know of himſelf, and his Fortune. 
Thomas Otway was the Son of a worthy 
Clergyman, Mr. Humphrey Otway, Rector of 
Molbeding in Suſſex. He was born at Trottin 
in that County on the third of March. 
1651, and educated at Mincheſter. In the 
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, eighteenth Year of his Age he was enter'd 1 
| Commoner of Chriſt Church in Oxford, but 1 
left the Univerſity before he was of ſtand-- bi 
ing to take any Degree. His firſt Appear- } 
ance in the World was upon the Stage: 1 
His Parts and Qualifications ſet in ſo publick, q 

; however diſadvantageous a View, could 1 
[ | | A * I eo. x 
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And prudently did not think fit to engage 
"The Scum of a Play- houſe, for the Prop of an Age. 


viii Some Account of the Life, &c. 


not eſcape the Notice of People of Quality 
about the Court and Town. The greateſt 


Friendſhip he met with was from one of 


the King's Sons, the Earl of Plimouth; but 


that Favcur went no higher than to re- 


commend him in the twenty ſixth Year of 
his Age to the Commiſſion of a Carnet of 
Horſe, in the new Levies deſign'd for 
Flanders. But he did not, it ſeems, find 
Encouragement, or was not himſelf turn'd 


for the Profeſſion of Arms; for the enſuing 


Winter he came back to London in a very 
indigent Condition. His Poverty, and the 


Relief from it, which he purchas'd by the 


Succeſs of his Play of Don Carlos, is repre- 
ſented in a Seſſion of the Poets, written a- 
bout that time with great Inſolence and 


Bitterneſs, without the leaſt Wit, in the 
follow ing | Lines . | RY ang 


Tom Otway came next, Tom Shadwell's dear Zany, 
And ſwears for Heroicks he writes beſt of any: 


\ 
— 


Don Carlos his Pockets ſo amply had fell'd, 
That his Mange was quite cur'd, and his Lice were all killd. 
But Apollo had ſeen his Face on the Sage, 7 


Tho he fares thus ill in the Account 


given of him, by thoſe who might poſſibly 
envy his Parts, Gentlemen who have con- 


ver s'd 


* 


* 


of Mr. THOMAS OTway. ix 
vers'd with him, ſay, he was a Man of much 


good Humour, eaſy Manners, and winning 


Converſation. He was, it ſeems, very much 
addicted to Pleaſure, and his jovial Temper 


led him into great Wants and Neceſſit ies: 


Men of Wit, at that time, not having the 


leaſt Encouragement any further than to 


partake in Riots and Debauches, from 
whence they were to return to their own 


narrow Circumſtances with the loſs of 
their Modeſty and Virtue : Thus they lan- 


guiſh'd in Poverty, without the ſupport of 
Innocence. We know indeed no guilty 
Part in Mr. Otway's Life, any other than 
thoſe faſhionable Faults which uſually 


recommend to the Converſation of Men 


in Courts; but which ſerve for Excuſes 


for their Patrons, when they have not a 
mind to do for them. However Mr. Otway 
was treated by thoſe who had the Plea- 
ſure of his Company, when they conde- 
ſcended to have more Wit at their Ta- 


bles than they could bring thither from 
their own Stock, we find that he liv'd the 


moſt uncomfortable of all Lives, ſome- 


times in Exceſs, and ſometimes in Want, to 
the thirty third Year of his Age. On 


the fourteenth of April 1685, he dy'd at 


2 Publick-Houſe on Tower-E ill. This ſhort 


melancholy Account of our Author may be 
of uſe to ſuch ingenious Men, who may 
A5 expect 
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* Some Account of the Life, &c. 
expect to raiſe their Fortunes by courting 
great Men, without applying themſelves 
to ſuch Arts as may render them uſeful in 
5 Society in general, beſides the Recommen- 
il dation of Wit and fine Parts. Since there- 
| fore we have bur little light into what re- 
4 garded this Gentleman himſelf, and his Cir- 
cumſtances, let us conſider him in his 
r . 
He was Maſter of the moſt affecting 
/ Manner in expreſſing the Paſſions, and 
touched them with great Skill and Deli- 
| cacy. I don't know of ſuch another In- 
ſtance of this force as in the Play of the 
{- Orphan. This Tragedy is compoſed of Per- 
| ſons, whoſe Fortunes do not exceed the 
1 Quality of ſuch as we ordinarily call People 
a of Condition: and without the Advantage 


q | D 
| of having the Scene heightened by the im- 
portance of the Characters, his inimitable _ 
| Skill in repreſenting the Motions of the 
Heart, and its Aﬀections, is ſuch, that the 
Circumſtances are great from the Art of the | 
Poet, rather than | Hen the Fortunes of the 
Perſons repreſented. The whole Drama is | 
3 admirably wrought, and the Mixture of the 
Paſſions, (raiſed from Affinity, Gratitude, 
Love, and Miſunderſtanding between Bre- 
thren, ill Uſage from Perſons oblig'd ſlo wly 
return'd by the Benefactors, the whole 
grounded upon very probable Miltakes) a ? 
* — * 


—B— Bp ů 2 — — — 5 — 2 — — 
— — - — * a —_ 


N : 
N ” 


— 


- 


of Mr. THoMas Or WAN. xi 
the Mind in a continual Anxiety and Con-- 
trition, The Sentiments of the unhappy 
innocent Mizimia are delicate and natural; 
ſhe is miſerable without Guilt, but incapa- 

ble of living with a Conſciouſneſs of having 
committed an ill Act, tho her Inclination- 
had no Part in it. It was only, as I juſt. 
before remarked, in Otway's Power, to 
give theſe Diſtreſſes in Domeſtick. Life, 
Weight enough to move the general Senſe- 
of an Audience, But he needed not, that 
an injur'd or miſtaken Lover ſhould be able 
to threaten the Ruin of Nations, and wage 
War, becauſe his Miſtreſs was out of humour. 
The Faculty of mingling good and bad: 
Characters, and involving their Fortunes, 
ſeems to be the diſtinguiſhing Excellence - 
of this Writer. He very well knew, that 
nothing but diſtreſſed. Virtue can ſtrongly. 
touch us with Pity, Therefore in Venice 
Preſery/d, to make us have any manner of 
regard to the Conſpirators, he makes Pierre 
talk of redreſſing Wrongs, and mention all: 
the Common- place of Malecontents. 
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To fee the Sufferings of my Fellow-Creatures, . 
And own my ſelf a Man: To ſee our Senators 
Cheat the deluded People with a ſhew- 

oy Liberty, which yet they ne'er muſt taſte : | 

| They ſay by them our Hands are free from Feiters, , 

rer whom they pleaſe they lay in baſeſt Bonds; 
Bring whom they pleaſe to Infamy and Sorrodd.3 


xii Some Account of the Life, &c. 


Drive us like Wrecks down the rough Tide of Power, 
Whilſt no Hold's left to ſave us from Deſtruction. 
All that bear this are Villains, and 1 one, 

Not to rouze up at the great Call of Nature, 


And check the Growth of theſe Domeſlick Spoilers, 
. That abs; 1s Slaves, and tell us it's our Charter. 


Pag. 276. 
Jaffeir's Wants and Diſtreſſes make bim 


prone enough to any deſperate Reſolution ; . 


yet {ays he. 


Bat whey 1 think what Belvidera feels, 


The Bitterneſs her tender Spirit taſtes of, 
T own my ſelf a Coward : Bear my Weakneſs, | 


2 Tf throwing thus my Arms about thy Neck, 
I play the Boy, and blubber in thy Boſom, Pag 279. 


Ja ffeir's Expoſtulation afterwards is the 


Picture of all who are partial to their own 


Merir, and generally think a Reliſh of the 


Advantages of Life is Pretence enough t to 
enjoy them. | 


Tell me who 266d N Heav'n, 
Thou madiſi me what 1 am, with all the Spirit, 


Aſpiring Thoughts, and elegant Deſires 


That fill the happieſt Man? Ah ! rather why. 
Didft thou not form me ſordid as my Fate, 


Bale, -nded, dull, and fu to farty Burdens ? Pag. 280. 


How 


of Mr. TuoMAs Orway. xiii 


Ho dreadful is Hir $ Soliloquy, Aer 
he is engag'd in the Conſpiracy. 


I'm here; and thus the Babes of Night arround me, 


UE | look as if all Hell were in my Heart, 
And I in Hell, Nay, ſurely 'tis ſo with me; 


For every Step I tread, methinks ſome Fiend 
Knocks at my Breaſl, and bids it not be quiet. 
I've heard how deſperate Wretches, like my ſelf, 
Have wander'd out at this dead time of Night 
To meet the Foe of Maniund in his Walk : 

Sure I'm fo curſt, that, tho of Heav'n forſaken, 
No Miniſter of Darkneſs cares to temps me. 


Hell! Hell! why ſleepeſt thou? _ 8 Pag. 248. 


In this Play, he catches our Hearts, by 
introducing, if I may ſo call it, the Epiſode 
of Belvidera. Private and publick Calamities 
alternately claim our Concern ; and ſome- 
times we are againſt the whole State for 
the ſake of one diſtreſſed Woman, again 


we come to our ſelves, and recover our 
Sonſes in behalf of a whole People in dan- 
ger. There is not a Virtuous Character 


in the Play but that of Belvidera; and yet 


{0 wonderful is the Force of the Author's 
loquence and Skill in mingling Vices 


and Virtues, and private with publick Con- 


cerns, that the Ruffian on the Wheel is 
a8 much the Object of * as if he ka 
cen 
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xiv Some Account of the Life, &c. 9 
been brought to that unhappy Fate for 
ſome brave Action. I know not but theſe 

* looſe Hints may improve the Taſte of tge 
] ordinary Readers of this Author, which 
zs the ſincere Wiſh of the Publiſher; fr he bl 
{| is ſenſible nothing can prevent the Sale of 
| Mr. Otway's Works, but Ignorance of his 
Excellencies. 1 
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To the Right Hoionrthle 


e H AR EE $; 
E ARL of Middleſex. 


My LORD, 


SO SY 5} AM ſufficiently ſenſible of my own 
Ie Sz Arrogance, in that being almoſt a 
ja Stranger to every thing of you but 
your Fame, I durſt obtrude fo abject 
5 a Trifle as this, under the Patronage 
of ſo eminent a Perſon; but that 
generous Candour, wherewith you oblige all the 
World, gave me Courage to hope you might at 
leaſt pardon this firſt Ottence in me. And tho, 
perhaps, the beſt Preſents of this Nature may 
not be more than ordinary grateful; yet I have 
here my Wiſhes, if the Sincerity of my Zeal 
may atone for the Meanneſs of the Offering: 
That is the fartheſt Proſpect I take, which, whilſt 
I have in view, I dare = (tho perhaps as juſtly 
as ſome others have done I might) complain of 
the Cenſures of the World ; for ſince I've 5 
that 


xviii The DEDICATION. | 
that your Lordſhip prov'd indulgent, I were un- 
worthy of the Favours you beſtow'd, ſhould 1 *' 
be concern'd at the Malice or Petulancy of thoſe, *' 
who (alas!) will needs think it modiſh to be 
critical, but in the mean while forget 'tis as gen- 
tle to be civil. No, my Lord, tis under your 
Umbrage only I would court Protection, to 
whom Heav'n has given a Soul, whoſe Endow- 
ments are as much above Flattery, as it ſelf ab- 
hors it; and which are as impoſlible to be de- 
ſcrib'd, as I am unable to comprehend them. 
But as pooreſt Pilgrims, when they viſit Shrines, | 
will make ſome Preſents where they kneel : ſo 
| I have here brought mine, by your own Good- 
neſs only made worthy to be preſerv'd; in 
whoſe Defence I can ſay nothing more, than 
that with it all my beſt Endeavours are, and 
ever ſhall be ready to teſtify how much I am, 


My LORD, 


The moſt earneſt of Your 


Servants and Admirers, 


IPRO LO GU E, 
| Spoken by Mr. Harris. 


Ever did Rhymer greater Hazard run 
' Mong ſt us by your Severity undone : | 
Tho we, alas I t' oblige ye have done moſt, | | c 


And bought ye Pleaſures at your own ſad Coſt: 
Yet all our beſt Endeavours have been loſt, 
So oft a States-man lab'ring to be good, 
His Honeſty's for Treaſon underſtood : | 
Whilſt ſome falſe flatt'ring Minion of the Court, 
Shall play the Traitor, and be honour'd fort. | 
To you known Judges of what's Senſe and Wit, 8 


1 
g ; 
| 


Our Author ſwears he gladly will ſuomit : 
But there's a ſort of things inveſt the Pit, 
That will be witty, ſpite of Nature too, 
And to be thought ſo, haunt and peſter you. 5 
Hit her ſometimes thoſe Would-be-Wits repair, 

In queſt of you; where if you not appear, 5 
Cries ou. — Pugh] Damn me we what do we here? 

| Strait up he ſtarts, his Garniture then puts 

In order, ſo he cocks, and out he ſiruts 

To th* Coffee-houſe, where he about him looks ; = 
Spies Friend, cries Jack I've been to Night at th' Dukes: 
They ſilly Rogues are all undone, my Dear, 

I gad! not one of Senſe that I ſaw there. 

Thus to himſelf he'd Reputation gather | 

Of Wit, and good Acquaintance, but has neither, 

Wit has indeed a Stranger been of late, 

Mongſt its Pretenders nought ſo ſtrange as that. 

Both Houſes too too long a Faſt have known, 

That coarſeſt Nonſenſe goes moſt glibly down. 

Thus tho this Trifler never wrote before, 

Yet faith he ventur'd on the common Score: 
Since Nonſenſe is ſo generally allow'd, _ 
He hopes that his may paſs amongſt the Croud. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
Agis, 4 Mr. Medburn, 


Alcibiades, General of Athens, but fled 
thence in Difcontent, and made Gene- Mr. Betterton. 
ral of Sparta, betrothed to Timandray, | 


Tiſſ:phernes, the old General of Sparta, Mr. Sanford. 
Patroclus, his Son, Friend to Alctbiades, Mr. Crosby. 


Theramnes, the now Athenian General, Tr Huf 
in Love with Timandra, | 


Polyndus, a young Noble of Athens, L Mr. Cillowm. 
his Friend, . : 


WOMEN. 


Dvidaivis, Queen of Sparta, in love OR M ary Lee, 
with Alcibiades, ; 
Jimandra, a noble Athenian Lady, be 7. 
trothed to Alcibiades, © Marks Betterton 
Draxilla, Siſter to Alcibiades, and her Mes. ie 
Friend, ? 62 
A * ita, Lady of Honour to the Queen 2 ; 
Sparta, Mrs, Gillow. 


| Prieſts and Prieſteſſes of Hymen, | Spirits, Guards, Meſſen- | 
gers, Villains, Laa, Ge. 


4L CI. 


ACT © SCENE 1: 


SCENE, 4 Palace. 
Enter Timandra and Drax ills. 
Shout without, Theravmnes ! Therannes ! Theramnes ! 
ver a S: ruant, 8 


J. 1 A N D RA. Y 
HAT mean theſe Shouts ? 
< Serv. Oh all your Hopes are croſt, 
The Gallant Alcibiades is loft. 
ef Tim. Hah ! 
1 255 Serv. When laſt Nighe d the Youth of 
Athens late 
Roſe up the Orgia to celebrate, 
The Bacchanals, all hot and drunk with Wine, 
He led to the Almighty Thund'rer's Shrine, 
And there his Image ſeated on a Throne 
They violently took, and tumbled down : 
This Opportunity Theramnes got 
To ſupplant him, and his own Ends promote : . 
For by the Senate he was doom'd to bleed, 
And that his Rival ſhou'd in all ſucceed, 
But he, the threatning Danger: to evade, 
Js to the Spartan Camp for Refuge fled: 
I 
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22 ALCIBIADES. 
And now, by Order from the Senate, all 
With Shouts proclaim Theramnes General, 
Tim, Bu is he fled? Has he ſo meanly done? | 
To leave me to be wretched here alone? 7 
Is this thy plighted Faith, is this thy Truth? =? 
Oh too unkind, falſe, and unconſtant Youth ! [Ex, Serv. 
Drax, Madam, believe not but my Brother's juſt, *® 
Lou wrong luis Honour by this mean Diſtruſt; | 
Think you that Diſtance can his Love rebate? | 
Tim, Thy young Experience never felt the Weight 
Of Lovers Fears; if juſt, he'll eaſily FEET 
Excuſe that Love, that breeds this Jealouſy, (have. 
Drax. But, Madam, for theſe Doubts no Grounds you 
Im. Alas! go ask of Mad-men why they rave? 1 
What more could Fate do to augment my Woe ? 
I love, am mad, and know not what I do, : 
I, who before had nothing in my Eyes 
But Love and Glory growing to Delight; 
Like Chymiſts waiting for their Labours Prize, 
My Hopes are daſh'd and ruined in their Height, 
Drax. Alas, we but with weak Intelligence | 
Read Heav'ns Decrees; th'are writ in myſtick Senſe. 
For were they open laid to mortal Eyes, 
Men would be Gods, or they no Deities, 
Perhaps the wiſer Powers thought fit this way 
1 To give your growing Happineſs Allayz _ 
= Left ſhould it in its high Perfection come, | 
Tour Soul for the Reception might want Room. 

Tim. Thy Reaſons, kind Draxilla, weakly move: 
What Woman eer complain'd of too much Love: 
No, had I naked to the World been left, = 
Of Honour, and its gaudy Plumes bereft, 

Let all theſe I with Gladneſs could reſign, 
So Alcibiades had ſtill been mine: | 

But he remov'd, what can they give alone? 
What is the Casket when the Jewel's gone? 
Drax. Madam, if he be gone, tis to obtain 

A nobler Luſtre, and return again: 2 
Think you his great Soul could with Patience ſee 
His rifled Honours heap'd on's Enemy; 
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ALCIBIADES. 
And not his Rage have grown to that exceſ. 
As muſt have ruin'd all your Happineſs 2 


But he withdrew, and like a zealous Hermit did foreg. 


Thoſe little Toys, to gain a Heav'n in you. 


Tim. That Zeal muſt needs be very weak and faint, | 


That lets the Votary forſake his Saint; 

No, he is happy in ſome other Flame, 

And from his Breaſt has blotted out my Name: 
So that there nothing more remains for me 
But a kind Death, or a long Miſery. 

But Death alone's th' unhappy Lover's Eaſe, 
That ſeals up to us an eternal Peace; 


By chat our Souls to endleſs Pleaſures moye, 


And we enjoy an everlaſting Love. 

Yet ere I die, as die 1 feel I muſt, 

To Alcibiades I would be juſt ; 

Fain wou'd I let him know how I reſign 

All in him, that his paſt Vows had made mine: 
Then to its Seat in Peace my Soul ſhould fly, 
And calmly at my Lover's Feet I'd die. 
Draxilla, for thy Friend, what couldſt thou do > 

Drax. Madam, I could do any thing for you; 
I know not what you'd ask me I'd deny, 

Except that cruel thing, to ſee you die. 

Tim. Some ſafe Diſguiſes for us then provide, 
From watchful Eyes our ſudden Flight to hide ; 
Hence to the Hartan Camp I'll forthwith move, 
Borne on the Wings of Jealouſy and Love : 

For I'm reſolv'd to know the worſt of Fate; 
I wau'd be bleſt; can be unfortunate; 
Since 'tis the only thing, of Heav'n I crave, 
To meet a faithful Lover or a Grave. 
Theramnes ar the Door, 


Ther. Stay, kind Polyndus, here, 


Whilſt 1 go pay my juſt Devotion there: [Stepping to Tim 


See, faireſt Queen of Love and Beauty, here 


Your faithfulleſt and humbleſt Worſhipper, 


Who comes to offer up a Sacrifice 
To thoſe eternal Glories of your Eyes; 


24 


ALCIBIADES. 


It is a Heart as ſpotleſs and ſincere, 
As the chaſte Vows of holy Veſtals are; 
Accept, divine one, and pronounce my Doom. | 
Tim. Are you, my Lord, to mock my Sorrows come? 
| Ther, No, (guided by my Love) I humbly came | 
To pay my Duty, and mg my Flame. 
Tim. What Flame or Duty can you owe to me? 
Ther. Next what the Holy to the Deity, 
When they for Bleſſings at the Altars move; 
*Tis Adoration, Madam, join'd with Love, (blown; 
Tim. Love! I thought that had been ere this o'er- 
I'm ſure it had ſmall Hopes to live upon. 
Ther. That Love, which only tedious 1 285 . 
Is a dull, eaſy, and ignoble Pain: 


Mine's an enliv'ning and tranſporting Fire, 
Whoſe Flames increaſe, and ſtill are piercing higher, 


Tim, Yes, as from Piles ſome wilder Flames eflay 
To mount, but baffled part in Fumes away; 
So all that Love, you now ſo ſtrongly boaſt, 
Sever'd from Hope, in a weak Vapour's loft. 


But you too urgent in your Suit appear. 


Ther, Oh what's too urgent for a Joy ſo dear 

Tim. Since then your Conſfancy ſo firmly vow, 
Worthy Theramnes, here I do ſo too, [Gives her Hand. 

Ther, Thus when the Storms of Love are over-paſt, 
We gain the wiſht for Port of Bliſs at laſt. 


I ne'er could doubt 
. Tim, 
From my vow'd Love to Alcibiades. 


[Kiſſes her Hand. 
Then know I ne'er can ceaſe © 


Ther. I'm loſt, and all thoſe Joys I ſaw ſo near, 
Vaniſh, and leave me wandring in Deſpair : 


Thus, Madam, barb'rous Cruelty y'ave ſhown, 


Raiſing me up only to throw me down. 
Tim. Not to deceive you, I (Theramnes) know 


How much I am oblig'd t'your Love and you, 


Since you ſuch ample Kindneſs did eee | 
In favour of my Alcibiades ; 

How poorly did you envy the Eſteem 
I for his matchleſs Virtues had, and him! 
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When finding him abandon'd by the State, 
' You to advance your Int reſt, did create 
New Feuds > 
As if my Love were ballanc'd by his Pate: 
No, he had nobler Charms my Breaſt to move, 
Unblemiſh'd Honour, and a ſpotleſs Love; 
Which tho perhaps now know another Flame, 
Yet I have Love and Paſſion for their Name. 
Ther. Am I then of all Hopes of Bliſs debarr'd ? 
Oh too ſoft Charms ſway'd by a Heart too hard! _ 
Tim. Y'are ſomething diſcompos'd, Sir, 1 perceive, 
And 'tis but Modeſty to take my Leave. 
Ther, Oh ſtay, and pity a poor Lover's Fate ! 
Tim, If Pity, Sir, is all you ask, take that, 
Ther. Heav'ns, can ſhe at thoſeChains ſhe gaveme ſcoff 4 
Tims You at your Pleaſure, Sir, may ſhake them off. 
[Exeunt Tim. and Drax. 


Enter Polyndus. 


pol. How fares my nobleſt Friend? 
Ther. As thoſe who are | 
Tott'ring upon the Brinks of dire Deſpair ; 
Help and retrieve me with thy aſſiſting Hand, 
Love thruſts me forward, and I cannot ſtand. 
Pol. Then, Sir, turn back, and face your driving Foe, 
| ther. Alas! what can a fetter'd Captive do? 
The more I ſtrive, the faſter I am bound, 
As ignorant Swimmers are with ſtruggling drown'd. 
Pol. Timandra ſurely can't in Honour leſs, 
Than crown your Love with proſperous Succeſs ; - 
When ſhe believes (as certainly ſhe muſt) 
That Alcibiades is prov'd unjuſt. 
Ther, Alas, ſhe loyes him with much greater Flame, 
And pays Devotion to his very Name; 
Diſtance adds to their Loves a Violence, 
And their Souls hold from far Intelligence. 
Thus my miſtaken Policy out-runs 
My Fate; and I'm by my own Plots undone. 
| Pol. Why do you ſe your Soul be ſo opprelt } : 
'Tis Patience * beſt befits a gallant Breaſt, 
or, bo B Ther. 


. 


en 
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Ther. Patience! What's that? the Miſtreſs of tame Fools; 

That can in nothing elſe employ their Souls: 

No; ſince, Timandra, thou canſt diſapprove 

0 My juſt Flame, for an abſent Rival's Love, 

| I'll find that Rival out, and ſnatch his Breath, 

| 


Tho every Step I tread encounter Death, 

Pol. Now, Sir, y'are brave . 
Already you've diſarm'd Timandra's Charms, . Bb 
= Methinks I ſee you rey'ling in her Arms! Xx 
j Let's then o'th' Wings of Love and Honour ly  . RB 
if Jo th' Field, and meet th? inſulting Enemy; 4 
| Where thro” the Paths of Death and Blood we'll go 
li To meet your Rival, and his Country's Fe: 
fl There the Remembrance of Timandra's Charms 
| Shall add freſh Courage to your conqu'ring Arms. 
But if Fate the Succeſs ſo order ſhall, 1 
5 That by your Rival's Sword you chance to fall: * 
I then (as Honour juſtly will command) 3 
ö Inſpir'd by Friendſhip, and Timandra's Name, 

* Will bravely ſtem him, and with this bold Hand 
1 Revenge, or fall a Victim to your Flame. 

Ther. Oh noble generous Youth ! whoſe tender Years 
Such gallant Courage and ſuch Honour wears! 

How can myAims but in my Wiſhes end, [ Embraces bim. 
That have ſo worthy and ſo brave a Friend 155 

Come my Pohyndus - 

M Pol. On my Friend I'll wait, | 

Thro' all the Labyrinths of Love and Fate. [ Exeuxt. 


SCENE II. The Tent of a Pavilion fete the 
King and Queen of Sparta, Alcibiades, Ti aphernes, 
Patroclus, Guards, Ladies, &c. 


Xing. Now mult proud Athens lay herTriumphs _ 
ind pay her Glory's Tribute to my Crown; 
No more ſhall ſtupid Greece her Fetters wear, 
Nor make diſadvantageous Peace for Fear; 
But ſhe herſelf muſt in Subjection come, 
And humbly at my Feet expect her Doom. (forth, 
II. Yes, Sir; all Glories muſt, when. Yours. break 
Go out, and loſe their Beg, and her Worth ; 
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And like falſe Angels vaniſh and be gone, 
Dreading thoſe Shapes they durſt before put on, 


Pat. Athens, the World's great Miſtreſs, will not be 
Courted with low and vulgar Gallantry ; 


Her Glory aims at higher Characters, 


Than heavy Gown-men clad in formal Furrs : 
Who wins her, Deeds *bove common Fate muſt do; © 


And ſo ſhe's only Miſtreſs fit for you. 


King, Yes! and I only will enjoy her too. 


But noble generousY outh, thou haſt alone [ ToAlcibiades, 


Things worthy the Athenian Honour done: 

Thou like a tow' ring Eagle, ſoard'ſt above 

That lower Orb in. which they 12 move; 

A Flight too high for their dull Souls to ute, 
Which prompted ' em that Honour to abuſe ; 
Thinking their Baſeneſs they might palliate, 
With the dark Cloud of Policy and State, 

But let them that black Myſtery purſue, : 
By Worth and Honour Empires greateſt grow; 


Which when abus'd, their Glory Hoes ſuppreſs, 


As revers'd Proſpects make the Object leſs. | 
Alc. Yours, Sir, like Heav'n's great Soul, is general; 3 

Diſpenſing i its kind Influence on all. 

This makes Succeſs and Victory repair, 

To move with you as in their proper Sphere; 


As fragrant Dews leave the Corrupter Earth, 


Exhal'd by th' Sun, from whom they have their Birth, 


King. The, Truth of that we by your Laurels know. 


Conqueſt your Arms, Triumph ſtill waits your Brow; 
By your Succeſs th' Athenian Greatneſs roſe, 
Your Courage ſcatter'd their inſulting Foes; 
And from that Height to which by you they! re grown, 
'Tis your Succeſs alone mult throw them down. 
Thus have we made you Gen'ral of our Force; 
And all thoſe Honours you were robb'd of there, 
We'll make our Study to redouble here. | 

Tiſ, And I (if that my Malice tell me true) 


As diligently ſhall his Plagues purſue. [4/7 ide. 


Alc. Of all my Courage or my Sword ſhall do, 
I the Succeſs mult to your Virtue owe. 
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Tphat's crown'd with Ble 
How can [ but in all things happy be, 


28 AL CIBIA DES. 
The Honour and the Juſtice of your Cauſe 


So glorious are, Fate muſt ſrom them take Laws: 
So you o'er Athens this Advantange have, _ 
You Fortune rule, to whom ſhe's but a Slave. 
King. Enjoy, my Tiſſaphernes, now thy Eafe, 
And plant freſh Laurels in the Shades of Peace, 


The Glories thou haſt won ſo num'rous are, 
They ſeem as many as thy Age can bear, 
But if thy ſpacious Soul thou canſt confine 


Within this narrow Manſion of mine, 
Be this the utmoſt of thy Wiſhes bound, 


_ Tij. Heav'n knows my Age doth feel no ſharperSting, 
Than to want Power to ſerve ſo good a King, 
But ſince Time tells me that my Glaſs is run, 


Setting me backward where I firſt begun; 
Since no way elſe they can their Duty ſhow, 
I'll only employ my Hands to Heav'n for you: 
And what my Sword can't, may Devotion do. 


King. How truly he a 1 Monarch is, 
lings ſo ſublime as theſe! 


Propt by ſuch Courage and ſuch Piety ? 

To me, with Gods, Similitude is giv'n; 

'Tis Power and Virtue that ſupports their Heaven. 
Our Royal Standard to the City bear, 5 
T'alarm it to Obedience, or to War, 


To morrow muſt decide the Athenian Fate, Þ Exeunt Om. 


This Day to Joy and Eaſe we'll conſecrate. & prer. Tiſ. 
Ti. Ungrateful King! thy ſhallow Aims purſue ; 


But, my brisk upſtart Favourite, have at you. 


Was it for this my active Youth I ſpent 


In War, and knew no Dwelling but a Tent ! 
Have for this thro? invious Mountains paſt ? | 
Demoliſh'd Cities, and laid Kingdoms waſte ? 


Sill in his Cauſe unweary'd Courage ſhown ? 
And almoſt hid his Head in Crowns I won? 


Upon my Breaſt received ſo many Scars, 
They ſeem a War deſcribed in Characters? 


Ad 


Forgive th' Exceſs of Love that bred Diftruſt, - 


- My weary'd Soul a ſoft and kind Reprieve; 
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And muſt the Harveſt of my Toil and Blood, | 
Upon a fawning Rebel be beſtow'd ? 
Who having falſe to his own Country been, 
Comes here to play his Treaſons o'er again? 
Muſt he at laſt tumble my Trophies down, 
And revel in the Glories I have won? 
Whilſt from my Honours they me diſengage, 
With a dull Compliment to feeble Age. 
What ails this hardy Hand, that yet it ſhou'd 
Tremble at Death, or ſtart at reeking Blood? 


Methinks this Dagger J as firmly hold, [ Draws a Dagger. 
And with a Strength as reſolute and bold, | 
As he who kindly would its Point impart, 

A Preſent to an envy'd Fayourite's Heart; 

And I, fond Youth, will try to work thy Fall, 

Tho with my own I crown thy Funeral. 

Envy and Malice from your Manſions fly, 

Reſign your Horror and your Snakes to me: 

For I'll act Miſchief yet to you unknown ;, 

Nay, you ſhall all be Saints when I come down, [ Ex, - 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 
SCENE, A Grove adjoining to thespartanc a . 


Enter Timandra and Draxilla. 


Tim, NN AT uncouth Roads afflicted Lovers paſs! 


How ſtrange, prepoſt'rous Steps their Sor- 
Oh, Alcibiades, if thou art juſt, (rows trace ! 


Driven by that, diſguis'd 1 hither came, 8 
Yet here and ev'ry where my Grief's the ſame. 


But kind Draxilla's Friendſhip can diſpel 


The thickeſt Clouds that on fad Boſoms dwell : 
That does alleviate my Griefs, and give 


Which ever to forget would be as hard, | 
And as impollible, as to reward. 3 


83 - Drax. 
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Drax, The ſerving you my Happineſs ſecures, 
I'm only ſomething by my being yours; 
Since equally with yours, my Hopes were croſt, 
When in your Lover I a Brother loſt; | | 
Then like an Orphan, deſtitute and bare N 1 
Of ail, but Miſery and fad Deſpair, 1 

_ Your Kindneſs gave my yielding Spirits Reſt, 
And rais'd me to a Dwelling in your Ereaſt: 
''W Then ough t I not, in all, my Soul reſign 
= To eaſe her Griefs that kindly pity'd mine? 1 
Iim. In that I did what Honour urg'd me to. ; 
| Drax. And Honour tells me Gratitude is due. : 
Tim. But how grows Gratitude to that Degree, _ 
3 To be aff ited thus, and weep for me? a 
. Draw. Alas! that is the leaſt that I could do; 
I 0 our worſt Enemies our Tears we owe. 
Fiizndſhip to ſuch a noble Height ſhould riſe, 5 
. As their Devotion does in Sacrifice, i 
[+ Who think they ſhew a Zeal remiſs and ſmall, uy 
if Except themſelves as nobler Victims fall. | 
With as great Courage could 1 for you die, 
'F And my triumphant Soul to Heav'n ſhould fly; 
„ There I again my Friendſhip would renew, _ 
1 And lay up chiefeſt Joys in Store for you. (take! 
Tim. What vaſt and boundleſs Flights does Friendſhip 
Beyond what Search can ſee, or Fancy track ? 
is the Improvement of the Part Divine, 


When Souls in their Seraphick Tranſports join; 4 + 
F; In Souls united, fo we Friendthip ſee, #7 E. 2 
i As many Glories make a Deity. | | 


Enter Alcibiades from the back Part of the Scenes. 
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 Drax, Madam, yonder he comes who mult retrieve. | 
Your drooping Hopes, and your faint Joys revive. ä 
Tim. My Alcibiades! how I begin TX: 

To think my miſplac'd Jealouſy did fin ! 85 
Go meet him, ſeem all troubled and in Tears, 7 
And with the Tale 1 taught thee wound his Ears: : a 
Mean while I will withdraw my ſelf this way, X 


7 . 
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| 0 Nor would my [weling Paſſi ons let me ſtay. 
1 5 | [Goes to the Door. 
i — Ale. 
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Alc, What airy Viſions o'er my Eyes there move, 
Like the good Genius of an abſent Love! 

Where-e'er I turn me, I methinks eſpy 

Timandra's Image ſottly g oliding by. 

Such fond Ambition Love his Slaves does teach, 

To make 'em fancy what they cannot reach. 

For Oh, Divine One! | 

How lickly Joys, Honour, and e grant, 

Wehen thee the Glory of my Soul 1 want! | 
Drax. M Lord! 
Alc Guard me, ye Pow'rs ! Draxilla here, 

And weeping too ! Oh my Prophetick Fear ! 

What is't your coming here would ſeem to tell! 

| Relate, Oh quickly, is my Princeſs well? 

Drax. Oh Sir! In that unhappy fatal Night, 
When to the Spartan Camp you took your Flight, 
When by the cruel Senate you were drove, 

Both to forſake your Country and your Love ; 

Timandra, and myſelf, as we were fat 

In her Apartment, grieving for your Fate; 

No ſooner, with ſad Jealouſies oppreſt, 
Her wearied Soul in Sleep ſought after Reſt, 
But Grief new Scenes of Miſer y brought in, 
And play'd in Dreams its Horrors o'er again : 
Sometimes her tender Arms ſhe'd forward ſtretch, 
Then fiercely at the empty Air would catch: 

Weary'd with Grief, ſhe then would milder be, 

And in a hollow Sigh ſend out, Ah me! 

At laſt ſhe roſe, and *bout the Chamber walke ; 

Sometimes ſhe ſtarted, then ſtood ſtill and talkt: 

Anon repeat ſome ſhort and pithy Pray'r ; 

Again grow wild, and tear her precious Hair: 

Tl having ſo wrought Sorrow to that Height, 
That her Soul grew too tender for the Weight ; 
Ere 1 my Courage could collect, to go 

And give an Hindrance to the faral Blow, | 

She with her Dagger ſtabb'd herſelf, and aid, 

Thus dy'd T:mandra, that unhappy Maid. 8005 

Ale. Ye Gods! Is't thus your Juſtice you difpenſe, 

To lay th'Reward of Guilt on Innocence? 
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What tho theſe ſacrilegious Hands have thrown 
Your Images, thoſe pageant Glories, down ! 


Mult your Revenge on her I lov'd transfer ? 
You might have plagu'd me, fo y'ad pity'd her. 


But thus Il ſend my Soul, where it may tell 


She lov'd too raſhly, but not lov'd too well: 


[Offers 10 ſall on his Sword, but is hinder'd by Draxilla. 
Oh Sitter ! do not hinder me my Death ; 


Sighs are the only Uſe I've left of Breath; 
One Blow will put an End to Griet and me. 


Vnter Timandra. 
Tim. . Sir, you muſt not do, nor muſt l ſee, 


(Alcibiades farts. 


: wAy dy you back! Nay, if you ſnun me now, 
1 mall de apt to think my Fears too true, 


Alc, OhHeav'ns! does then my dearTimandra live! - 
The Joy's too mighty for me to receive; ? 


This was the greateſt Bliſs Heay'n had to give. 


How raſhly did my impious Rage profane 


our Gooineſs | Oh but waſh away that Stain, | 


Then I with Victims will your Altars load, 


And have a Sacrifice for every God. 
Till by thoſe holy Fires this black Offence 


Be purg'd, and purify'd in Innocence. 
But, Deareſt, how could you fo cruel be, 
To let ſuch Bliſs be dreſt in Miſery ? 
To tell me you were dead! | 
How could you think but th' Horror of that Breath 
Muſt damp my Soul, and chill me into Death ? 
Tim. Alas! my Fears could find out no Relief 
But thus to aſſault you in the Garb of Grief; 
This Trial of your Faith my Joy ſecures, 
tees in refreſhing Show'rs. 
Alc. Let us no longer then to Doubts give way, 
But haſte to th*' Conſummation of our Joy; 
So, with our bright united Flames, diſpel 
Thoſe anxious Miſts that on our Boſoms dwell, 
Being of no other 22 poſſeſt, 
But which ſhall kindeſt prove, and love the beſt. 
Tim. And when our faithful, happy Hearts ſhall be 


Firmer united by that ſacred Te, Ho 
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ALCIBIADES. 33 
How in an endleſs Road of Bliſs we'll moye, 
Steering our Motions by our perfect Love!? 
There we with Pleaſure will recount each Woe, 
Which we have paſs'd, and others undergo. 
There we'll reflect o'th' various Hopes and Fears, 
The mournful Sighs, and the impatient Tears . 
Of diſtreſt Lovers, whilſt we'll kindly thence, 1 
Thro' a ſtrange myſtical Intelligence, < 
Give 'em Redreſſes by our Influence. 
Till fo, by ours | | 
Their full grown Joys receive a happy Birth, 
As Planets in their kind Conjunctions bleſs the Earth. 
Alc, Then, my Timandra, to our Bliſs let's fly, 
There's but one Minute more to Ecſtaſy. [Exennt. 
Enter Queen and Ardella. 15 | 
Areen, Oh my Ardella, whither ſhall I turn? 
I'm all o'er Flame, in ev'ry Part 1 burn. 
Adr. Your Majeſy  _ 
en. Fool, Majeſty ! what's that ? | 
Th? ill natur'd Pageant Mockery of Fate; i 
When her ungrateful ſportive Pow'r ſhe'd ſhow, 
Raiſing us hi 7 . 5 N 
To bar us of the Benefits below. 
But I'll her ſervile Policy deſpiſe,  _ 
And make her ſtoop to Love's great Victories. 
Th'Almighty Pow'r of Heav'n came down from thence, 
To taſte the Sweets of am'rous Excellence: 
Why then ſhould Princes, that are Gods below, 
Think that a Sin which Heav'n is proud to do? 
Ard. But, Madam, is it not a cruel thing 
T'abuſe a loving Husband, and kind King? (is: 
Queen. Dull Girl, thou know'ſt not what a Husband 
Alas, they never reach the height of Bliſs,  _ 
But ignorantly with Love's Magick play, 
Till they raiſe Spirits they want Pow'r to lay. 
In that brave Alcibiades there ſwarm 
So many Graces, he's all over Charm; 
Such killing Airs in each Part of him move, 
His Brows dart Majeſty, and his Eyes Love: 
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Oh, my Ar della, I am loſt 1 in Thought ! 8 
1 fain would have thee yet "is falſe, I'd not. 
Ard. Madam, your Royal Pleaſure but relate, 
I'll be as faithful, and as firm as Fate. 
Queen. Art thou then skilful in Love's ſubtle Arts, 
Cunningly to lay Ambuſcades for Hearts ? 


Canſt thou expres a melting kind Deſire, 


And give a feeling Draught of Love's ſoft Fire? 


Ard, Madam, "1 ſubt'ly I'll bis Heart betray, 
As one, who by ſome great Magician's Pow'r, 
Is hurry'd thro' the Regions in an Hour, 
And for Return again can find no way. 

Veen. My better Angel! Fly then ſwift as Time, 


Or Thought; thou g gain'ſt a Queen in gaining him. 


But uſe ſuch Secrecy as ſtollen Loves ſhould have, 
Be dark as the huſht Silence of the Grave. 
Ard. Madam, diſtruſt not but that 1 ſhall do, 


Both what is to your Loye and Honour due. 


cen, Honour ! a very Word ; an empty Name! 
Hon Gully wretched is the Slave to "Fame ' 


Give me the Soul that's large and unconfin'd; 


Free as the Air, and boundleſs as the Wind: 


Nature was then in her f art Excellence, 
When undiſturb'd with puny Conſcience, 
Man's Sacrifice was Pleaſure, his God, Senſe, 
Enter Tiſſaphernes. | 
15 Madam, by the King's Command I'm to you ſent, 
Who attends your Royal Preſence in his Tent, 
Veen. | go lk xeunt Queen and Ard, 
1if. Now all i is ripe, methinks I ſee 
Treafon: walk hand in hand with Deſtiny, 
And both in a kind Aſpect ſmile on me. 
Now the whole Court proceeds to ſolemnize : 


The Nuptials of proud Alcibiades; 
Where ev'ry thing does as I'd wiſh combine, 


To give a happy End to my Deſign. 
It is the Cuſtom at a Marriage Feaſt, 
The Bridegroom 


With a full Bowl preſents his chiefeſt Gueſt, 
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The Cups by my great Secrecy and Care, 
With ſtrongeſt Potion all infected are: 
Which when our Alcibiades ſhall bring, 
And offer as his Duty to the King, | 
The Poiſon.and his ſudden Death will ſeem 
Fully a traiterous Deſign in him. | 
Then muſt the Crown deſcend on me, and ſo 
I feaſt my Rage, and my Ambition too. 
Let Coward Spirits ſtart at Cruelty, 
Nemorſe has ſtill a Stranger been to me. 
I can look on their Pains with the ſame Eyes, 
As Prieſts behold the falling Sacrifice. 
Whilſt they yell out the Horrors of cheir Moans, 
My Heart ſhall dance to th'Muſick of their Groans, (E xits 
Enter Captain of the Guards. 
Capt. Look that your Care and Diligence be great. 
See the Guards doubled, and each Cent'nel ſer, [Exit, 


The Scene drawn, diſcovers the Tent of a Pavilion; in it 
an Altar, behind which are ſeated the King and Queen, 
attended by Tiſſaphernes, Patroclus, and the reſi of the 
Camp; about the Altar ſtand ſeveral Prieſts of Hymen, 


King, Each Day brings ſome Surprize of Pleaſure, here 
Loye vies his Triumphs with the God of War. 


Six Prieſts of Hymen dance. 
The Dance ended, Enter Chief Prieſt and Prieſteſs of Hy- 
men, Prieft leading Timandra, and rhe Priefteſs Aldi 
biades, | 
Prieſt Sings. 
DiſtraQing Jealouſies and Fears 
Heart- breaking Sobs and reſtleſs Tears, 
Fly to the Breaſts that are 
Wrackt with Deſpair : 5 
Id ms | 
Prieſteſs. Or this, HET gh (Bliß. 
Cho. No Tears but thoſe of Joy, no Pantings but of 
f Prieſteſs. Yes, ves, by Love alone we lee fe 
& On Earth the Glories of a Deity 2 
For 'tis the greateſt Work above, 
To be innocent, and love. 


Thoſe | 
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Thoſe then that flame ſo nobly here, 


| W hat raviſhing Delights muſt they have there ! 


Cho. Who on Earth to their Honour are juſt, and 
Muſt reap the chief Bleſſings above. (their Love, 
Prieſt. Let's then proceed, and Hymen's Aid implore, 


To join thoſe Hands whoſe Hearts were link'd before, 
Priefieſs. Agreed. | | 


Prieſi. Agr ed, 
Priefteſs, Agreed. 
Prie ſi. Agreed. 


Cho. Hymen, oh Hymen, come away, | 


Crown the Wiſhes of this Day. 


See, ſee theſe pure refin'd Deſires [ Fire. 


Wait at thy Torch, wait at thy Torch, to improve theid 


Whilſt this Chorus is 7 inzing, Hymen enters with his Torch» 
and joins their Hands with a Wreath of Roſes, which 
the Prieſleſs firiłes with her Spear and breaks: then 
they offer both Parts upon the Altar. 


This Ceremony ended, a Dante is performed by foe Prieſts 
and Prieſt efſes of Hymen, all carrying in their Hands 
ſhort Sears mufflid with Flowers and Boughs of Fruit: 
after which a Bowl is brought in, and preſented to 

| Alcibiades, who immediately upon the Receipt bows to 


the King, who deſcends with the Queen, and receives 
the Bowl of him, then ſpeaks. 


King, To ſhew how ſtri& a Reverence I have | 


| For ev'ry thing that loyal is and brave, 


[ Drawing near to Tiſlaphernes. 
This ſignal Honour only due to me, 7:1: - (Bowl. 


Thus, Tiſſaphernes, I confer on thee. ¶ Preſents him the 
Tiſ Confufion ! What means this? 
King, Nay, do not ſtart, 

It is the Offering of a prateful Heart: ; 

Come drink to ſuch a Depth as may expreſs 


Thy Wilhes for their Joy, and Sparta's Happineſs, | 


Tif. I muſt obey your Majeſty 


[Proffering to drink, lets fall the Bowl, and ſeems 
to ſwoon back. 


Pate Alas, my Father! 
g | | | King. 
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King. How fares our worthy Friend? 
Hence quickly, for our chief Phyſicians ſend. 
So much this aged Hero I eſteem, 4 
I rather could part with my Crown than him. 
Tiſ. My Health, Sir, needs no other help than this, 
„ Vn [Faintly. 
That you will pardon its Infirmities. 
The Wine was of ſo ſtrong an Excellence, 
Its Spirits prov'd too mighty for my Senſe, 
55 Alaram without, Enter Officer. 
Off. Dread Sir, your Camp th' Athenian Force alarms ; 
Without the City Gates th'appear in Arms, 
And with a numerous and warlike Train 
Be. their March upon the neighb'ring Plain. 
Their bloody Enſigns all diſplay'd appear, 
And hold an am'rous Combat with the Air, 
Looſly they fly, and with a wanton Play, 
Seem to ſalute the Sun- beams in their way : 
Whilſt their ſhrill Trumpets rattle in the Sky, 
As if with Muſick they'd charm Victory. 
And this triumphant Pride does higher grow, 
That they may make a Conqueſt fit for you. 
Xing. Tis well; ev'ry Battalia reinforce 
With my late freſh Supplies of Perſian Horſe. 
Their Fate no longer will delay endure; 
Prepare to fight 'em in this very Hour. 
I'd have this Day hereafter famous be. : 
For the Renown of Love and Victory. [Shouts from afar. 
| Enter another Officer. NN 
2 Off. The Enemy, Sir, does on the Plain appear, 
And with RI Shoutings pierce the Air. | 
King. So Beaſts decreed for Slaughter, ere they fall, 
With their own Bellowings ring their Funeral. 


 Oppos'd— 
Each his own Safety bebe and ſhrinks away. 
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ACT m SCENE L 
SCE NE the Camp. 


Enter Tillaphernes. 


Tiſ. COURSE on my niggard Stars; they w were ſo poor, 
That my Revenge prov'd greater than their 
My Fury had begot ſo vaſt a Birth, (Pow'r; 
Fate wanted Sar b enough to bring it forth. 
[Trumpets afar-off found a Charge. 
That ſprightly Sound darts fiercely thro* my Soul, 
Oh that 1 might one Minute Fate controul! 
Could but command one happy fatal Dart, 
To ſend it ſelf into the Gen'ral's Heart, 
| Enter King and Queen attended. (claim: 
King. Thus muſt proud States ſubmit, when Monarchs 


They govern in a rude diſorder'd Frame, 


As Stars in a dim Senate rule the Night, 
But vaniſh at the Sun's more potent Light. 
Athens now feels the Fury of my Heat; 


A Pow'r like theirs, divided, can't be great: 15 


It may tumultuous and numerous ſhow, 
But ne'er contract to give a ſteddy Blow. 
Q. In States, thoſe monſtrous many-headed Pow'rs, 

Their private Int'reſt publick Good deyours. 

"Tis true, when in their Hands a Rule they gain, 
They know to uſe that Power, not maintain. 

Like Pirates in a Fleet, awhile they may _ 
Seem dreadful ; but when * ſome juſter Force 


Tiſ. You, Sir, have vanquiſh'd Emp'rors, fetter'd Kings: 
States are ſuch mean and deſpicable Things, | 
-Compar'd with other Glories y'ave ſubdu'd, 

Their Conqueſt ſeems but a ſoft Interlude. 
"T1 e frem far ſound a Retreat. 


Enter 


Ir 
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Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. This Minute, Sir, your Glories are compleat, 
The routed Enemy makes a faint Retreat : 
Victory, bluſhing they no more could do, 
With a full Wing directs her Flight to you. ES 
King. Thus, Deidamia, are our Wiſhes crown'd, 
Love and Renown in the ſame Sphere go round : 
Our laſting Loves draw laſting Viftories 
Whilſt Courage takes his Flame from Beauty's Eyes, 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
2 Meſ. Thus hourly, Sir, freſh Glories you receive, 
Athens no more's your Enemy, but Slave. 
Like the ſad Ruins of a Hurricane, 
Their tatter'd Troops are ſcatter'd o'er the Plain, 


And in diſorder'd Parties make away. 


King. Relate, how went the Buſineſs of the Day ? 
Meſ. Brave Alcibiades has Wonders done, 
Ne'er greater Courage was in Sparta ſhown. 
Troops were not able to withſtand the Shock; 
Like Thunder from a Cloud his Fury broke 
On all his Enemies; and like that too, 
eat) and Amazement did attend each Blow. 
Long doubtful Fortune dally'd on her Wheel, 
And neither ſeem'd to move it, nor ſtand (till, 
Till at the laſt the brave Polyndus fell. 
His Loſs did ſo amaze the Enemy, 
That in diforder they began to fly. _ 
Yet brave Theramnes rally'd in their Head; 


Tio ſo their Fate was but awhile delay'd, 
For by our General he was Captive made. 


At which again they did their Flight renew, 
With Numbers too ſo tatter'd and ſo few, 

It had been Barbariſm to purſue. 
Then fair Ti-2andra, who from far had been 
An anxious Looker on this Tragick Scene, 


With all the haſte Joy could, or Love afford, 


Flies to congratulate her conqu'ring Lord ; 
Now both in ſolemn Triumph this way move, 


To crown your Glories, as you crown'd their SOPs. 


Trumpets, 
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Trumpets. Enter Alcibiades, us, Timandra, and 


Theramnes Priſoner: Alcibiades kneels to the King. 
King. Sir, of your Brayery I've already heard, 
So much above the Power of Reward; 
I: were but juſt that I ſhould Homage do, 
And offer up Acknowledgments to you. 
Riſe, Sir, and give this Ceremony o'er, 
The Poſture ill becomes a Conqueror, [Alcib, 8 
Alc. Conqu'rors that are triumphant in the Field, 
Muſt at their Monarch's Feet their Trophies yield; 
For all thoſe Glories which their Conqueſts claim, 
They only have ſubordinate from them, 
Thus, tho my Sword this Captive has o'ercome, 
It is from you he muſt expect his Doom, 
Ther, Yes, and in this you have o'ercome bun too, 
He cannot talk, Sir, half ſo faſt as you: 
Curſe, tho I am your Priſoner, I hate 
To hear your Pride upbraid me with my Fate. 
Alc. Why, Sir, was't not my Favour that you live? 
Ther, No: for I hate that Life _ Hand did pews 
Know, had your Fate been mine 
I ſhould haye urg'd kind Deſtiny more home, 
And there have revell'd, Rival, in your room. En 
Alc. Sir, for your Love, you ſhew but weak Pretence, | 
When all your Arguments are Inſolence. 
W hence does i it ſpring ? 
Ther, From whence your Bliſs you draw, 
Love, that ne'er clog'd his Proſelytes with Law. 
I lov'd this fair One rſt, and you muſt know 
I'll love her ſtill, and what's all that to you ? 3 
Alc. This Rudeneſs, Sir, my Fury can't engage: : 
You are i!l manner'd, and beneath my Rage. 
Ther. But know, Vll follow ſtil my Hate to thee ; 
Nor ſhall my Chains obſtruct thy Deſtiny : 
Thou didſt ſupplant me in Timandra's Love, 
For which I gave thy Glories a Remove; 
And on thy Ruins made myſelf more great: 
But ſince my Wiſhes Fate would not compleat, 
My Fury with my Fortune ſhan't decreaſe, 
111 il] purſue thy Life and Happineſs : : 


— 
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By all Deſpairs, dark Aris, thy Fall deſign, 
Till in thy Blood I write Timandra mine. | 
Alc. Rave on; know of your Threats no Senſe I feel, 
I'd laugh at them wer't not to loſe a Smile. 
| King. But 1']l take care that he ſhall better know, 


WE What 'tis a Captive for his Life does owe, 


How dare you offer here theſe Injuries? _ 
Know you how much this gallant Man I prize? 
Guards, to Confinement the Offender bear, 
Be his Bonds narrow, and Reſtraint ſevere. 
Since in your Breaſt ſuch a hot Frenzy reigns, 
We'll try how you can brave it in your Chains. 
Ther, So King, as thou ſhalt envy what th'aſt done; 
| I have a Soul can ſmile when thou doſt frown. : 
Whilſt I Timandra's fair Idea wear, ep 
1 can't want Freedom, for 1˙l think of her, [Exit guarded. 
King. Thus, Madam, to your Eyes muſt Conqueſt bow, 
Who are your Slaves no other Fetters know. 
Tim, If any Charms in me there can appear, 
They only are confin'd and bounded there: 
No greater Aims nor more Ambition know, 
Than how, Sir, to oblige him that ſerves you. 
Alc. Your gen'rous Pity to our faithful Flames, 
That Power which it gave *em juſtly claims. 


Thus happy by your great Indulgence made, 


In Joys ſo perfect, nothing can remove: 
Your ſpreading Glories ne'er ſhall ſhrink or fade, 
s Till you forget t' aſpire, and we to love. 
Hut how dare I uſurp the leaſt Pretence, | 
Who only borrow all myLaurels hence! [Pointing to Pat. 
This is that noble Youth, who, when I ſtood | 
Beſet on ev'ry ſide with Death and Blood, 
To my Relief ſuch gen'rous Succour brought, 
And things ſo much above ev'n Wonder wrou ht. 
Pat. You, Sir, that taught me Friendſhip, taught me too 
How much is to that ſacred Title dumm. 
No, Sir, if ere your Life at hazard lie, 8 


Tho thouſand Deaths ſhould dare me, on I'll fly, 
And conquer all, or brayely with you die. 


5 Alc. 
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1 Alc. In Gallantry you are fo abſolute, 
1 That 1 grow faint, and flag in the Purſuit. 
F | Yet that Return accept in ſilence here, : 
| ' Which is ſo great'twill no expreſſion bear. Embraces him, 
1 Tiſ. Hell ! Sure my Blood is grown degenerate. * 
Can this my Son embrace the Man J hate?! [ Afede, 
King. How, Tifſaphernes, is thy good Age bleſt 
In ſuch a Son, of ſuch a Friend poſſeſt! | 
Thus from thy rev'rend Trunk freſh Glories ſpread, 
And with their pious Laurels ſhade thy Head, 
11. In this warm Comfort patiently 1'l] fit, 
Till Fate ſhall come and claim her lateſt Debt. 
* Sometimes my Youth's paſt Triumphs I'll review, 
. And pleaſe myſelf they were approv'd by you: ©<+ 
5 | Alas, I've nothing elſe left now to do. [Ironically. & 
Mi Oh my dear Boy! Sir, be my Joy thus ſhown, . 
Poſſeſs the Father as you've gain'd the Son. Embraces both, 
King. Monarchs, thus propt, the Shocks of Fate defy : 
No Bonds ſo firm as thoſe which Friendſhip tie, * 
” 5 [Ex. King attended. 
Manent Alcibiades; Timandra, and Draxi lla. 
Alc. Now, nobleſt Siſter, how ſnall be repay'd 
Thoſe large Endearments, which your Love has made } 
Our Happineſs will but imperfect prove, x: 

If 'midſt the growing Pleaſures of our Love, 
We nothing elſe in Gratitude can do, | 
Than only wiſh a Happineſs to you. 1 
Drax. What I have done, Sir, never had regard 
To that ſiniſter thing we call Reward. „ 

Good Deeds their worth and value have from hence, 
They their own Glory are and Recompence. 
1 Alc, But Siſter, if J might one Queſtion move? 
N PDrax. Jour Pleaſure Sir? 5 | 
: | Be Alec. Could you not Madam — love 
The Friend, in whom I'm happy ſince 1 came, 
1 In Honours as renown'd as in his Name? 
1 He, when I to him often would relate 
ad The fad Adventures of my Love and Fate; 
IN So much your gallant Friendſhip did admire, 
BY That with your Character he grew on Fire; 


And 


de, E 


And bears a Flame ſo noble and ſublime, 
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As not to love again would be a Crime, 

Drax. Sir, that's a thing I cannot now diſcourſe; 
Love rarely conquers with a ſudden Force, 
Nor muſt I that acknowledge as my due, 
Which was perhaps a Compliment to you: 
If any thing in me he can approve, 


WW 1 miy believe it Gallantry, not Love. 


Alc. 1 ſhall no more your Modeſty offend : 
Pardon a forward Zeal to ſerve my Friend, 
But if ought add a Bleſſing, *twill to fee | 
You made as happy as you have made me. [Exennt. 


Enter Tiſſaphernes aud Patroclus, 
Tiſ. D'you underſtand, Patroclus, what y'ave done? 


Have you conſider'd that you are my Son? 


Pat. Sir, 'tis a Title I am proud of.! 
I/ How can you then deſcend to things ſo baſe, 


W That blot my Glory, and my Name deface 2 


Whilſt thus your blinded Folly ſo adores 
The only Traitor, that my Soul abhors. 

Pat, How, Sir! I doat upon the Man you hate! 
No, I had never Thoughts ſo impious yet. 
By all my Hopes, if any Wretch there be 
S'unhappy to be held your Enemy, 


Rather than in my Breaſt his Image bear, 


I'd raze it from my Heart, or ſtab it there. | 
Tiſ. Stay, leſt you ſhould pronounce too raſh a Doom 
Believe it is a Blow will wound you home. 
But I will try „ 
What gen'rous Reſolution you expreſs, 
Know then you muſt hate Alcibiades. 7 
Pat. Protect me Heav'n! can you command that I 
Should break that Knot you did ſo lately tie? _ 
Was't not your Love that did our Friendſhip join ? 
Did not your kind Embraces ſecond mine? 5 
Ti, Embraces! Love! and Kindneſs! what are theſe? 
The outward Varniſh that our Hearts diſguiſe. 
Haſt thou ſo long with Courts converſant been, 


The various Turns of Power and Greatneſs ſeen, 
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And haſt thou not this Myſtery yet found, 
Always to ſmile in's Face we mean to wound? 


Come you muſt hate him, nay and kill him too. 


Pat. Oh let me rather beg my Death from you. 


Can you command me, Sir, to wound a Heart, 


Whereof 1 do poſſeſs fo great a Part? 


In that I ſhould. prove a Self-murderer;, 
Piercing his Breaſt, I ſtab my own Image there. 


Tif. Come, lay theſe idle boyiſh Scruples down, 


Do as becomes your Virtue and my Son. 


Can you behold him rev'ling in my Place, 

And turning all my Honours to Diſgrace: 

And can you of ſo little Value prize 

The Honour of your Blood, not to ſhed his? 
Pat. Oh, Sir, no farther urge this horrid Theme, 


T will blaſt your Glories, and your Wreaths defame. 


Do but look on that Life you would deſtroy, 
Bee if it ben't as ſpotleſs and ſerene | 


As that which in their Heay'n bleſt Saints enjoy, 


| Pure and untouch'd but with a thought of Sin. 15 
By all th' Endearments of a filial Love,  [Kneels. 


And if that Charm cannot your Pity move, 
By my dear Mother's Ghoſt, whoſe dying Pray'r 


Bequeath'd me her chief Treaſure to your Care, 
This unjuſt cruel Enmity lay down, 5 * 
And do not in his Friend deſtroy your Son. 

On the paſt Brav'ry of your Youth look back, 
There the bright Paths of all your Triumphs track: 

Think what *twill be thoſe Glories to exchange, 

For a baſe, brutal, infamous Revenge. | 
Oh, Sir, recal, recal the dire Decree, _ ps Io 
*Tis fuch a Deed as Fate will ſhrink to ſee. 8 

Tif. Then "tis the fitter to be done by me. 
Give this unmanly childiſh Pity o'er, _ 
Or ne'er preſume to call me Father more, 
Pat. Then ſee how I reſign that Intereit here: [ Riſes. 

Thus all the Bonds of Duty cancell'd are. 

Whilſt ſuch black Horrors in your Soul I lee, 
are not my Father, but my Enemy. 
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Now againſt me let all your Vengeance come, 
Thus, thus my Breaſt for your Revenge has room. 
Brave Alcibiades — 855 
No, ſince ſuch barbarous Miſchiefs you dare do, 
I'll die for him, but ſcorn to live for you. 
Why don't you ſtrike, Sir? Is your Rage grown faint? 
/ I fear I've too much trifled with this Boy; 
Curſe on his Honour, *twill my Hopes deſtroy. | 
But I'll ſmooth all in time. LAſide.] Oh my dear Son, 
Now art thou worthy to be call'd my own. 
None but a Heart, that's truly noble, cou'd 
Ever deſerve a Title to my Blood, 8 
No, may ye both in your brave Friendſhip be 
As truly happy as I am in the. 
That's curſt . Il Alide. 

pat. Is then my Father kind? can he approve 
Our Friendſhip ? Does he once more crown our Love? 
Oh, Sir, let thus my Acknowledgment be givin, - 
As we for Bleſſings offer Thanks to Heav'n. { Kneels, 
Tifs Riſe, thou Comfort of my Age; I now | 
Haye underſtood all 1 could wiſh to know, 
Alas, in this Diſguiſe I did but try 
The Strength and Virtue of thy Conſtancy, 
'Tis a Refreſhment to this hoary Head, = 
To prove that Virtue which myſelf have bred, 
Thus bleſt in Peace I'll to my Grave deſcend, 
As the declining Sun goes down at Night, 
Pleas'd with the riſing of an Off-ſpring Light. 

Pat. Such myſtick Ways Fate does our Loves confirm, 
As rooted Trees ſtand faſter by a Storm. 
After this Shock our Friendſhip's more ſecure, 
As Gold try'd in the Fire comes forth more pure. Exit. 

Tif. There's ſome Foundation yet for my Deſign; 
The Captive's brave; I'll try to make him mine. 
Unweary'd I will let my Fury range, Eb. 
And leave no Heart unſearch'd to find Revenge. [ Exit. 


SCENE 
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Theramnes iz Chains. 

Ther. How ſweet a Quietude's in Fetters found! 
That it ſeems almoſt Freedom to be bound. 

Tho thus confin'd, my agil Thoughts may fy 
Thro' all the Regions of Variety. 
Here in a trice I can the World run o'er,” 
And finiſh whole Years Labours in an Hour, 
But oh my Miſtreſs! my Timandra loſt ! 

That is the only Bitterneſs J taſte, 
This outward Fetter but my Body chains, 
But that the Freedom of my Soul detains. 
Why by my Rival's Sword did I not fall ? 
So bravely haye embrac'd one Death for all ? 
_ Yet why ſhould I court ſuch an abject Fate? 
Courage is the Supporter of the Great. 
Metbinks I've ſomething yet to do, might prove 
Becoming both my Glory and my Love. 
Vil——ah! this does my buſy Thoughts prevent. 

Enter Tiſſaphernes. 

Is that old Fiend for a Tormenter ſent ? 
Good Sir, upon what Meſſage are you come? 
Am U then deſtin'd for ſome harder Doom ? 

Ti/. No, I am come to give your Sorrows eaſe. 
I know you hate, Sir, Alcibiades : 

Nay, and I know you love Timanara too. 

Ther, Well, Sir, all this I know as well as you. 

Tife Come, if you dare be brave, be't on this Theme : 
Dare you, Sir, raviſh her, and murder him: 
Ther. For what dark Ends do you this Queſtion bring! 

Dare! s'death, old Sir, I dare do any thing. 
Ti. That Word then all my former Doubts ſecufes3 
Be only reſolute, and Timandra's yours. 

My Stratagems ſo ſubtly I will lay, | 
That to your Arms your Miſtreſs I'll betray. 
Thus then, as the firſt Step to our Deſign 
Your Guards I'll with adulterated Wine 
Secure; ſo they charm'd in a Lethargy, 

I'll from your Bonds and Priſon ſet you free | 
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Then, 
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Then, when ſome happy Moment ſhall preſent, 
Timandra left unguarded in her Tent, 
Both of us thither in diſguiſe will move, 
ro end your Rival, and compleat your Love. 
for when your fill of Bliſs you have enjoy'd, 
And your full Pleaſures with themſelves are cloy'd : 
I thither will alarm our Enemy, | = 
Where by both Swords he ſhall be ſure to die. 
And the next Night (the Watch-word given by me) 
You may *ſcape throꝰ the · Guards to Liberty. | 
Ther. Revenge ! my Love enjoy'd, and Freedom too ! 
Then in the Name of Pluto be it ſo, e GRE none 
What ſtupid Ignorance the World poſſeſt, 
That only Fury plac'd i'th' youthful Breaſt ! 
No, 'tis in Age alone great Spirits are young: 
The Soul's but infant when the Body's ſtrong, 
Theſe hoary Heads like griſly Comets are, 
Which always threaten Ruin, Death, and War, 
/ „Alas, ſuch tame Souls know but half a growth: 
Ii make my Age a Step to a new Youth; 
duch Murders and ſuch Cruelties maintain, 
In from the Blood I ſhed grow young again, 
Ther, Let's in the Name of Horror then go on; 
Methinks J long to have the Bus'neſs done: | 
Something like Conſcience elſe may all defeat; 
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vou know, Sir, I'm but a raw Villain yet. 


Tiſ. Conſcience ! a Trick of State, found out by thoſe 
That wanted Power to ſupport their Laws 
| A bug-bear Name, to ſtartle Fools: But we, 
That know the Weakneſs of the Fallacy, 
Know better how to uſe what Nature gave ; 
That Soul's no Soul, which to it ſelf 's a Slave, 
Who any thing for Conſcience fake deny, 5 
Do nothing elſe but give themſelves the Lye. ¶ Exeunt. 


| S C E NE III. The Camp. 


Enter Patroclus and Draxilla. 


Pat. Why, Madam, do you fly a Lover's Pray'r? 
Is Cruelty the Privilege 0'th' Fair? 


Drax. 
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Drax. You cannot, Sir, i'th' Camp be Beauty's Blaye, 
Where Honour's th' only Miſtreſs of the Brave. 
Pat, But 'tis a rugged Honour got in Arms, 
When not made ſoft by Beauty's ſweeter Charms; 
That melts our Rage into a kind Deſire, 
Whilſt Love refines it in his purer Fire, {4H 95 
Drax. Lovers, whoſe Flights ſuch ſublime Pitches chuſe, WE 
Oft ſoar too high, and ſo their Quarry loſe. 2 
But you, Sir, know to moderate your height, 
Miſſing your Game, can eaſily ſlack the Flight. 
Pat. Such faint Eſſays may fit a common Flame, 
But my Deſires have a far nobler iin . 
Religious Honour, and a Zeal that's true, 
> Rais'd by that Deity to which I ſue. 
| Drax. Thoſe who to Deities their Offrings pay, 
Make their Addreſſes in an humbler way; E 
Not in a Confidence of what they give, 
But modeſt Hopes of what they al receive. 
Pat. I in my Off'rings no Aſſurance have, 
Tho an Ambition to become your Slave. | 
Drax. Yes, but when once admitted to that Place, 
| You'll ſtill be looking for ſome Acts of Grace. 
Pat. Some little Favours Pity can't deny, 
You are too noble to uſe Cruelty, 85 ; 
Drax. See, Sir, the Queen! I beg you, Sir, forbear. 
Pat. Madam, this way | [Exeunt, 
| Enter Queen and Ardella. 
Queen. Did he then ſuffer no ſurprize ? no ſhew 
Of Alteration ? let's the Progreſs know, 
Ard, In order, Madam, t'your Command I went, 
And met him coming from the Royal Tent : | 
Where, after th' uſual Ceremonies paſt, _ 
Ere, I would feaſt, I gave him firſt a Taſte : 
Told him how much his Courage you approv'd, 
1198 That he in no mean Path of Glory mov'd, 
"8 Who in his Arms had ſo ſucceſsful been, 
1 T'engage a Monarch, and oblige a Queen. 
1 Then nearer came, and whiſper'd ſomething more, 
I's Began to intimate Loye's mighty Pow'r. 4 
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He briskly took the Hint, and readily | 

8 Began to urge ſome pretty things to me. 

By which encourag'd, I to th' Bus'neſs drew. 

Told him in fine it only was his due I; 2 
Io be admir'd by all, and lov'd by you. > 

= Cen. And did not then his alter'd Looks betray 
Some Ecſtaſy ? ſome Marks of lively Joy? 

== 4:4. No, Madam, he knew better Policy, 

Talk' of your Honour, and his Loyalty; 

ie ſmoothing Terms to cloke a Paſſion in. 

But it your Majeſty | 

= Queen, What? 

ad. Had but ſeen | 

How much his Carriage did his Words deceive, 

When with a gentle Sigh be took his Leave, 

As if be languiſh'd till the Minute came. 

Veen. Doſt thou then think he entertains my Flame? 

eis to my Tent, and wait his coming there. 8 


iſe, 


uch Swarms of Love within my Breaſt there are, 
be Heat's too furious for my Soul to bear, 
e, 


What would I give but for a Taſte of Bliſs! 

oh the choice Sweets of a ſtoln Happineſs: [(Exeunt. 
car. : 5 5 

| Alcibiades ſolus. 
nt, 


Ac. TIN DER what fatal Planet was I born! _ 
1 Sure at my Birth the Heay'ns themſelves did 
Disjointed Nature did her Courſe forbear, (mourn 3 
Hud held within her Womb a Civil War. 
W who but now did Fame and Conqueſt bring, 
And added to the Glories of a King 
Muſt ſee my Trophies all thrown down again 
re, By the baſe Paſſions of a luſtful Queen! 
by was not J born to a common Fate, 
He ee from the glorious Troubles of the Great? 
| VOI. I. | C : & 80 


a 


I cannot ſpeak 
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So in ſome humble Cell my Years have ſpent, 
Bleſt with a private peaceable Content, 


The vulgar Mortal feels not Fortune's Harms: 


The higheſt Structures ſtill are ſnook with Storms. 


See too, ſhe's here; what ſhall I do or ſpeak? 


Fate has beſet me, and I've no Way to take. 
| Enter Queen and Ardella, . 
| Queen, My Lord, you ſomething diſcompos'd appear; 


Surely there's nothing that can fright you here, 


Alc. Majeſty, Madam, is a thing Divine. 
Queen. If that diſturb you, Sir, I'll lay by mine. 


| Methinks I apprehend a greater Pride, 


To view the Man whoſe Glories ſpread ſo wide. 
Alc. Madam, you on 'em ſet too high a Price. 
Queen, Perhaps I ſee not, Sir, with common Eyes: 


They beſt of Honour judge that Honour haye; 


I find a Secret in me ſays y'are brave | 
You need not, Sir, unfold it, you can gueſs, } 
| Alc, How craftily ſhe would her Luſt expreſs, . ( 


And ſet her Ills off with a winning Dreſs! _ 
What's to be done, which way ſhall I conclude? 


I muft abuſe my King, or muſt be rude. LAſidi. 


Queen, —— My Lord, let's fit a while: 
Won't you vouchſafe your Viſitant a Smile? 
Alc. Smiles, Madam, were too inſolent a Joy. 5 
7. 


Queen. Fie! put theſe formal Compliments aw 
Ardella, ſing that Song I heard to Day. | 


s ON 6. 
5 


The brighteſt Goddeſs of the Sy, 
How did ſhe panting, ſighing lie, 
And languiſhing deſire to die! 
For the triumphant God of War 
Amidſt his Trophies did appear, 
As charming rough as ſhe was fair. : 
| | II. The 


 ALCIBIADES. 51 


| II. 

Their Doves were bleſt, they had a Son, 
The little Cupid ; who has ſhewn _ 

| More Conqueſt than his Sire &er won. 
Hie grew the mightieft God above, 

© By which we him a Rebel prove 

Iso Heav'n, that dares be ſo to Love. 


| III. 

= How ſoft the Delights, and how charming the Joy, 
= Where Love and Enjoyment each other ſupport ! 

= Let the Cynical Fool call Pleaſure a Toy, 

= Who ne er Fame i th' Camp had, nor Love in the Court: 
= © kindly the Combats each other ſucceed, i 
nere tis Triumph to die, and a Pleaſure to bleed. 


Alc. The Air is charming 


( Queen, ——— Retire, [Exit Ardella, 
No lively Symptoms of a growing Fire! Vb 
I'll urge him further | | Aſides 


My Lord, your Hand; how beats your Pulſe? J fear 
EY are ill; cold Drops upon your Brows appear 
' wipe 'em off; come, Sir, your Fears remove, 
N You need not bluſh to tell me that you love. 
(u do it for you, nay, I more will do, 
8 luſh for myſelf too when I bluſh for you. 
Pure this will take; what does your Wonder mean? 
Is Love fo ſtrange ? ION 
Ac. — 0h name not that again! 5 
Couid you ſuch Wrong to Royal Agis do? 
Think what's to Heay'n and to your Virtue due. 
S Queen. Muſt I be hated then? and Sir, by you ?[Angrily. 
Piſn, why d'you talk of Heav'n and Virtue now? | Mildly. 
Alc, Not new- made Mothers to their Infants bear 
A firmer Paſſion, or a tend'rer Care. 
Phew me yours, or your Honour's Enemy, 
Pee with what vigour t*'your Revenge I'll fly. 
or you with Life J willingly could part; 
. Theit hat Whilſt that laſts, Timandra has my Heart. fo 
| 2 2 Deen. 


* 
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Queen, The heavy Pleaſures of the Marriage- Bed, 
Dull Repetition ſoon will render dead. | 


Taſte freſher Joys, and when they tedious grow, > 
Then the old Pleaſures may ſeem gay and new, = 
Ac. Could I expect to have ſuch Language heard 5 
Where Beauty and ſuch Innocence appea rd? ; N 
een. Can you my little Beauty then approve, : 
And is't ſo difficult a thing to love? | 5 
Alc. Love, Madam! only be as truly good, 1 
As you are fair, I ſhall not need be wood; 5 
]'l] love you as the Siſter of my Blood. LEE, = 
Queen, A Siſter's Love's a lean inſi pid Bliſs, W 
So little, we can hardly name what 'tis. * 
Where is the Tranſport, Ecſtaſy, Delight? 3 
Tis like thin Meat to a ſharp Appetite. 8 \ 
Alc. I know y'are beauteous as the bluſhing Morn : E 
Your Beams the Luſtre of a King adorn, _ = 
That King whoſe Piety me happy made; 5 
And can I in return profane his Bed? _ = C 
Tho, Madam, I've liv'd free, and never ſet 4 
Limits to any thing we call Delight, 1 
Yet raiſe not new Rebellions in my Blood: . It 
Beauty bath Darts too keen to be withſtood... 7 " 


Queen. Yet all its Power has no Force o'er you, 
Your cruel Heart's immoveable; but know 
*Twill to your Honour be but ill apply'd, 
| That for your Love a Queen neglected dy'd. 
Alc, What is't your Majeſty would have me do? 
Queen, Are you ſo ignorant that you don't know: 
Alc, Death! not to have {ome Senſe, were to unmil 
My (elf; but I'll be Conqu'ror if I can. . 
Should I be made a Captive to her Charms, 
Ere 1 am warm in my Timandra's Arms ? | 
One Stratagem I'll for my Freedom try, LA, 
Madam, no longer I'll your Pow'r deny: [To the gu 
For if theſe Eyes had ne'er Timandra known, 5 
Tou only might have call'd my Heart your own. 
But whilſt with her I enjoy Love and Life, 
And you remain the mighty Agis* Wife; 
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| Know this is all I can in Juſtice do, 
I'm ready on your leaſt Commands, to ſnew 
] live for her; but yet could die for Freun. 
Veen. Muſt I then only border . Bliſs? 
0 on the Confines of my Happineſs? 
As souls that are excluded Heav'n for Sin, 
; see all its Glories, but can't enter in. 
Ale. No, Madam; free from the dull Clogs of Senſe, 
We'll reap Delights of nobler Excellence. 
Jon entwin'd Souls each other ſhall enjoy, 
Tread Virtue's Paths, and never loſe their Way. 
But if one in his Motion chance to err, 
Strait regulate it by the other's Sphere: 
: _ — Til at the laſt, 
ben the ſhort Zodiack of this Liſe we've paſt, 
Wich new-impt Zeal beyond the Stars we'il fly, 
There meet, and mingle to a Deity. 
een. Then to all Hopes of Happineſs adieu, 
W Since my chief Bliſs I've loſt in loſing you. 
Ob the tyrannick Cruelty of Fate, 
bat lets us know our Happineſs too late. 
ret why ſhou'd I to Fears and Sorrows bend, 
K only on their Fate my Hopes depend? 
WA Rival, and a King, I may remove: 
© There's "nothing difficul to them that ON. [Exit Nun. 
B Alc, She's gone. 
creatneſs, thou gaudy Torment of our Souls, 
W The wiſe Man's Fetter, and the Range of Fools, 
WV ho i is't would court thee if be knew thy Ills? 
Hie who the greateſt Heap of Honour piles, 
ma Woe: nothing elſe but build a dang'rous Shelf, 


N i 
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3 Enter Tiſſaphernes and Theramnes diſguis'd. 
Li 


II. Now, Sir, y'are free, and proſperouſly move, 
Vs reap the long bid law of your Love. 
One Minute and y'are in Timandra's Arms, 

Now fetter'd in the Power of her Charms: 
Plethinks the Thought ey'n my old Blood alarms, 


Knol C3 Ther. 


or erect Mountains to © erwhelm himſelf. Exit. 


SCENE II. a Grove adjoining to the Camp. 
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Ther, His Rage ſure works him to an Ecſtaſy; : 
How the old Monſter hugs his Villany ! [4ſide, 
Good Sir, diſpatch, I cannot brook delay; | 
I wafte in Expectation of my Joy. == 
But hark, did you not hear a murm'ring Talk ? 
I. Perbaps 'tis ſhe come in this Grove to walk: 
Stay, here they are; by Heav'n the ſame 'tis ſhe, 
Retreat awhile ; bleſt Opportunity! [They go to the Door. 
Enter Timandra with a Book in her Hand, and Draxilla. 
Tim. Methinks, Draxilla, when Alanta ran, 
And Slaughter was the only Prize ſhe wan 
Her Power a too crue] Rigour bore, 

To kill thoſe ſhe had wounded ſo before, 5 
1 Ikfberamnes throws off his Diſguiſe, 
Ther, Then, Madam, be not guilty of her lll; 

Me the poor Wretch y'ave wounded, do not kill, 
Ah in your Heart, if uch a Senſe there be 
Of the Injuſtice of her Cruelty ; . 
How much more Pity from her Breaſt is due 
To him, who ev'ry Minute dies for you! 
im. My Lord Theramnes ! by what lucky Hap 
Have you from Guards and Priſon made Eſcape ? - 
Ther, Who wears his ſacred Image in his Breaſt, 
Is of ſuch pure Divinity poſſeſt, | 
And from ignoble Bondage fo ſecure, 
That feeble Chains fall off, and loſe their Pow'rs 
Tim, Then, Sir, in your intended Flight make haſte, 
Left by ſome fatal Chance y'are once more loſt, 
Ther, No, I enjoy a nobler Safety here; 
No Danger dares approach when you are near: 
Theſe Groves to Lovers Bliſs are dedicate, 
Free from th? uncivil Outrages of Fate, 
Come, let's to ſomething like Delight draw nigh, _ 
And loſe our (elves awhile in Ecſtaſy.[Seizes roughly on her. 
Im. Guard me, ye Powers! Draxilla, help: my Lord: 
_ Tiſ. Good, genile Madam, if you pleaſe, one Word. 
[Draxilla runs out, crying Help, and Tiſſaphernes after her. 
Ther, I cannot ſee my Riyal bleſt alone; Fs 
Muſt he reap all the Sweets, and I have none? 


— + Tim. 
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: Courage, my Friend! 
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Tim. This Outrage, on my Knees I beg, forbear: . 


| See, Sir, it is Timandra ſheds a Tear; [ Tif. returns; 
Her whom you vow'd you lov'd with noble Fame : 


| 105 don't by ſavage Luſt profane that Name ! 


If *tis the Envy of your Rival's Joy, | 
@ Remove, remove th? Offence ſome other way: 


Save but my Honour, and my Life deſtroy. 


Ther. Such Tenderneſs might cool another's Blood; 


; © But I am too unhappy to be good. 


Let Virtue to dull Anchorites repair, 
© Who ne'er had Soul enough to know Deſpair, 
rl baniſh the Encroacher from my Breaſt, 


| And ſhake him off ere he take hold too fat, 
; Come, let's retire within this Covert by; 
Im impatient, and my Blood boils kigh. 


Tim, I will not go, Vil die a Martyr here, 
Ther. Then I muſt drag you. 
im. Barb rous Raviſner! 


| | Enter Alcibiades, 
Alec. Did I not hear a tender Cry? 


Oh Heay'ns ! turn baſe Hell-hound, turn, and die. [ Draws. 


Ther, That, Sir, will thus be better underſtood. [ Draws, 
Ti. I've undertook, Sir, more than you'll make good. 
[Draws. They both make at him. 

Enter Patroclus. 
pat. How's this? aſſaulted! and by ſuch baſe Odds! 


[Afier a fierce Fight between Alcibiades and Theramnes, 
Patroclus and Tiflaphernes, Patroclus drives his Fa- 

ther off the Stage, and Alcibiades runs Theramnes 
thro, 


Alc, To the curſt Abodes 


Jof tormar'd Souls that in dark Horror dwell, 
i Thus fly, and to thy fellow Devils tell, 
It was my Sword that ſent thy Soul to Hell. 


Ther, Hold, Sir, enough; I muſt your Victim fall 


W Tho an Atonement for my Sin too ſmall. 
Ny naſty Soul can make no longer ſtay, 
beach tolls his Leaden-bell, and calls away. 


C 4 And 
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And now like ſome ſad Tray 'ler, taking View 
Of the long Journey that I have to o. | 
| Whilſt I my Thoughts to Heav'ns ſweet Manſions bend, 
Without your Mercy no Admittance find. 
Oh but one Word of Pardon ere I die; 
Secure of that, my Soul dares boldly fly. 
Abſolv'd by you, it muſt have welcome there, 
As Incenſe that is offer'd up with Pray'r. 
Tim. My Pardon and my Pray'rs too receive; 
More than your Gu:lt could ask me J could dive? : 
Be happy as your Penitence is true; 
And may kind Heay'n forgive you, as 1 do. Weeds. 
Jer. Ah! can your Piety vouchſafe a Tear 
Of Pity on an impious Ravifher ! 
My Soul will leave me in an Ecſtaſy ;- 
And 1 ſhall want the Senſe to know 1 die. 
Thus, pure Divinity, at your Feet I bow; 
Here 'tis my Soul would make her lateſt Stay: 
Nor can ſhe———- 
Beginning hence her Journey, miſs the Way. 
But 1'd forgot; beware of 
Alc. Who can fear, | 
That is ſecur'd by Charms 10 pow orful bere? 
Within theſe Spheres my Guardian Angels move; 
Theſe are my Seats of Safety, as of Love. 
Tim, They weakly others guard, that can't defend 


Themſelves ; I fear more Miſchief may depend 
On this Diſaſter 


2 Die.. 


Enter Patroclus. 

Alc. So when a Storm's blown o'er, 

And a calm Breeze has ſmooth'd the rugged Deep, 

The joyful Mariners can fear no more: 

But thus embrace, and lull their cares aſleep.¶ Embrace: him, 

Welcome my Life's Protector, only Friend. 

Hah! what does that fad Look, and Sigh intend? 

Are you, Sir, wounded ? 

Pat. Yes, too deep, 1 fear, | 
Alc. For bid it Heav'n! where is't? 
Pat. Oh here, Sir, here; 


My Soul is pierc'd, 1 m tortur'd ey'ry where : ; 


Your 
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Your Friend! ah let that Title be no more; | 
Behold me as a Wretch forlorn and poor. 
Imagine ev'ry Form of Miſery, _ 
And when you've ſumm'd up all, then look on me. 
Al. Now ſome bleſt Angel to my Soul reveal 
This Doubt: Can he be wrong'd, and I.not feel? 
Ab! kind Patroclus, this ſad Silence break. 5 
Pat. Oh, Sir, you muſt not hear, nor mult 1 ſpeaks. 
Paint but black Horror in its deepeſt Dread, 
And Troops of Murder hov'ring o*er your Head; 
And when that hideous Maſque of Hell you ſee, 
Think, if you can, that they came all from me. 
Alc, Confuſion ! how my Thoughts began to ſtart ! 
A new unwonted Heat has ſeiz'd my Heart, 
Something unruly, that would fain get Place; 
But l' ſubdu't. Be free, kind Friend, alas? 
Force me not wrong our Friendſhip and your Worth. 
= Pat, That Charnt's reſiſtleſs, and I feel *rwill forth. 
hut oh it muſt not; Duty does forbid z 
= Yet what's my Duty if my Honour bleed? 
E Know then, — now that this ſtubborn Heart would break, 
= My cruel Father — Oh 1 dare not ſpeak. | 
Ss Alc, Hah! Cs 5 
Pat. Led by ſome blind miſtaken Jealouſy, 
Heaps Treaſons upon you, and Shame on me, 
| It was by him Theramnes made Eſcape, . 
| And 'was he back'd him in his impious Rape. 
| But oh no more! Shame does my Words ſuppreſs: 
ret think what he will do that durſt do this. 
Il go and try if 1 his Rage can ſtay: 
I may divert the Stream another way. [Exit Patros. - 
|F Alc, Kind Youth, I cannot fear thy Father's Hate: 
He ſells his Honour at too cheap a rate. he, 
= What have I done that could be call'd a Wrong? 
No, I've a Guard of Innocence too ſtrong ; 
Whilſt I unſpotted that and. Friendſhip bear, 
No Danger is ſo great that I need fear. 1 
Tim. Yet be not, Sir, regardleſs of my Fears, -/. 
dome Pity have of theſe ſad Sighs-and Tears. ; > 
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Whither, oh whither would your Raſhneſs lead ; 
To urge a Run levell'd at your Head ! 
det 0s 
To ſome Receſs that's ſafe and bumble go; 
Timandra can bear any thing with you. 
Let Int'reſt the unfix d and way'ring [way ; 
With us- 
Love ſhail ſupply wha Fortune takes away. 
Al. Sure %tis not my Timandra's Voice I hear: 
She ne'er had Cauſe to think that I could fear, 
Have I ſo many Dangers over-paſt, 
' Poorly to ſhrink from Villany at laſt? 
No, with my Innocence I'll brave his Hate, 
And meet it in a free undaunted State: 
See all with Smiles, as fearleſs and as gay, 
As Infants unconcern'd at Dangers play. 
Iim. Then I'll perform what to my Love is due; 
| Unſteddy Doubts be gone, blind Fears adieu: 
I were unworthy of the Heart you gave, 
Were I than you leſs faithful, or Jeſs brave. 
And of my Courage too this Proof Ill give, 
When you dare meet a Death, I'll ſcorn to Py 
Nor longer be a Vaſſal to my Fear; 
| We'll in each other's Chance a Portion bear. 
So Fate has thus at leaſt ſome Kindneſs ſhown, 
Neither can wretches be, nor bleſt alone. [ Exeunts 


SCENE III. The Camp. 


„ Euter Tifſiphernes and four Villains. 
Ti/. Is t done? 
1 Fil. Sir, to a Point your Will's fulfill'd; 

Theramnes' Guards, as they lay drunk, we killd : 

Draxilla too, by th* Ambuſh you had laid 

For your Retreat, was in her Flight betray d. 
Ti/. Next, as from me, be there a Meſſage ſent, 

To bid my Son attend me in my Tent; | 

In's Paſſage thither you may ſeize him, ſo 

Convey him to the Cave i 
1 Vi. My Lord, we 20. 
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I cannot ſpeak. 
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VV 
Ti Ye are the beſt of Rogues; but diſappear[ Ex. 3 Vil. 
You know your Bus'neſs ; So, the King is here. | 
| Enter King and Nueen attended. 


Xing. Lead to the Grove 5 
I. Oh, Sir, there's Treaſon in the Camp; retreat, 


ut now the Guards I in confuſion met, 
Who led me where Theramnes I beheld, 

© The late Athenian Captive General, kill'd, 
That little Breath he had left, h'employ'd to ſhew 
His Honour, and his Gallantry co you: 
Treaſons ſo ſtrange and horrid to relate, 

As would ſeem almoſt Treaſon to repeat. 

But, Sir, you have no longer Safety here: 
Secure your ſelf, and leave all to my Care. 


King, No more ! you know not what you urge me to; 


Secure myſelf! am I a King or no? 

Z That Monarch, who when Danger's near fits down, 
W Shews but a feeble Title to a Throne: es 
The beſt Securities in Courage are; | 


Ve but ſubſcribe to Treaſons which we fear. 
he free, and let me the bold Traitor know, 
Jo ſtem the Torrent I myſelf will go: 
In State I'll meet the fond capricious Wretch, 
And dare him with that Crown which he would ſnatch, 


Tiſ. Alas, dread Sir, force me not to declare, 


: The Name would wound your ſacred Breaſt to hear, 
Un revealing, Honour ſhould offend : | 
He once was Noble, Sir, and call'd me Friend. 


King. How, Sir, your Friend! and Traitor to my Crown: 


Reveal him, or his Treaſons are your own. 


Tiſ, Alas, but muſt 1. tis ſo foul a Deed, 


King. Hell, Sir; d'ye play? proceed. | 
Ti/. Then to be ſhort, he you fo lately ſtrove 


Tengage in all the firmeſt Tyes of Love, 


He whom you almoſt had from nothing rais'd, 


And on the higheſt Seats of Honour plac'd; 


Has thence this Uſe of all your Favours ſhown, 
To make em Steps io mount into your Throne 


8 ALCIBIAD#®S: 
Xing, Defend me! what do I hear. 
Sir, you have rais'd a Tumult in my Breaſt, 
Which will not be ſo ſuddenly appeas'd; | 
By Heav'ns, ſee all that you inform be true, | 
ue; 


Or may all Torments which to th' Damn'd are d 
Light on me, if inflicted not on you. 

The brave Athenian falſe! it cannot be: 
His Soul ne'er dreamt of ſuch Impiety. | 

Tiſ. Sir, y'are unkind if you ſuſpect me falſe, 
I never yet abus'd your Ears wich Tales; 

Had I ſuch Myſtick Policy purſu'd, _ 
Perhaps I'd now been kindlier underſtood, _ 

King. Alas, dear Friend, miſconſtrue not my Zeal, 
Weigh not my Paſſions in nice Reaſon's Scale, 
Who would believe a King ſhould blindly place 

His Love ſo firmly, for Returns ſo baſe ? 
Wrack me no more, but the dark Scruple clear ; 
My Soul's in a Convulſion till I hear. ON 

Tif. Yes, Sir, *tis he, and thus his Plots were laid, 
Th? Account I from the dying Captive had; 

Whom he with Liberty had brib'd, to join 
Wich him in this his treacherous Deſign : 
This Night with th* Enemy your Camp t* inyade, 
On Promiſe it ſhould be by him betray d. 
Which when the gallant Captive did diſdain, 

He was to Combat dar'd, and by him flain, 
If you inſiſt on farther Evidence, 
 Theramnes*' murder'd Guards enough convince : 
Hence you may farther Confirmation have. * 

King. Be bold; ſpeak what thou knoweſt 

4 Fil. When to relieve 5 
The Captive's Guards, 1 by Command was ſent, 

I found 'em murder'd at the Door o'th' Tent. 

In one of *em ſome Lite did yet remain, 

Who told me they were by our General ſlain, 
"Cauſe they Theramnes' Freedom had deny'd. 
More he had ſaid, but at theſe Words he dy'd. 

King, It was enough. Treaſon, how dark art thou ? 
In Shapes more various than ere Proteus knew. 

By Heay'n I'll make him baſe, deſpis'd and poor, 
More wretched than ere Monſter was before. Na: 
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Naked, and ſtript of all its Dignities, 

Jm lay his odious Crimes before his Eyes. 

Then when his Mind is lab'ring with Regret, 

Jo make his Infamy the more compleat, 

Some common Slave ſhall] on him Juſtice do, 

And ſend his Soul among the Damn'd below. 

Guards wait on him Iii Tiſſaphernes. 

bo ere my Love and I repent, | 

And ſeize upon the Traitor in his Tent. 

A ſpeedy Vengeance beſt befits this Wrong, 

were too much Mercy to delay it long. 

H . Enter Aleibiades and Timandra. 

Alc, This way's the King ? 

= Ti/. He's here leapt into th' Net. hk = 

W Thus, Sir, the King ſalutes you. [Guards ſeize Ale. 

Ac. Slaves, retreat. 1 Tg 

Tim, Alas, my Lord! wy 

= Ti.——Sir, *tis the King's Command, 

be leaſt of 'em I never durſt withſtand  _ 

& Alc. But, Sir, what Meaning can this Uſage bear? 
Tiſ. The King, Sir, quickly all your Doubts will clear, 
King. Away with him, thou Poiſon to my Eyes, 
Alc. The baſeſt Wretch not unconvicted dies, 

Sir, let me know what 'tis that I have done, 

Unworthy of my Honour or your Crown. _ 

If in your Cauſe who'd ſpend his deareſt Blood, 

And is, to be your meaneſt Vaſſal proud, | bo 

No greater Welfare than in yours does know, 

If he be an Offender, lIamſo, 
King, How cunningly be would ſeem innocent, 

And gild with Flattery his foul Intent! 

Thus Traitors in their Fall are like the Sun, 

Who till looks faireſt at his going down. 

'Sdeath, Sir, do you believe me Child or Fool, 

= Whom ev'ry fawning Word or Toy can rule? 

By Heav'n VI! let you ſee, Sir, your Miſtake ; 

Hence with the Traitor quickly to the Rack, 

Alc, Sir, hear me ſpeæ m 
King. What is't that you can ſay, — 
Who would my Crown and your own Truſt betray | 
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When you from Priſon ſet the Captive free, 

Baſely to win him to your Treachery: 

Whom when on him your Plots could nothing do, 

You kill'd, *cauſe he more Honour had than you. 

_ Alc, By all above, Sir, I am innocent: 

1 neer knew what the Thought of Treaſon meant. 

But know from whence this Jealouſy you drew, 

From him that hates me, and abuſes you: 
 Theramnes had his Liberty from hence: [To Tifſaphernes, 

And for Deſigns fo baſe —- 

Tiſ.—_—Ob Impudence! 

To what prodigious Height will Treaſon climb ! 

Dare you, Sir, charge me with your heavy Crime ? 
Old as 1 am, my Sword ſhall do me right, | 

But — 
Ac. Monſter hence, and them that fear thee fright ; 
Think'ſt thou to play with the black Deeds th'aſt wand, ? 
Were 1 but free, tho naked and alone, 
Thou too defended by a deſp'rate Crew, 
And all indeed more near being damn'd than thou ; | 
This ſingle Arm ſhould prove my Cauſe is good, 
And chronicle my Honour in their Blood. 


King. Is't thus, Sir, you would plead your Innocence? 


"Think yout 'outbrave us with your Impudence ? 
Once more the Traitor to his Tortures bear. 
Queen. But, Sir, your Juſtice now is too ſevere. 

Twere an ill Triumph over Victories, 

To make the Conqueror the Sacrifice; 

That Gallantry ſome Privilege may plead. 
King. His Treaſons are too plain, and open laid, 

And all his Merits weigh'd againſt them light. 

Queen, Shou 'd we him guilty of worſe Crimes admit, 

And that in's Death you'd worthieſt Juſtice 98 
Let to forgive's the nobler of the two. 

King. When Deidamia pleads, I can't deny ; 

His Doom's this time recall'd, he ſhall not die; 
But (robb'd of all his Joys) let him be ſent 
To a perpetual Impriſonment ; f 

His Treaſures riff'd, and his Wife a slave. 

Ale. Here on my Knees let me one * crave. 


What 
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It is embrac'd : but, Sir, let her be free; 

Let all the Weight of the alledg'd Offence | 

Light upon me; wrong not her Innocence, 

= Tim, How mean and abject is your Courage now! 
Think you that I dare ſuffer Jeſs than you ? 
No, Sir; in this he has no right to plead ; 

Whate'er you think either has merited, 

et equal Juſtice on us both be ſhown : 

And as we are, ſo let our Fates be one. 

Alc. Thou Wonder of thy Sex! 

= King. I'll hear no more; 3 94 

How dare you tempt an angry Monarch's Pow: ? 

But fince his Fate ſo gratefully you eſteem; 

et her be Pris'ner too, but far from him. 

le muſt not be ſo happy to have her, 

For Fetters would be Bleſſings were ſhe there. 

W Go, ſee ye execute our Orders ſtrait, Et 

= Tm. Thus we with Smiles will entertain our Fate. 
My deareſt Lord, farewel ; let not a Sigh | 

W Or Tear proclaim we grieve, our Parting's nigh, * 

BZ Were it to quit our Happineſs a Pain, 

Joy were not then a Bleſſing, but a Chain. 

No, let us part as dying Martyrs do, 

& Who leave this World only to gain a new. 

W Grief equally ignoble were as vain, _ 

Since we at leaſt in Heav'n ſhall meet again, | 
= Alc. So from their Oracles the Deities 8 
Inſtruct the Ignorant World in Myſteries. ö | 
But, part! that Word would make a Saint deſpair, 
Obedience cannot be a Virtue here, | | 
lf ſo, ye Gods, ye have ſuch Precepts giv'n, 
That an Example would confound your Heav'n ; 
Duties beyond Omnipotence you enjoin; . 
Can you forſake your Heav'n, or I leave mine? 
Till when thus, King, I'm fix'd beyond remove, 
Vith all the Cements of an endleſs Love. 

Lill me, thou yet ſhalt of thy Ends deſpair, 

My Soul ſhall wait upon her ev'ry where, 

Nay I'd not fly to Heay'n till ſhe came there DO 
| nota . Xing. 
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What. ever Fate you have deſign'd for me, Won” 
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King. Shall 1 thus ſee my ſelf out- 'bray'd } 2 away, 1 
He is a Traitor that but ſeems to ſtay. | 
[Alcibiades ſnatches a Sword from one of the Gugy 1;, 
Alc, Now Lam arm'd, Death to that Wretch that ſtirs, 
King. Sir, do you think to look us into Fears? 
Diſarm him Guards, or kill him. W. hght ve difarm bin 
Tiſ. Puſh home, ye Dogs 
'F Ac. ——Sordid Slaves, 
. Thus ev ry Aſs the helpleſs Lion braves. 
1 Adieu, divineſt of thy Sex, adieu! 
I never thought that I could part till now. 
Now 1 deſerve the worſt Fate has in ſtore, 
That in 0 brave a Cauſe ſnould do no more. 
| Ie Guards offer to lead him off 
Yet ſtay, one Look, Thus does the needle ſteer 
To his lov'd North, and fain would come more near; 
When in the eager Proſpect of his Joy, 
He is by ſome rude Artiſt ſnatch'd away. 
Fare we 
Jim. Farewel, and a your Memory 
_ Feer trouble you "with ſuch a thing as I, 
Let not a Sigh come from you, but believe 
I'd rather be forgot, than you ſhou'd grieve, 
Alc. Such Worth ſhall in each Temple have a Shrine ; 
What, to regain her, would I not reſign ? 
But ſhe's too heav'nly to be longer mine. 
[ Exeunt ſeveral ways guarded, looking back at each other. 
King. She's gone, but oh what mighty Charms there lie 
Couch'd in the narrow Circle of an Eye! 
Had ſhe but ſtay'd another Minute here, 
I had worn Chains, and been her Priſoner :. 
And till I fear my Heart is not my own; £ 
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For if fo bright when to a Dungeon gone, 
How would ſhe ſhine triumphant on a Throne? (Burk 
Queen. So, now or never mult my Love ſucceed ; 
Vainly, weak King, haſt thou-his Doom decreed, 
In this 23 of his Fall th/aft ſnown 


ä 


1 | 1 
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by andre? 8 and thy Death is one Deſi ign; | 8 
4 Then if a Crown can tempt 820 he is mine. [LE xis. 
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A0 T v. SC E NE I. 
Tiſſaphernes ſolus. 


75, O W like a Lion on my Prey n feaſt 5 


Revenge, thou Solace to a troubled Breaſt! 
Could but J. beramnes in Eliſium know, 


| How would his Ghoſt Ow at what 1 do! 
Crheramnes- s Ghoſt riſes. 
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Ghoſt, Oh no—— 
Tiſ. Death, what is that I hear and ſee! 
Be gone, dull Ghoſt; if thou'rt damn'd, what's that to me ? A 
Ghofi, From deepeſt Horror of eternal Night, 

Where Souls in everlaſting Torments groan, | 
W Where howling Fiends lie chain'd, and where's no Light, 
hut thickeſt Darkneſs covers ev'ry one, 

I come to warn thee, Mortal, of thy Sin; 

Short time is here left for thee to remain: 
were fit that thy Repentance ſoon begin, 
For think what *tis to live in endleſs Pain. | 
8 Farewel —— | Deſcends 

S Ti: "Twas an odd Speech; but be it {05 
Piſh Hell it ſelf trembles at what I do; 
And its Submiſſion better to expreſs, 

| Sends this Ambaſſador to make its Peace. 
Let idle Fears the Superſtitious awe z 
= With me my Reſolution is a Law, 

Kepentance now would be too late begun ; 

Ages can't expiate what I have done. | 
; And if below for Souls ſuch Torments are, n 
Methinks there's yet ſome Brav'ry in Deſpair. 
Ibe eaſy King looks little in his State, 

His Crown is for his Head too great a Weight : : 
But I will eaſe him, and adorn this Brow. 
Thus to my Aims no Limits I'll allow. 
Revenge, Ambition, all that's ill, ſhall be 
My Bug'neſs ; ſo I'll baffle Deſtiny. | 
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Hell 


Till my own Trophies raiſe me to a God. 
| 1 know he is a Traitor, and is brave. 


In ſeeming to comply with his Deſign, 
I'll make him but an Inftrument to mine: 
For when Succeſs me to my wiſhes calls, 


| I've heard him oft of your Atcbievements tell: 


As I was his, I am your Champion too. 
Tho old, againſt your Foes this Sword ſhall plead 


To you to whom he owes all he enjoys, 
| Yet baſely him that gave him Growth deſtroys; 


To heap your Honours on your Rival's Head. 


My Reſolution, or my Loyalty? 


If you have any, you'll find due to me. 


66 ALCIBIADES, 
Hell ! No 
FI act ſuch Things whill here I 1271 Abode, 


Enter Queen. 
Queen, Now ſuch an Engine is it I would have, 


„ 


I'll bait him with Ambition that ſhall move; 
Then if complacent to my Ends he prove, 


I'll ſhake him off, and then — * be falls. 
My Lord 
Tiſ. Madam. 


Queen. My Father lov'd you well, 


When in his Camp ſuch gallant Deeds you wrought, 

And always Victory and Triumph brought. 
Ti ſ. Madam, your Father was all good and juſt, 
Queen. He could, why may not I, your Honour truſt } 
Tiſ. You wrong it elſe, your Father lives in you; 


Your Right ; name but your Traitor, and he's dead. 
Aueen, Nay, Sir, the Traitor's not alone my Foe, 
His Injuries extended are to you, | 


Whilſt for his Ills he would his Kindneſs plead, 


Rally your Courage up, if you are brave, | 
And at once mine, and your own Honour fave. 
TI. Your Majeſty would. mean the King. D'ye try 


Veen. Your Courage, Sir, is known; your Leni, 


Thro' me theſe Honours you in Sparta bore, 
And 'twas my Father made you great before. 
Now know it is the King, whoſe perjur'd Soul 


Has. done me n ſo baſe and foul, * 


— 
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That all that's good will bluſh at; his Vows paſt 
To me, all in another's Love are loſt. e 
Nay, with my Honour too my Life muſt bleed; 5 
He with the Gen'ral's has my Fall decreed, | 5 
Jo take the fair Timandra to his Bet. 
Let's go ſurprize him now he's full of Wine, 
Revenge me on his Life, bis Crown is thine. 
Tiſ. Madam, indeed the Injuries you feel 
Cry loud; nor do I tamely ſee my Il}. 
But you muſt ſwear to me you will be true. 
= Queen. By all that's holy I'll be ſo to you. 
Ti. I'll do't; but, Madam, know, 1 undertake 
To hazard Life and Honour for your ſake ; 
Should you betray me „„ 7 
= Queen. Nay, you are unkinder than before. 
Io my firſt Oath I' add a Million more. 
8 Tiſ. And you will ftill be mindful of the Crown? 
Queen. Had he ten thouſand, they were all your own, 
Tiſ. This then's his Fate; Pity a Crime were here: 
He ſhan't have time enough to make a Prayer, 
| 8 1 raus à Dagger. 
Queen, Be bold; and proſper in thy brave Deſign; 
And when his Death's perform'd, the next is thine. LING 
. CE: | | | Exit. 


Tiſ. This Trap was dang' rouſly and ſubtly lay d, 
W But I am not ſo eaſily betray'd, RE Rs 
Her Love to Alcibiades I know; 

| Her Woman for me did that Kindneſs do: 
And ſince ſhe is ſo good at the Deſign, 
'n to oblige her give her one of mine. 
| My zealous urging of her Oath was done, 
Not to prevent her Plots, but hide my own, 
| I'll cheriſh her in all that ſhe pretends, 
so make her Aims but Covers to my Ends. 
Por when l'm ſeated on the Spartan Throne, 
| Both her and all her Treaſons I'll diſown : 
Prove both her Judge and her Accuſer too, 
And on her my firſt Act of Juſtice do. 
So all my Doubts and Fears will be o'erpaſt, PIES 
And by her Fall I fix my (elf more faſt, _ [Exit 


: a  ALCIBIADES. 


| Awhile be private, 5 (now, 


An Apartment, with a Chair of State, and by it a Table, WR Tal 
with the Grown and Scepter, 


: Enter King and Lords. | 
King, My Lords, no more, we've drank too deep! Id 


Lords, — Royal Sir, we go. [Ex. Lords, 
King. Boy, take thy Lute, and with a pleaſing Air 
Appeaſe my Sorrows and delude my Care. [Sits down, 
8 . 
Princes that rule, and Empire ſway, 
How tranſitory is their State! 
Sorrows the Glories do allay, 
And richeſt Crowns have greateſt Weight. 
| II. n 
The mighty Monarch Treaſon fears, 
Ambitious Thoughts within him rave; 
His Life all Diſcontent and Cares, 
And he at beſt is but a Slave. | 
1 3 
Vainly we think with fond deligbi 
To eaſe the Burden of our Cares; 
Zach Grief a ſecond does invite, 
And Sorrows are each others Heir. 
- | IV. 
For me, my Honour Pil maintain, 
Be Gallant, Generous, and Brave; 
And when I Quietude would gain, 
At leaſt I find it in the Grave. 
„ [The King falls aſleep. 


o 


Enter Queen and Tiſſaphernes with a Dagger. 
Queen, He ſleeps ; now let the fatal Deed be done. 
Hah ! what are theſe, the Scepter and the Crown ! 
So did the drouſy Dragon ſleep, when he 

Loft the rich'Fruits of the Heſperian Tree. 

Firſt we'll ſecure his Crown, and then he dies. 
5 3 8 [Takes up the Crown. 
Thus I'm diſcharg'd of all my Promiſes. 1 q 

e 1 , 


\ 
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4, Take this, and if I claim your Promiſe too, T 


3 5 [Puts it on his Head. 
WE Yare King, and Juſtice is your Duty now. Maa: 
0 Come, by his Fall. 

v, This your firſt Step to Glory ſolemnize, 


's make you King, make him my Sacrifice, 
s 7. I'll do't, but ſtay— [Advances towards the King, 
. deen. Nay, quickly to him go; 


| Sir, he expects no Ceremony now. 5 

| 7i/. Thus then I——hah! how alter'd am I grown! 
I ſtand amaz'd, and dare not venture on, : 
There is in Majeſty a ſecret Charm, 

That puts a Fetter on a Traitor's Arm: 

I cannot dot un 

= Queen, Then look on her that dares, 

How deſpicable is the Man that fears! 

ive me the fatal Inftrument of Death, „ 
1 3 [Takes his Dagger from him. 
My ſelf will in his Heart this Dagger ſheathe ; . 
Then bluſh to think, if e'er the World ſhould know, 
That a frail Woman durſt do more than you. 

& Courage—he ſmiles, — [Advances towards the King, 


Some pleaſing Dreams his Fancy entertain; 

| Oh it were pity he ſhould wake again. | 
Thus, King, thy Life and Empire I command: 
Accept this from thy Deidamia's Hand. [Stabs him. 

King. Hah, murder'd | Deidamia, and by you! 
What is't that faithleſs Woman will not do? 
| Henceforth all Loyaliy and Love farewel. 
When After-ages ſhall this Story tell, 

'Twill be a Truth too ſad to be receiv'd; 

Nor ſhall the World be by it ſelf believ'd. 
Did I for this ev'n Crown and Empire quit, 

To lay all my Ambition at your Feet; 

When at the Altar ſtricteſt Vows I paid? 
Nor were they with leſs Zeal perform'd than made, 

1 loy'd you far above that Life yave ſpilt, 
Till ev'n my Paſſion was become my Guilt, 
I for your ſake depriv'd Heay'n of its. due, 
Took Adoration thence to pay it you. PTY 


— —— — — — 
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But die in hopes we ne'er ſhall meet again. 


| Awhile lay your unruly Paſſions down. 
View but the ſweet Compoſure of that Face, 


Now there grim Death his ghaſtly Revels keeps, 
And pallid Horror o'er each Feature creeps, 


That Blow, which robs the World to enrich Heay'n, 
Oh my dear Lord, that e'er I liv'd to know 
This Day! Madam, I can't conceal it. 


Is't not enough y'ave ſhed my Husband's Blood ? 


But you muſt ſeek my Life? Oh Pity take, 


I'll live to ask Heav'n Pardon for your Sin. 


What means jhis Poſture, Sir? 


And muſt this be th' Reward for all I've done? 
vet I ſhall have this Comfort when I'm gone, 
That I no longer ſhall with thee remain, 


Dies. 
Queen. He's gone, and now my Lord * 
Tiſc—— Oh, what is't you have done? 


Where Grandeur fat, attended by each Grace: 


Weep, Madam, weep, to think your Rage has given 


Queen. Say you ſo? 
But, Sir, I ſcorn to be betray d by you. 


[At the noiſe of People entring, throws away the Dag 


ger, then falls upon her Knees, 985 bays bold 17 
Tiſſaphernes, then ſpeaks, _ 


Treaſon, Treaſon, Treaſon, exc. 


Ii. The Devil !— 
Queen. And robb'd the World of all that's great and good, 


If not for mine, at leaſt for Virtue's ſake. 
Tiſ. Hell and Plagues!— 
ueen. But why do I name that? for all that eber 
The World bad left of it, lies murder d there. 
Tif. Very fine. 
Queen, Yet tho you' ve robb'd him of his Life, ſaye n mine: 


. So, now I'll ſtop your Mouth. 


[Breaks from ber aud takes * the Dagger | 
Queen. Help! Murder! Treafon ! help!! * 
Enter Lords. 


1 Tord. How, Tiſſapher nes, arm'd againf the Queen! 


Queen, Oh noble Lord, 
If e &er your Piry could a Tear "YH 


wee | 
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7eep down an Ocean there; behold the Spring 
f Sparta's Hopes lies murder'd in her King, 

nd had not I the Traitor's Rage withſtood, 

Ile with my Husband's too had mix'd my Blood. 

Pee where he guilty ſtands. e PREY Toon 4” 
Lord. Great Agis ſlain! 

Wy Tiſaphernes to? 

Queen. Yes, he to gain ERS 

WT he Spartan Crown, this bloody Deed has done. 

Pee he already has uſurpt the Crown; 

His hot Ambition could not bear Delays, 

ut on the Royal Spoils thus proudly preys; 

WY nſults in's Treaſon, ET | 

= Ti,——T am now run down EE 

os far, that all Hopes of Recovery's gone: 

hut Madam, can you dare to lay this Guilt 

on me? was't not by you his Blood was fpilt ? 

= 2-cen, By me! baſe Wretch, would thy Impiety 
ay this inbumane Regicide on mne? 
wound this Breaſt ? ab, deareſt Saint, too well 
I knew thy Worth! „ T Meeßps. 
1. Death! ſhe'll be Queen of Hell: | 

Pluto will grow in love with her for this, 

Lord. My Lord, Treaſon's above all Pardon. 

Til, jþ 4 | „ 

Lord. Then, Sir, to Juſtice. Pn Oe TOR 
u No, thus I deny, {Preſents his Dagger. 
1 liy'd not by it, nor will by it die. bf 

Vas it for this my Stratagems I laid 

Io ruin her, to be by her betray'd ? | 

W Curſe on my narrow Fate; but yet to ſhew 

That I love Murder too as well as you, 
Tubus perjur'd Queen | | „„ 
= (Offers to ſtab the Queen, but is hinder d by the Lords. 
= Queen, See, how be'd ſtill purſue | | 
is Treaſon ! hence to Juſtice with him go: 

& Hourly let on the Rack his Pains increaſe, 

Tin he the Horror of his Guilt confeſs. | bt 
% That ſhall not need. I'll own the Deed as mine, 
but glory in't, it was a brave Deſign. * 


. 


is 


Pp. 


So, now they are ee 
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The King kill'd! and I ruin'd ! to compleat 
Thy Luſt, all by one Stratagem, was great 1 
So great that for its ſake 


I can with Satisfaction yield my Breath, 


Elſe I ſhould take no Pleaſure in my Death, 
But ere I go, be pleas'd to entertain 

The laſt kind Precepts of a dying Man. 

Be bloody, falſe, revengeful, luſtful, all 


| That can be found recorded on Hell's Roll 


Embrace; where'er you riſing Virtue ſee, 
Down with i it, and ſet up Impiety. 


| Make that your Theme, leave nothing ill undone, 


So copy Tiſſaphernes when he's gone; 
Who leaves this Counſel as a Legacy: 
*Tis my Religion, and PII in it die, [Exis Tiſ. guardel 
Queen, Hence with the Wretch 
"Keen while to my dead Lord III Sorrows pays: 
And after his ſigh my own Life away, Ex. Lords, 
-Hah, who comes there ? 
Enter Ardella, 


Ard. Tis 4. 5 | 
Queen. Ardella, on hay thing caſt "Re an Eye; 35 
Twas once a King, but thank theſe Hands now none: 


| Nay, ſtart not, Tifſaphernes too is gone; LArdella ftarts, 


His Treaſures all are thine as a Reward, 
Ard. You are too kind 
Queen. See ſtrait a Draught prepar'd, 
And Murderers ; Timandra next muſt fall; 
You know our Will, let it be done. WY 
Ard. It ſhall, [Exeunt frownlly 


SCENE II. 4 dork if Ties 


—Timandra aſleep upon a Couch, a Spirit comes and ſongs 
Mer. Come my Salla, come away, 
„ Merlin calls. 
Sal. within.) Whither * 
Mer. Hit her; we*ve no Buſine ſi to day : 
And where Innocence Jeeps we fecarely may Hay. 


Sal, I come. te, (Ence ters 
Mer, 
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Mer. So, wales my Dear, ö 
But firſt let's diſperſe the black Clouds that are hire, 
Both. Round about this Place we range, 

And its gloomy Darkneſs change 

To a bright delightful Grove, 

A proper Scene for happy Love, 


The Scene changes to Elyſium, 


Mer. Next, to divert this Fair One, all 
Our wing'd Companions we'll call, 
And the Air for Muſick charm, 
; Whilſt they their Meaſures here perform. 
Boch. C:me all you bright Forms that inhabit the Air, 
d. Aud eaſe with your Pleaſures the Cares f the Fair; 
Here frolick and skip, Oh no longer delay! <1 
But let each clap his Wings, and a. . 
" Several Spirits of the Air deſcend, and dance. 
Palla. Now let us diſtover the Manſions of Reſt, ; 
| Where Lovers with. Eternal Joys are bleſt. 
A glorious Temple appears in the Air, where os Spitis 
of the Happy are -ſeated, | | | 
See, Fair One, ſee, not long ere you 
Io thoſe glorious Seats ſhall go. '' 
Another Spi. The luftful Queen thirſts for your Blood, 
Ad you are for the World too good. 
er. Nor ſhall you come alone, your Lover too 
| Auf! meet a Fate the ſame with you, 7 
alla, But here your Troubles all ſhall ceaſe, + 7051 
Lis the Seat of endleſs Bliſs. yr. or) 28 
Chor, Here in endleſs Pleaſures "_ 


ris, 


ly, 


| Keep Eternal Holiday. 5 

gh Here they revel, ſport, and are 1 
, Crown'd with Joys ſtill new and rare; 

Their Pleaſures too can naur die, 1.20 


But like themſelves have Immortality. 

Wer, Sze the kind Spirits ſmile; and now. | 
They'll bleſs her with a nearer View. 

[The whole Body of the Temple moyes downward.] 

Nor, 1. D Cho. 


ters. 
Mer. 


- 
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| Cho. Deſcend, oh ye Glories, deſeend ! 
| 5 Who with Bleſſings eternal are crown'd, 
| To this Nymph your kind. Influence 4. — 
| Whilſt all the Spheres with Harmony reſound, 
4 Mer. She wales; let 1b Apparition go; 
0 1 | By th damp upon my Wings 1 know 
Something ill is drawing near; 
| Come, Salla, come away; oh come away, my Dear, 


They all vaniſh, and the Scene changes again to the Tent, 


Tim. V've had a Dream might make a Loyer bleſt; 
Oh th' ſweet Delights of everlaſting Reſt! 
Queen appears at the Entrance. 


How' s this 1 the Queen? what can her coming mean! 
Queen. Ardella, with the Ruffians here remain; 1 
Til in, and with ſoft Words her Temper try; ; 
If without him ſhe'll live, ſhe ſhall not die. 
Madam. | 
Tim. Your Pleaſure! 


eee Oft I've heard y'are brave; 
But the beſt Proof of Gallantry you gave, 
When of your noble Lord you were bereft, 
And ſuch a Bliſs with ſo rare Patience left. + 
Tim, Madam, our Flames a nobler Paſſion rules 
Than Fondneſs, th' idle Guilt of wav'ring Fools; J 
Our Loves knew a far higher Excellence, 3 
Than the half Pleaſures of a Minute's Senſe. 2 
ueen. Then you may love, ſince you can with him part, 
He has made a Conqueſt o'er my tender Heart. 
Love governs here; and ſince my Husband's dead, 1 
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Fate and my choiceſt Wiſhes have decreed, - 

He ſhould both in his Love and Throne ſucceed, 
Tim, Do you believe Empires or Crowns can make 

Him his Timandra and his Faith forſake 2 | 

b Or think you I an Atom will reſign 

5 Of that Heart which by holy — is — 1 

ö No, I will keep him, maugre Cruelty, | 

ih Seen. But, Madam, do you know what 'is 10 * 

5 Tim, Yes, tis to lay theſe Clogs our So by. 

| | And be remoy'd to bleſt Eternity, - 2 k 
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By Death Relief from all our Griefs we „, 

And by one put an end to Years of Pain; | 
By that we in one Minute find out more, 
Than all the buſy Gown-men ſtudy for; 
Who after in dull Search th'ave Ages ſpent, 
Learn nothing but to know th'are ignorant. 

Death is a Bleſſing, and a thing ſo far 
Above that worſt of all our Frailties, Fear, 
It claims our Joy, ſince by it we put on 
| The Top of Happineſs, Perfection. 
ut bim! no never whilſt I here bave Breath ; 

[He's mine in ſpite of Cruelty or Death, _ 
1 Quten. Then enter ye grim Miniſters of Fate, 
| | Enter Murderers with Poiſon. 
Does not your ſtubborn Courage now abate? 
E Tim, No, my Reſolyes more fixt and Gem a are grown: 
5 Bring dreadful Racks and Tortures 12 unknown, 
Provide one for each Senſe; and then do thou 
Tempt me my Love and Int'reſt to forego, 
Midſt all my Pains I'Il ſmile and tell thee no. vi 
Queen. But, Minion, ſoon your Inſolence ſhall ceaſe, 
Come: ſince ſuch Reſolution you expreſs, 


Take this; demur not; dot. Gives her a Bowl of Poiſons 
Tim, And i is this all? 


I thought to have had a more Heroick Fall, 
WExpcted to have nobleſt Tortures met, 
Not by dull Poiſon to have found my Fate: 
But any way IJ can thy Power defy ; 
'Tis for my Alcibiades I die, 3 5 [ofirs 4 to anni. 
Veen. Let yield, and live 
Tim, Live! what bave I to do | 
Wich Life, when giv'n by one ſo baſe as you? 
Thus I deſpiſe i it Drinks. 
| Queen, What diſmal 8 ſtrait will on her ſeize! 
Po! was a Health to Alcibiades. 
: ' [After Timandra has drank the Poiſon. 
Tins Now bluſh at what thy 1 e Rage 10 


My Alcibiades is ſtill my own: 
And if thou him embrace when 1 am gone, 
5 wt 
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Each Night thy Bed I'll haunt, and challenge there 


Thoſe To) of which thou haſt bereft me here. 
ſpall be each Day, diſturb'd each Night, 


And juſt is entring, 


P 


Anxious 
A reſtleſs Shade I'll til} be in thy Sight; 


And thee i'th' height of all thy Pleaſures fright. 
| Heav'n, what do J feel! 


een. Oh, does the Draught ſucceed ! 15 


Ard. Madam, great Alcibiages i is freed, 


Queen, — ö Strait, with ſtricteſt Care 


Convey ber in, and wait my Pleaſure there. 


[The Murderers lead in Time. 


Sweet Murder ! Oh no Phyſi ick is ſo good 


For th? hopeleſs Lover as a Bath of Bloods | 
But here he comes. - 


Enter Alcibiades, 


Now to my. Griefs again, 
Alc. It makes me wonder how I freedom gain ; 5 
All things confus'd and in Diſorder are. 


[Fil 


How's this, in Mourning | Weeds ? unveil, my Fair: : 


Hah, not Timandra. 
Kuen. No, Sir, tho *tis one 
That loves as nobly as Timandra can, 


Or could, did ſhe yet live, but ſhe i is dead. 


Alc. How, dead ! 


7 Wen . ] 


Queen. Les; T e chat black Deed did oh 


Prompted by his ignoble Hate to, yu. 
But you will wonder more when 1 ſhall tell, 
That by his Hand the migbty Agis fell. 

The King is ſlain, both I and Sparta now, 
Have no Hopes left, but. what remain in you. 


Alc. In me! alas! I ama, Wretch too poor. 
 Timandra dead! curſt ever be the Hour 

W herein ſo fair an Innocence was loſt. 
Heav'n juſtly now may of its Glories boaſt; AM 
For the moſt bright and precious Saint that &'er 
The World enjoy'd, is fled, and ſeated ibere. 


Seen. Why do you let your Griefs diſtract your! Soul! 


Call up your Reaſon, and let Paſſion cool. 


See 
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See here 2 Queen, that courts you with the Charms 
Of Love, a Crown; and Empire, to her Arms; 
No longer for Nimandra Sorrow wear; 
J will ſupply all you haye loſt in her: 5 
II love you as ſhe di. 
| Al, — Oh, Madam, n 
To love like her 's a Task too hard for” you. 
| Love me as ſhe did! why, each Thought ſhe had 
Of me, was ſuch, might make an Angel glad, 
For Crowns, tho Emp ror of the World I were, 
Id turn a Beggar to recover her. | | 
in. Ob, Madam, tempt no farther; all's but vainz 
= I ne'er can have a ng of Love again. 
Queen, Never! 
Ale. No, never | 
Nueen.— Can you then ſo ſoon 
Forget your Promiſe 2? or will you diſown 
That ere, if you Timandra ſhould ſurvive, ._ 
| You vow'd you only for my ſake would live 2 2 
Jou ſee how Heav'n has decreed- 
Alc, Alas! 
I then the Bleſſing knew, but not the Log, 
Beſides, I now muſt die | 
” How, Sir, is't thus my proffer'd Love you prize! 5 
I do not hate you; may not that ſuffice? 
Queen. Ungrateful, no den PII reward thy Pride. i 
Draw back tonne © | 
The Scene drawn, diſcovers Timandra on 4 Couch, 
in the midſt of her Pains, © 
0 Dotard in, enjoy thy Bride, 
And know, by me thy lov'd Timandra 1: 4 
Yes, cruel ow by me 
Tom. No, Queen, ſhe lives, 
And ſtill to all thy Raze Defiance gives. 
Do I behold my deareſt Lord ſo nigh! (b Ab, 
Shall 1 again. ſee him before I die? 
Alc. Beſt Hopes and Comfort of my Life, Tm bere. 
How fares my Love? ? 
Im, Oh, come not, come not near; 5 5 
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My Blood's all Fire, InfeQion's in each Vein, 
And Tyrant Death in ev'ry Part does reign ; 


But I for you could ſuffer much more Pain, 
Alc. Kind Heav'n! let all her Pangs upon me fall: 


And add ten thouſand more, I'll bear em all, 


Do but reſtore her back. Oh curſed Queen! 


What Devil arm'd thee to ſo damn'd a Sin? 


Cou'dſt thou be guilty of ſo foula Deed? 
Queen. Yes, I did do't; by me the King too bled ; 
Unworthy Wretch ! and all for love of you; 
But had I Pow'r, I now would kill thee roo. 
Alc, Oh do't, I'll blot out all tb'aſt done before, 
And never call thee baſe, nor crue] more, 
Here is my Breaſt, ſoon the kind Work begin, 


Advance thy Ponyard, ſend it boldly in. 


Queen. No, thou ſhah live for harder Deſtiny, 
But firſt ſhalt ſee thy dear Timandra die, | 
Alc, Oh Miſery beyond the damn'd beneath! 
Muſt I not happy be in Life nor Death? EY 
Tim. Alas! ceaſe your unneceſſary Moan ; 
1 find my Torments quickly will be gone: 


Tbo I could with they might to Years renew, 


So 1 might till be bleſt with ſeeing you. 
Now the black Storms of Fate are all blown o'er, 
And we ſhall meet, and ne'er be parted more. 
But Oh farewel—— | [bes 


Alc. 


My dear Timandra, ſtay LE 


Ah precious Soul, fly not ſo ſoon away! 


But one Look more; will Death have no Remorſe ? 
See, tis thy Alcibiades implores. 
But oh ſhe's. gone! ſeize there that Murdereſs. 
Qieenx.— No: | | | 

Seize me! *tis more than all your Camp can do- 
Whoe' er comes, here's my Guard; alas, mean Fool, 

J Bp» [Preſents her Daggti. 
My Fate's a thing too great for thee to rule; 


here lies your Conſtan . [Pointing to Timandra. 


| [Alcibiades flies to the Queen, and ſnatches the Dagg 
from her. . 1 


Ale 
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Alc. Infernal Hag! | 
Whoſe ev'ry Breath infects, each Look's a Plague 
Could not thy Fury on my Boſom reſt, 

But thou muſt reak thy TINT on this Breaſt? 
To murder her! curſe on me that I ſtand | 


Thus idle; now thy Heart. 


[ Preſents the Dagger to her raf. 
—But oh would brand TY 

My Trophies with eternal Infamy, _ 

If by my Hand ſo baſe a thing ſhould die: 


= Her Ills ſo many, and ſo odious are, 


They would diſgrace an Executioner. | | 
Yet I'd do ſomething ; ; oh I have't, I'll tear [ Ravingly. 
Her peice-meal z. but Timandra' s gone too far: 

[ Milaly. 


Yonder ſhe mounts! tifumphain Spirit ſtays | 
See where the Angels bear her Soul away ! 

Now all the Gods will grow in Love with her; | 
And I ſhall meet freſh Troops of Rivals Hunt | 
But thus I'll haſte and follow [tab — 


evil, there {Throws the Dagger to the Veen. 


Die, if thou haſt Courage enough to dare. 


But oh 1 


A heavy Faintneſs does each Senſe ſurprize 1 
Yet ere I cloſe up theſe unhappy Eyx es 
Here their laſt duteous Sorrows they ſhall Pay, | | 
And at this Object melt in Tears away. 
Bleſt Centre of my Hopes ! in whom I plac. 
Too choice, too pure a Happineſs to laſt; 

I any Loſs leſs than thy Death had griev' d; 


| How well could I have dy'd, ſo thou hadſt lid! 1 


Damn'd Fiend !——_— t 16 Vo! 91 Veen. 
But oh why do I rave at ber, FO 
That haye ſo little Time to tarry here ? 
One parting Kiſs, and then in Peace I'll die: 
Ki Timandra. 
Now, farewel World; welcome Eternity. 
Enter Patroclus, Lords, and Guards. 
Pat. Horror of Horrors! this was a diſmal Chance; 

Alas wy Friend! 

D 4 | Alc. 


| Shelivd a uur rel, and a Murdreſs dy'd: 
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Alc.— Thy uſeleſs Grief refrain ; 
Farewel ; we ſhall hereafter meet again. [Dre 

Pat. Guards, ſeize. the Queen — | | 

Queen. Seize me, rude Slaves! forbear, 

Pat. You ſhall in ſhort your Accuſation hear, 


To kill the King, my Father firſt you made 
Your Property ; then baſely him v 


Your Woman all confeſt, and by the Guard 
Is now ſecur'd to a more juſt Reward, 


And (tho too late) this black Deſign l knew; Ks 


Yet all your Stratagems are uſeleſs now. 


Hence with the Mardarels to . 


Queen. — — Hah ! 


Think ye that I will die by formal LW? 


No, when I'm dead, be thus my Fame ſupplyd; 


[Stabs herſelf 
Juſtice would but my Happineſz retard? | 
Thus I deſcend below to a Reward. 


1 ſhall be Queen of Fate: The Furies there 
For me a glorious Crown of Snakes — 
1 long to be in State; my Lords, farewe 


Now noble Charon! hoift up Sail ae mu. [Dies 
Lord. Her Soul is fle _ VNV 
Pat. Vith her for ever die 


Her Treaſons, and her odious Memory. 


But whither is the fair Draxilla gone? 
Lord. Diſtracted at the Miſchiefs that are done, 

She's fled; but whither is to all unknown. 
Pat. Quickly let after her be made purſuit; 

VI! ranſack all the World to find her out. 


Propitious Heav'n to her will ſure be kind. 


Enter Lon. ; 
2 Lord, My Lord, we in our Notes have all combin'd 


To make you King; the Camp, with Shouts and Cries 


Of Joy, ſend their loud Wiſhes to the Skies. | 
[Shouts within. Long live Patroclus King of Sparta. 
Pat. Go bid em their unwelcome Noiſe forbear: 
Turn all their Shouts to Sighs of Sorrow here. 
Turns to the 9 65 
are 
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re 


Now I could almoſt turn a Boy and weep. 


Never were growing Hopes more ſadly croſt. 


For how uneaſily on Thrones' they ſit, 
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Th'are gone; and with 'em all I wiſh'd to keep. 


My Friend! my Miſtreſs! and my Father loſt! 


Now Fortune has her utmoſt Malice ſnown, 
She'd court me with the Flatt'ry of a Crown: 
A thing ſo far beneath thoſe Joys I miſs, 

Tis but the Shadow of a Happineſs. 


$ >. 4 * * 


That muſt, like me, be wretched to be great, 1 
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But faith they claw it off wheneer they writes J 
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: Spoken by Mrs. Mary Lee. 


TOIWW who ſays Poets 4 in Blood delight ? 
 PTiszrue, the Varlets care not much to fight; 


Are Bully-Rocks not of the common Sige; 


Kill ye Men faſter than Domitian Flies. 
Ours made ſuch Havock, that the ſilly Rogue 


Was ford to make me riſe for tt Epilogue. 


The Fop damn'd me, but ere to Hell I go, 


Pd very fain be ſatisfyd if you 


Think it not juſt that he were ſerv'd ſo too, 
As he hath yours, do you his Hopes begutle ; ; 


You've been in Purgatory all this while. 


Then damn him down to Hell, and never paare; 
Perhaps hell find more Favour there than here: 
Nay, of the two may chuſe the much leſs Evil; 


If youre but good when pleas'd, ev*n ſs the Devil, 


DON CARLOS 
Prince of & Pain. 


TRAGEDY. 
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| TIS: an approved Opinion, There's not ſo 
[ e Creature in the World, as the 
Man that wants Ambition: For certainly he 
lives to very little Uſe that only toils in 
the ſame Round, and becauſe he knows where 
he is, tho in a dirty Road; dares not venture on a 
| ſmoother Path for fear of being loſt. That I am 
not the Wretch I condemn, your Royal Highneſs 
may be ſufficiently convinc'd, in that I aurſt pre- 
ſume to put this Poem under your Patronage. 
My Motives to it were not ordinary: For, beſtdes 
my own Propenſity to take any Opportunity of 
publiſhing the extreme Devotion Joe your Royal 
Highneſs, the mighty Encouragement T receiv'd 
from your Approbation of 1t when preſented on I 
the Stage, was Hint enough to let me know at x 
whoſe Feet it ought to be laid. Yet whilſt I d |. 
this, T am ſenſible the curious World will expett | 
ſome Panegyrick on thoſe heroick Virtnes, which 
are thro out it ſo much admir d. But as they 
are a Theme too great for my Undertaking, fo 
only to endeavour at the Truth of em, muſt, in 
| rhediſtance between myObſturity andtheir Height, 
Savour of a Flattery, which in your Royal Hab. 
neſi's Eſteem I would not be thought guilty of : 
Tho in that part of em which relates to my ſelf 
(viz. your RT HOY on a Thing ſo mean 
Jam) Iknow not how tobe ſilent. For you were 


* 


S 


. Js "2A 


— P . 
= — ß ] —— — — = > RD 
* — 


1 


8 
, — — 2 vs.” 
— - 


— —_ — 


. K - 

Dr SO mie 

Fas — 35 IgoS 
—— 


1 ar Feet on 
— — === 7 r 
. —— — — — 2 
a . 


a — 
— — 


forward, when ¶ had the Ho 
Royal Highneſi's Hand, in token of your Per- 


— — 
— — — — —ͤWWttt 
; g 


— 
7 be C 


Ir 2 


_ 
2 . 


—— ——— - — — 


86 The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

not only ſo indulgent as to beſtow your Praiſe on 

this, but even (beyond my Hopes) to declare in 

favour of my firſt Eſſay of this Nature, and add 

yet the Encouragement of your Commands to go 
e Honour to kiſs your 


miſſion to make a Dedication to you of the ſecond, 
T muſt confeſs, and boaſt, T am very proud of it; 
and it were enough to make me more, were I not 


ſenſible'how far 1 am undeſerving. Yet when I 
conſider you never give your Favours precipitate- 
ly, but that it is a certain Sign of forme Deſert 


when you vonchſafe to promote; I, who have ter- 


 minated my beſt Hopes in it, ſhould do wrong t6 
your Gooaneſs, Should T not let the World know my 
Mind, as well as my Condition, is huis d by it. 1 


am certain none' that know your Royal Highneſs 


ill diſapprove my aſpiring to the Service of ſo 


great aud ſo good a Maſter; One who (as is appa- 


rent by all thoſe who have the Honour to be near 


you, and know you by that Title) never rais'd 
it haut Merit, or diſcoumtenauc d without Fuſtice. 


7s that indeed obliging Severity which has in al 


Men created an awful Love and Reſpect towards 
you ; \ ſince in the firmneſs of your Refelution the 
brave, and good Man is ſure of you, whilſt the 
#l-minded and malignant fears you. This 1 
could not paſs over; and IT hope your Royal High- 
neſs will pardon it, ſince tis unaffettedly my 
Zeal to yau, who am in nothing ſo unfortunate, 
as that I have not à better Opportunity to ler you 


* 


and the World know how much Jam 
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aAaland moſt Obedient Servant, 
$ Tho. Otway. 
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9 READER, . 
J F Is ͤnot that 1 have any great Ace on to Sib. 
pe FE olg, that 1 peſter thee with a Preface ; for a- 
77 | mongſt Friends, tis almoſt as poor a Trade with 
7 4 ; Pets, 3 it is with thoſe that write Hackney under 
70 art it will hardly keep us in Ale and Cheeſe. Honeſt 


© r/o began to be ſenſible of it in his Time, u EY 


” | kn Complaint to this Purpoſe ; 2 05 ö 
ſs I pit thoſe who jn theſe latter Days = | al 
Il Do write, when Bounty hath ſhut up , her Gate: . 
As Where Day and Night in vain good Writers knock. 
ar And for their Labours oft have but a Mock, 
| 4 f Thus I find it according to Sir F9-n Harrington's Tran: 
% lation; had 1 underſto l Italian, | would have given it 
all ſ thee ! in the Original, but that is not my Talent; therefore 
As to proceed: This Play was the ſecond that ever I writ, or 
he wought of writing. I muſt confeſs, I had often a Titil. 
he lation to Poetry, ut never durſt ventare on my Muſe, nil 
JI got her into à Corner in the County; and rhen, like a 
- | baſhful young Lover, when I had her private, I had Cou- 
ny Frage to funbl; but'heyer tnought ſhe' would have produc d! 
te any thing; till ax laſt, I know not how, e'te I was aware, 
) Wl found my ſelf Father of a Dramatick Birth, which 1 


called Alcibiades : But I migbt, without offence to any 
1 Perſon in the Play, as well Ps. call'd jt  Nebuchadnez-. 
+» Wk; for my Hero, to do him Right, was none of that 
7-5 Eſqueamiſh Gentleman I make Kim, but would as little have 
ogęled at the obliging the Paſſion of a young and beau- 
28 (1! Lady, as L ſhould my ſelf, had I the ſame Oppor- 
tunities, 
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tunities, which I have given him. This 1 publiſh to an. 
tedate the Objections ſome People may make againſt that 


Play, who have been (and much Good may it do em) ye. 


ry ſevere, as they think, upon this. Whoever they are, 
am ſure I never diſoblig'd them; nor have they (thank my 
good Fortune) much injur'd me: In the mean while 1 _ 
giye em, and ſince I am out of the reach on't, leave em 
to chew the Cud on their own Venom, I am well ſatiſ. 
fy'd I had the greateſt Party of Men of Wit and Senſe on 
my Side; amongſt which I can never enough acknowledge 
the unſpeakable Obligations I receiy'd from the Earl of R. 


| who, far above what I am ever able to deſerve from him, 


ſeem'd almoſt to make it his Buſinefs, to eſtabliſh/it in the 

ood Opinion of the King and his Royal Highneſs; from 
both of whom I have ſince receiv'd Confirmation of their 
good liking of it, and Encouragement to proceed. And 


75 it is to him, J muſt in all Gratitude confeſs, I owe the 


greateſt part of my good Succeſs in this, and on whoſe 
Indulgency I extremely build my Hopes of a next. I dare 
not preſume to take to my ſelf what a great many, and 


| thoſe (I am ſure) of good Judgment too, have been ſo 
kind to afford me, (viz.) That it is the beſt Heroick Play 
that has been written of late; for, I thank Heav'n, I am 


yet not ſo vain. But this I may modeſtly boaſt of, which 
the Author of the French Bernice has done before me, in his 
Preface to that Play, that it never fail'd to. draw Tears 
from the Eyes of the Auditors; I mean, thoſe whoſe Souls 
were capable of ſo noble a Pleaſure ; for twas not my Bu- 


ſineſs to take ſuch as only come to a Play-houſe to ſee 
Farce-fools, and laugh at their own deformed Pictures. Tho 


a certain Writer, that ſhall be nameleſs, (but you may gueſs 
at him by what follows) being ask' d his, Opinion of this 


Play, very gravely cock'd, and cry'd, I gad he knew. not 4 
Tine in it he would be Author of. But he is a fine face- 
tious witty Perſon, as my Friend Sir Formal has it; and to 
be even with him, I know a Comedy of his, that has not 


£ 4 1 1 s 


ſo. much as a Quibble in it which I would be Author. of: 
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PROLOGUE 


e THEN firſt our Author took this Play in hand, 


. | He doubted much, and long was at a Stand. 
Dy He: knew the Fame and Memory F Kings 
i WE Were to be treated of as Sacred Things, 


Not as they're repreſented in this Age, 

Where they appear the Lumber of the Stage“ 

Us'@ only juſt for reconciling Tools, 

Or what 1s worſe, made Villains all, or Fools, 

Beſides, the Characters he ſhows to Night, 

= He found were very difficult to write: 

| He found the Fame of France and Spain at flake, 

Therefore long paus'd, and fear'd which Part to tale; 
Till this his Judgment ſafeſt underſtood, 

To make them both Heroick as he cou'd, 

But now the greateſt Stop was yet unpaſt, 

He found himſelf, alas] confin'd too faſt. 

He is a Man of Pleaſure, Sirs, like yon, = 

| Ard therefore hardly could to Buſineſs bow ; 
Tl at the laſt he did this Conqueſt get, 1 © 


To make his Pleaſure Whetſtone to his Wit, 

Sz ſometimes for Variety he wit, _ 
| But as thoſe Block-heads, who diſcourſe by rote, 
Sometimes ſpeak Senſe, altho they rarely knou t? 

So he ſcarce knew to what his Work would grow, 

But *twas @ Play, becauſe it would be ſo © | 

ret well be knows this is a weak Pretence, 

| For Idleneſs is the worſt want of Senſe. 

Let him not now of Careleſſneſs be tax d, 

He'll write in earneſt, when he writes the next : 

Mean while: 


| Prune his fue rour Brexcher, never ſpare ; 8 


Yet do it kindly, be not too ſevere, 
He may bear better Fruit another Tear. 


Dra- 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Puig 1. King of Spain, Mr. Betterton, 


il : Don Carlos, his Son, Mr. Smith, 
i Don Job of Auſtria, Mr. Harris. 


1 N Queen of Spain, . 5 Mrs. Mary Let, 
i Is. Dutcheſs of boli Wife to R. G, Mrs. Shadwell, 
Henrietta, Mrs. Gibbs, 


1 Garcia, 


Marquiſs of Poſa, the Prince's Confident, Mr. Crosby. 
Rui-Gomer, | Mr. Medburn, 
Officer of the ane Mir. Norris. 
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Don CAR LOS 
PrINCE of SPAIN. 


ACTI SCENEL 


4 c E N E 4 Palas Royal 


Toe Curtain drawn 43 the King and Queen 
attended, Don Carlos, the Marquiſs of Poſa, 
"Rui-Gomez; Se. Eboli, e Garcia, 
"HO . | 


KING. 


I? A P PY the Monarch on whit Brows 
no Cares 

5 Add Weight to the bright Diadem he 

| wears; 

Like me in all that he can wiſh for bleſt. 

| Renown and Love the gentleft Calms o 

And Peace adorn my Brow, enrich my Breaſt, (Keſt, 

To me great Nations tributary are; ? 5 


SS SCE, NE 


on 


Tho whilſt my vaſt Dominions ſpread ſo far; : 
Where moſt I reign, 1 muſt Pay e here. 
[To the Queen. 
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92 Do N CARL Os, 
| Approach bright Miſtreſs of my pureſt Vows : | 8 


Nor ſhew me him that more Religion owes 3 

To Heav'n, or to its Altars more deyoutly: bows... 2 
D. Car. So Merchants, caſt upon ſome: Th 

Are forc'd to ſee their deareſt Treaſures loſt; >>; * $ 8 


Curſe! What's Obedience? A falſe Notion made 
By Prieſts, who when they found od Cheats decay d, 7 7 


By ſuch new Arts kept up dedining Trade. 


King. 


Why does my Fx load 5 


His Joy, and when all's Sunſhine wear a Cloud? 
My Son, thus for thy Glory 1 provide; 
From this fair Charmer, and our Royal Bride, 


Shall ſuch a noble Race of Heroes ſpring, 
As may adorn the Court when thou art King. 

D. Car. A greater Glory I can never * 
Than what already I enjoy in you. 


The brighteſt Ornaments of Crowns and pow'rs 


I only. can admire, as they are yours. | 
King, Heaven! How he ſtands unmoy'd! not the y 


Of Tranſport. (leaſt ſhew 


D. Car. Not admire your Happineſs ? 1 do 

As much admire it as I rev'rence you, 

Let me expreſs the mighty Joy I feel: | 

Thus, Sir, I pay my Duty when I kneel, [ Kneels to the Queen, 
Queen, How hard it is his Paſſion to confine ! 

I'm ſure *tis ſo, if I might judge by mine. [Aſide. 
Alas, my Lord, y'are too obſequious now. [To Carlos. - 
D. Car. O ! might I but enjoy this Pleaſure ſill, 
Here would 1 worſhip, and for ever kneel, (do. 

Queen. For Heav'n, my Lord] you know not what you 


King. Still there appears Diſturbance on his t : 
And in his Looks an Earneſtneſs I read, 


Which from no common Cauſes can proceed, 140 de. 


I' probe him deep | 
When, when, my deareſt Joy, [ To the Queen. 


| | Shall I the mighty Debt of Love defray ? 


Hence to Love's fecret Temples let's retire, . 7 
There on his Altars kindle th' am'rous Fire 8 s 
Then Phcenix-like each in the Flame expire. 2 


Didſt chou behold her, Poſa? 
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Sill he is fix d — Cooling on Don Carlos. 
—— Gomez, obſerve the Prince, [Io Rui-Gomez: 
Yet ſmile on me, my charming Excellence, 


\ Virgins ſhould only Fears and Bluſhes ſhey ; 


But you muſt lay aſide that Title now. 
The Doctrine which I preach, by Heav'n, is good : 
Oh, the impetuous Sallies of my Blood ! 
Queen, To what unwelcome Joys I'm forc'd to yield ? 


| Now Fate her utmoſt Malice has fulfill'd. 4 


Carlos, farewel; for ſince I muſt ſubmit—— _ 
King. Now wing'd with Rapture, let us fly my Sweet, 


My Son, all Troubles from thy Breaſt reſign, 


And let thy Father's Happineſs be thine, 
e |  [Ex. King and Queen attended. 
D. Car. What King, what God would not his Pow'r 
T*enjoy ſo much Divinity below? | (forego, 


Po ſa. Sir, 1 did, % > EF 197 
D. Car. And is ſhe not a ſweet one? Such a Bride! 


| O Poſa, once ſhe was decreed for mine: # 
| Once I had Hopes of Bliſs. Hadſt thou but ſeen 


How bleſt, how proud I was if I could get 
But Leave to lie a Proſtrate at her Feet, 

Ev'n with a Look I could my Pains beguile; 
Nay, ſhe in Pity too would ſometimes ſmile ; 
Till at the laſt my Vows ſucceſsful prov'd, 


| And one Day ſighing, ſhe confeſs'd ſhe lov'd. 
Oh! then I found no Limits to our Joy, 


With Eyes thus languiſhing we look'd all Day; 


So vigorous and ſtrong we darted Beams, 


Our meeting Glances kindled into Flames; oy 
Nothing we found that promis'd not Delight: 

For when rude Shades depriv'd us of the Light, : 8 
As we had gaz'd all Day, we dreamt all Nigbt. 

But after all theſe Labours undergone, VV 
A cruel Father thus deſtroys his Son; 


In their full Height my choiceſt Hopes beguiles, hy 


And robs me of the Fruit of all my Toils. | 
My deareſt Poſa, thou wert ever kind; ' 
Bring thy beſt Counſel, and ditect my Mind. 1 

0 OY — Enie. 
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* ao Is all my Service thus repaid ? 
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| Enter Gomez. 
R. Go. Still he is here my Lord, 


D. Car. Tour Buſineſs now? 
R. Go. I've with Concern beheld your clouded Brow, 


Ah! tho y ave loſt a Beauty well might make -. 


Your ſtricteſt Honour and your Duty ws x 


Let not a Father's IIls miſguide your Mind, 


But be obedient, tho he's prov'd unkind, 
D. Car. Hence, Cynick, to dull Slaves thy Morals teach, 


1 have no Lene now to hear thee preach ; 
Still you'll uſurp a Power ov'r my Will. 


R. Go, Sir, you my Services interpret ill: 


Nor need it be ſo ſoon forgot that_1 


Haye been your Guardian from your Infancy, 
When to my Charge committed, 1 alone 


nſtructed you bow to expect a Crown; ; 

Taught you Ambition, and War's nobleſt Arts, 
How to lead Armies, and to conquer Hearts; 
Wbilſt, tho but young 
Lou would with Pleaſure read of Sieges got, 


And ſmile to hear of bloody Battles fought : 
And ſtill, tho not controul, I may adviſe. 
D. Car. Alas, thy Pride wears à too thin Diſpuiſe : 


Too well I know the Falſhood of thy Soul, 


Which to my Father render'd me ſo foul, 


| That hardly as his Son a Smile I've hn, 
But always as a Traitor met his Frown. 


My forward Honour was Ambition call'd : 
Or if my Friends my early Fame extol'd, 
You damp'd my Father's Smiles till as they ſprung, | 
Perſuading I repin'd he liy'd too long. 


So all my Hopes by you were fruſtrate made, 


Ang, robb'd of Sun-ſhine, wither'd in the Shade. 
Wh I, my good Patriot! you diſpos'd the Crown | 


Out of my Reach, to haye it in > own. | 


But I']l prevent your Policy— 
R. G0. M Lord, 

This Accuſation is unjuſt and hard. 

The King, your Father, would not ſo aphrald 
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But I will hence, and let my Maſter hear 

How generouſly you reward my Care; 

Who on my juſt Complaint, 1 doubt not, will 
| At leaſt redreſs the Injuries I feel. [Exit Gomez. 
 Poſa. Alas, my Lord, you too ſeverely urge 
Tour Fate, his Intereſt with the King is large. 
E Beſides, you know he has already ſeen 
be Tranſports of your Paſſion for the Queen. 
E The Uſe he may of that Advantage make 
E You ought at leaſt Yavoid but for her ſake. ; 
D. Car. Ah! my dear Friend,th'aſt touch'd my tender'ſt 
never yet learn'd the diſſembling Art. (Part; 
Go, call him back, tell him that I implore 3 
His Pardon, and will ne'er offend him more. | 
The Queen! kind Heav'n, make her thy neareſt Care. 
O] fly, o'ertake him e*re he goes too far. {Exit Pola, 
How are we bandy'd up and down by Fate? + 
= By ſo much more unhappy as we're great. „ 
A Prince, and Heir to Spain's great Monarch born, 
I'm forc'd to court a Slave whom I myſt ſcorn; 
| Who like a Bramble mongſt a Cedar's Boughs, 
| Vexes his Peace under whoſe Shades he grows. 
No he returns: Aſſiſt me Falſhood, __down, 


Thou Rebel Paſhon ——— | 
1 Re-enter R. Gomez and Poſa, 7 
Sr, I fear I've done [ o R. Gomez. 


| You Wrong; but if J have, you can forgive. | 
| Heay'n! can I do this abject thing, and live? [ſ[ Aſide. 
FE. Go, Ah my good Lord, it makes too large amends, 
| When to his Vaſſal thus a Prince deſcends; 

Tbo it was ſomething rigid and unkind, _ 

| Tupbraid your Faithful Servant and your Friend, 

D. Car. Alas, no more; all Jealouſies ſhall ceaſe, 
Between us two let there be henceforth Peace. 

So may juſt Heay'n aſſiſt me when I ſue, 

As I to Gomez always will be true. 


All the Return Sincerity can make. 

| Bleſt in your Father's Love, as I'm in yours, 

| May not one Fear diſturb your happy Hours: 
| Crown'd 


R. Go. Stay, Sir, and for this mighty Fayour take 


Crown'd with Succeſs may all your Wiſhes be, 


Nor, ſpite of all his Greatneſs, ſhall be need ; 


| Spain's early Hopes of him have been my "Vinh 


An untam'd, haughty, hot and furious Youth ; ; 


But now to all my Fears I bid adieu; 


Here comes the Star by whom my Courſe 1 way 


\ Loſing the Pleaſure of this happy Night? 
When all the Court are melting in Delight, 

Thou tak'ſt up all the Bus neſs of my Heart, 
Say, ſay, my Goddeſs, when ſhall I be bleſt? 


Your Love, but offer ſomething to your Ear. 

To Day ſome ſtrange Diſorders in the Queen. 
Impatient Longings for the Happineſs. 

As Needles always tremble near the-Pole. ; BUY (el 


Tye ſeen the er which 708 from Carlos en; 1 f 
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And you ne'er find worſe Enemies than me. IT 
[ Exeunt D. Car. and Pola, 


Of too long Date his Ruin is decreed, 


*Twas I the Charge had of his tender Years, 
And read in all the Progreſs of his Growth, 


A Will unruly, and a Spirit wild ; 

At all my Precepts ftill with Scorn he ſmil'd. _ 
Or when, by th'Power I from his Father had, 
Any Reſtraint was on his Pleaſures laid, - 
Uſher'd with Frowns on me his Soul wou'd riſe, 
And threaten future Vengeance from his Eyes. 


For, Prince, I'll humble both your Fate and you. 
Enter e 1 


Welcome, my Love | 
Eboli. My Lord, why ſtay you here, : 


You toil with the dull Bus'neſs of the State. 
K. Go, Only, my fair one, how to make thee great. 


And only to it Pleaſures can impart. 


It is an Age ſince I was happy laſt, | 
Eboli. My Lord, I come not hither now to bear 


If you have well obſery'd, you muſt have ſeen 
R. Go. Yes, ſuch as youthful Brides do {till e 
Approaching Joys will ſo diſturb the Soul, 


Eboli. Come, come, my Lord, ſeem not ſo blind; too 


; And 


dt. 
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And know your Judgment is too good, to loſe 
Advantage, where you may ſo ſafely chuſe. 
Say now, if I inform you, how you may 
| With full Revenge all your paſt Wrongs repay. 


R. Go, Bleſt Oracle! ſpeak how it.may be done: 


Yor h 


E 


My Will, my Life, my Hopes are all thy own. 
Eboli. Hence then, and with your ſtricteſt Cunnin 
& What of the Queen and Prince you can deſery; 
What ev'ry Look, each quick and ſubtle Glance 
Then we'll from all produce ſuch Circumſtance 
As ſhall the King's new Jealouſy advance. 

& Nay, Sir, I'll try what mighty Love you ſhew : 
Ik you will make me great, begin it now. 
How, Sir, d'ye ſtand conſidering what to do? 


» ' 


Q< 


97. 


1 
8 


E. G0. No, but methinks I view from hence a King, 

A Queen, and Prince, three goodly Flowers ſpring; 

E Whilſt on 'em like a ſubtle Bee I'll prey, 

Till ſo their Strength and Virtue drawn away, 

Unable to recover, each ſhall droop, 

| Grow pale, and fading hang his wither'd Top: | 

Then fraught with Thyme triumphant back I'll come, 

And unlade all the precious Sweets at home. [Exit Gomez. 

Eboli. In thy fond Policy, blind Fool, go on, 

And make what haſte thou canſt to be undone, 

Whüſt I have nobler Bus'neſs of my own. 

Was J bred up in Greatneſs ? Have I been 

E Nurtur'd with glorious Hopes to be a Queen? 

Made Love my Study, and with practis'd Charms 

Prepar'd my ſelf to meet a Monarch's Arms; 

At laſt to be condemn'd to the Embrace 

Of one, whom Nature made to her Diſgrace; 

Un old, imperfect, feeble Dotard, who | 

Can only tell (alas!) what he would do? 

On him to throw away my Youth and Bloom, 

Es Jewels that are loſt t'enrich a Tomb? 

No, tho all Hopes are in a Husband dead, 

Fnother Path to Happineſs I'll tread; _ 

Flewbere find Joys which I'm in him deny d: 
et, while he can, let the Slave ſerve my Pride. 


: 


Still 
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That Law by which herſelf is now betray'd ? 
Ere Man's Corruptions made him wretched, he 
Was born moſt Noble that was born moſt Free: : 


Obey'd the Dictates of his God like Mind, 
Law was an Innovation brought in ſince,  _ 


And call'd their Slavery Safety and Defence, 
My Glorious Father got me in his Heat, 

When all he did was eminently great: | 

When warlike Belgia felt his conqu'ring Pow'r, 


— — oo 
— — — — — 
F — <7 


Still I'll in Pleaſure live, in Glory ſhine; _ 
The gallant, youthful Auſtria ſhall be mine: 

To him with all my Force of Charms I'll move; 

Let others toil for Greatneſs, whilſt I 8e. Exit, 


Aer n SCENE-t 
8 C ENE, An Orange Grove. 
Enter Don John of Auſtria, 


D. John. * N 7 H Y ſhould dull Law rule Nature who 
| | firſt made 1 


Each of himſelf was Lord, and unconfin'd, 


Wien Fools began to love Obedience, 


And the proud Germans own'd him Emperor, 
Why ſhould it be a Stain then on my Blood, 
Becauſe I came not in the common Road, 
But born obſcure, and ſo more like a God ? 
No; tho his Diadem another wear, 
At leaſt to all his Pleaſures I'll be Heir: 
Here J ſhouid meet my Eboli, my Fair. 
Enter Eboli. 
She comes as the bright Cyprian Goddeſs moves, 
When looſe, and in her Chariot drawn by Doves: 
She rides to meet the warlike God ſhe loves. 
E bol. Alas, my Lord, you know not with what Fei 
And Hazard 1 am come to meet you here. 
D. John. O baniſh i:: Lovers like us ſhould fly, | 
And mounted by their Wiſhes foar on high, 1 


— 


PRINCE of SPAIN. 99 


Wbere ſofteſt Eeſtaſies and Tranſ ports are, 
While Fear alone diſturbs the lower Air. 12 
Eboli, But who is ſafe when Eyes are ery where! ; 8 

Or if we could with happieſt Secreſy 
Enjoy theſe Sweets, oh, wlüther ſhall we fly 
_ 1 eſcape that Sight whence we can nothing hide ? 1 

D. John. Alas, lay this Religion now aſide; 

1'il new thee one more pleaſant, that which Jove 
Set forth to the old World, when from above 
He came himfelf, and taught his Mortals Love. 

Eboli. Will nothing then quench your unruly Flame ? ? 
My Lord, you might conſider who 1 am. 
D. John. 1 know yare her 1 love, wars ſhould 1 more 
Rgard? 

a. Heav'n he's brave 2 ide. 
hut can ſo poor . 

A Thought poſſeſs your Breaſt, to think that I 
Vol brand my Name with Luſt and Infamy ? 

D, John, Thoſe who are nobleſt born ſhould higher prize 
Loye's Sweets, Oh! let me fly into thoſe Eyes ! 5 
Ibere's ſomething in em leads my Soul aftray : 

As he who in a Necromancer's Glaſs 
henolds his wiſh'd-for Fortune by him pals, 
Let Till wich greedy Eyes 
pine s the Viſion as it glides away, 
. Protect me, Heay'n, I dare no longer ſtay; 
(| Yo ur Looks ſpeak Danger: 1 feel ſomething too 


xit, 


Who 


That bids me fly, yet will not let me go. [Half aſide, 
Tt John. Take Vows and Pray'rs if ever 1 prove falſe; 


e at your Feet the humble Auſtria falls. [ Xneels, 
IL Hol. Niſe, riſe, LA riſes , 
Wy 2 why would you thus deceive? [Sighs, 


D. John, How many Ways to wound me you contrive? 
peak, wouldſt thou have an Empire at thy Feet? 
Sir, wouldſt thou rule the World? I'll conquer it. 


fs #501;, No; above Empire far q could prize you 
af Fen ! ou would be but — 

D. John. — What? 
fly, 20. For ever true, 


Wbe * 2 | D. John. 


I. 
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D. John. That thou mayſt ne'er have Cauſe to fear thoſe 


I'll be confin'd for ever in thy Arms: (Harms, 


My ſelf 1'll on thy tender Boſom lay, 
Till in its Warmihs I'm melted all away. 
Enter Garcia. 
Gar. Madam, your Lord 
Eboli. Oh! fly, or I'm undone. 
5 D. John. Muſt I without my Bleſſing then be gone! 
[Kiſſes her Hand, 
Zboli, Think you this Indiſcretion merits one ? 


 TPulls it back, 


Nay, I'll not one ſhort Minute from thee. Rray's. 


D. John. I'm awd. — — 
As a ſick Wretch, that on his Bald Bed lies, | 
Loth with his Friends to part, juſt as he dies, #0 
Thus ſends his Soul in Wiſhes from his Eyes. [ Exit.“ 

Eboli. Oh Heav'n ! what Charms in Youth and Vigour 
Yet he in Conqueſt is not gone too far; (are! 
Too eaſily ll not my ſelf reſign: Ro, 
Ere I am his, I'll make him ſurely mine; 

Draw him by ſubtle Baits into the Trap, 

Till he's too far got in to make Eſcape ; 

About him ſwifily the ſoft Snare I'll caſt, 

And when I have him there, Þll hold bim faſt. 

f Enter Rui Gome | 

R. Go. Thus unaccompany'd 1 ſubtly range 
The ſolitary Paths of dark Revenge: 

The fearful Deer in Herds to Coverts run, 

While Beaſts of Prey affe& to roam alone. 


Eboli. Ah! my dear Lord, how do you ſpend your hours? 


Jou little think what my poor Heart endures 

W hilſt, with your Abſence tortur'd, I in vain 

Pant after Joys I ne'er can hope to gain. 
R. Go, You cannot my Unkindneſs ſure upbraid ; 


You ſhould forgive thoſe Faults your 5 de. 1 


| Remember you the Task you gave? 

Eboli. Tis true; 5 
Your Pardon, for I do ae now. [8ighs; 
If 1 forgot, twas Love had all my Mind: | 
And 'tis no Sin, I hope, to be too kind. 


R. Gt 


_=_ 


— 


DO 
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R. Go, How happy am I in a faithful Wife! 
Oh thou moſt precious Bleſſing of my Life! 
Eboli. Does then Succeſs attend upon your Toil ? 
long to ſee you revel in the Spoil, _ 
B. Go. What ſtricteſt Diligence could do, I've done, 
T' incenſe an angry Father *gainſt his Son, 
| to Advantage told him all that's paſt, | 
Deſcrib'd with Art each am'rous Glance they caſt; 
So that this Night he ſhunn'd the Marriage-Bed, 
Which thro? the Court has various Murmurs ſpread. 
Enter the King attended by Poſa. 
See where he comes with Fury in his Eyes; 
Kind Heav'n but grant the Storm may higher riſe. 
I't grow too loud, I'm lurk in ſome dark Cell, 
and laugh to hear my Magick work ſo well. 
king. What's all my Glory, all my Pomp? how poor 
Is fading Greatneſs ? or how vain is Pow'r? _ 85 
Where all the mighty Conqueſts I have ſeen? - £ 


SE Gs Vw. Y'  - 


|, who o'er Nations have victorious been, 

Now cannot quell one little Foe within. 

Cars Jealouſy, that paiſons all Love's Sweets! 

How heavy on my Heart th' Invader fits! 

Oh Gomez, thou haſt giv'n my mortal Wound, 

E. Go, What is't does ſo your Royal Thoughts con- 
A King his Pow'r unbounded ought to have, (found? 
And ruling all, ſhould not be Paſſion's Slave. 

King, Thou counſell'ſt well, but art no Stranger ſure 
To the ſad Cauſe of what I now endure. 5 
Know'ſt thou what Poiſon thou didſt lately give? 
rs? And doſt not wonder to behold me live? 

R. Go, I only did as by my Duty ty'd, 
And never ſtudy'd any thing beſide. 
King, I do not blame thy Duty or thy Care: 
Quickly, what paſt between em more, declare. 
Ibo greedily my Soul to Ruin flies! 

. 5 he, who in a Fever burning lies, of 
Fi:{t of his Friends does for a Drop implore, | 
Which taſted once, unable to give o'er, | 
Knows 'tis his Bane, yet ſtill thirſts after more. 

: Oh en | 
Co. E 3 | R. Go. 
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R. G0. l fear that you' l interpret wrong; 

*Tis true, they gaz'd, but iwas not very long. 
King. Lie ſtill, my Heart: Not long, was* that you ſaid! 
R. Go. No longer than they in your Preſence ſtay'd. 
Ring. No longer? Why, a Scul in leſs time flies 

To Heav'n; and they have chang'd theirs at their Eyes, 

Hence abject Fears, be gone; ſhe's all Divine, 

Speak, Friends, can Angels in Perfection ſin? _ 
ER. G0. Angels that ſhine above, do oft beſtow 
Their Influence on poor Mortals here below, 

King. But Carlos is my Son, and always near; 
Seems to move with me in my glorious Sphere, 
True, ſhe may ſhow'r promiſcuous Bleſſings down 
On Slaves that gaze for what falls from a Crown; 

But when too kindly ſhe his Brightneſs ſees, 
It robs my Luſtre to add more to his. 

But Oh! I dare not think _ 
That thoſe Eyes ſhould at leaſt ſo humble be, 
To ſtoop to him, when they had vanquiſh'd me. 

Po ſa. Sir, I am proud to think I know the Prince, 
That he of Virtue has too great a Senſe, *' _ 
To cheriſh but a Thought beyond the Bound 
Of ſtricteſt Duty. He to me has own'd 
How much was to his former Paſſion due, 

Yet ſtill confeſs'd he above all priz'd you. 
KR. Go. You better reconcile, Sir, than adviſe.: 
Be not more charitable than y'are wiſe, 
The King is ſick, and we ſhould give him Eaſe, 

But firſt find out the Depth of his Diſeaſe, _ 
Too ſudden Cures have oft pernicious grown; 

We muſt not heal up fiter'd Wounds too ſoon. _ 
Finz. By this then you a Pow'r would o'er me gain, 
Wounding to let me linger in the Pain, a | 
I'm ſtung, and won't the Torture long endure? 
| Serpents that wound, have Blood thoſe Wounds to cute 

R. Go, Good Heav'n forbid that I ſhould ever date 
To queſtion Virtue in a Queen fo fair; 7 
Tho ſhe her Eyes caſt on her glorious Son: 
Men oft ſee Treaſures, and yet covet none. 
King. Think not to blind me with dark Ironies, 
The Truth diſguis'd in obſcure Contraries. | 


No, 
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No, I will trace his Windings : all her daik 
and ſubtleſt Paths, each little Action mark. 
it ſhe prove falſe, as yet I fear, ſhe dies. 
5 Enter Queen attended, and Henrietta, 
Ha! here! O let me turn away my Eyes, 
For all around ſhe'}} her bright Beams diſplay: 
Should I to gaze on the wild Meteor ſtay, 
| Spite of my ſelf 1 ſhould be led aſtray. „ 
Exit the King attended, looking at the Queen. 
Veen. How ſcorniuily he is withdrawn |! 
| Sure ere his Loye he'd let me know his Pow'r: 
| As Heay*n oft thunders ere it ſends a Shower. 
This Spaniſh Gravity is very odd: Re of 
| All things are by Severity ſo aw'd, _ £ 
That little Love dares hardly peep abroad. 
Hen. Alas! what can you from old Age expect, 
When frail uneaſy Men themfelves neglect? 
| Some little Warmth perhaps may be bebind, 
Tho ſuch as in extinguiſh'd Fires you'll find; 
Vhere ſome Remains of Heat the Aſhes hold, 
| Which (if for more you open) ſtraigiit are cold. 
Queen, Twas Intereſt and Safety of the State; 
Inèreſt, that bold Impoſer on our Fate; 
| That always to dark Ends miſguides our Wills, 
And with falſe Happineſs ſmooths o'er our Ills. 
It was by that unhappy France was led, 
| When tho by Contract I ſhould Carlos wed, — 
] was an Offering made to Philip's Bed. 5 
Why ſigh'ſt thou, Henrietta? Hen. ſighs... 
Hen. Who is it an 3 OED : 
| Know your ſad Fate, and yet from Grief refrain? 
| Wih Pleaſure oft I've heard you ſiniling tell 
| Of Carlos Love. % Can fe. 
| Queen, And did it pleaſe you well? 
In that brave Prince's Courtſhip there did meet 


| All that we could obliging call or ſweet. 


At ev'ry Point he with 3 ſtood; 998 8 


un, 


re 


Fierce as a Lion, if provok'd abroad 
Elſe ſoft as Angels, charming as a God. 


E 4 — Hen, 
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Hen. One ſo accompliſh'd, and that lov'd you too, 
With what Refenrments n he part with you? 7 
Methinks I pity him But oh! in vain; 
He's both above my Pity and my Pain, [Aſide, 

Queen. Wat means this ſtrange Diſorder ? _ 

Hen. Vonder view, 

That which J fear will diſcompoſe you too, 
: Enter Don Carlos, and Poſa. 

Queen. Alas, the Prince! There to my Mind appears 
Something that in n: e moves unuſual Fears. 

Away, Henrietta = [Offers to 90. 

D Car. Why would you be gone? 

Is Carlos Sight ungrateſul to you grown? 
If 'tie, ſpeak: In Obedience Fi] retire, 
Queen. No, you may ſpeak,but muſt advance no nigher, 
P. Car. Muſt I then at that awſul Diſtance 1 
As our Fore-fathers were compell'd to do, 
When they Petitions made at that great Shrine, 
Where none but the High Prieſt might enter in? 
Let me approach Pve-nothing for your Ear, 
But what's ſo pure it might be offer'd there. 
Qucen. Too long tis ; dang? rous for me here to ſtay: 
If yo1 you muſt ſpeak, proceed: What would you ſay? 


[Carlos kneel;, 


| Nay, this ſtrange Ceremony pray give o'er, 
D. Car. Was I ne'er in this Poſture ſeen before? 
Ah! can your cruel Heart ſo ſoon reſign 
All Senſe of theſe ſad Sufferings of mine? 
To your more juſt Remembrance, if you can, 
Recal how Fate ſeem'd kindly to ordain 
That once you ſhou'd be mine; which I beliey'd; 
Tho now, alas! 1 find I was deceiv'd. 
| Queen, Then, Sir, you ſhould your Fate, not me upbraid. 
D. Car. 1 will not ſay y'ave broke theVows you made; 
Only implore you would not quite forget 
The Wretch y'ave oft ſeen dying at your Feet, 
And now no other Fayour begs to have, 
Than ſuch kind Pity as becomes your Slave. 
For midſt your higheſt Joys, without a Crime, 
At leaſt you gow and then may think of him. 


| Queens 


My Heart and Faith become your Father's Right; 
All other Paſſions I muſt now forget. | 


Upon your Heart ſuch mighty Influence, 

| That I muſt be for ever baniſh'd thence ? 

Had I been rais'd to all the Heights of Pow'r, 
In Triumph crown'd the World's great Emperour, 
| Of all its Riches, all its State poſſeſs'd, | 

| Yet you ſhould ſtill have Frog 00 in my Breaſt, 


Who wants not Will, but P 


| Kind Look pay doubly all I've undergone, 
| And knew you but the Innocence I bear, 
| How pure, how ſpotleſs all my Wiſhes are, 


| When all I ask you may fo ſafely grant. 
That ſtill at leaſt I cannot be unkind. 


| That ſees a heap of Gems before him caſt, _ 
| Thence to chuſe any that mav pleaſe him beft ; 
From the rich Treaſure whilſt [ Choice ſhould make, 


Dazzled with all, I know not where to take. 
| I would be rich | 


| I fear I have already given too much, 


— kB GB 
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Queen, If e' er you loy'd*me, you would this forbear ; ö 
[t is a Language which J dare not hear. pin 


D. Car. Can then a Crown and Majeſty diſpenſe | 8 


Queen. In vain on her yoy Obligations lay, 
Wer to repaye | 
Hen, Yet had you Henrietta's Heart, you would be 
At leaſt ſtrive to afford him all you coule. [Aſide. 
D. Car. Oh! ſay not you want Pow'r ; you may with | 


(one 
You would not ſeruple to ſupply my Wan!, 


Queen. I know not what to grant ; too well I find 


D. Car. Afford me then that little which I crave. 
Queen, You ſhall not want what I may let you have. 


| [Grwves her Hand ſighing, 
D. Car. Like one | i ſughing 


— 


Queen, . Nay, you too far encroach ; 


[Tarns from himy, 


D. Car. Oh take not back again th* appearing Bliſs 
How difficult's the Path to Happineſs! _ 
| Whilft up the Precipice we climb with Pain, 
One little Slip throws us quite down again. 
Stay. Madam, tho you nothing more can give 
Than juft enough to keep a Wreich aliye ; 
| "4 7 


* : 


At 
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Juſt ſhew me Heav'n, to ſhut it in again? 


The Braye may "Ft themſelyes be bappy made, 


— K—— ̃¶ . ¹¹ A 


At leaſt remember how I've loyd 

Queen. —! will. 

D. Car. That was ſo kind, that I muſt beg more ill; 
Let me love on: It is a very poor 
And eaſy Grant, yet I'll requeſt no more. 

Queen. Do you believe that you can Love retain, 


And not expect to be belov'd again ? 


D. Car. Yes, I will love, and think I'm happy too, 
So long as I can find that you are fo : 
All my Diſquiets baniſh from my Breaſt ; 


I will endeavour to do ſo at leaſt.  [Sighing deeply, 


Or if I can't my Miſeries outwear, 
IRE never more ſhall come t'offend your Ear. (admire, 
Queen. Love then, brave Prince, whilſt III thy Love 
Gives her Hand, which Don Carlos are all thi 
Speech kiſſes eagerly. 
Yet keep the Flame ſo pure, ſuch chaſte Deſi re, 


That without Spot hereafter we above 


May meet, when we ſhall come all Soul, all Love. | 

Till when——Oh ! whither am I run altray ? . 

1 grow too weak, and muſt no longer ſtay: 

For ſhould I, the ſoft Charm ſo ſtrong would grow, 

I find that 1 ſhall want the Power to go. 

[Ex Queen and Henrietia, 

D. Car. Oh ſweet- 

If ſuch Tranſport be in a | Tafte lo ſmall, 

How bleſs'd muſt he be that poſſeſſes all!! 


Where am I, Po/a? Where's theQueen ? [Sranding a amax 4 


Poſa. My Lord, 

A while ſome Reſp pite to your Heart afford ; 

The Queen's retired——— _ wt 
D. Car, ———Retir'd ! And did ſhe then 


This little Eafe augments my Pain the more; 

For now I'm more impatient than before, 

And have diſcover'd Riches make me mad. 
Pcſa. But ſince thoſe Freaſures are not to be had, 

You ſhould corre ct Deſires that drive you on. 

Beyond that Duty which becomes a Son.. 

No longer let the Tyrant Love invade; 
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You to your Father now muſt all reſign. | 

D. Car. But &er he robb'd me of her, ſhe was mine. 

To be my Friend-is all thou haſt to do, e 
For half my Miſeries thou canſt not know. _ | 
Make my ſelf happy ! Bid the Damn'd do ſo; ; 
Who in ſad Flames muſt be for ever toſs'd, 
Yet till i in view of the lov'd Heay' n th'ave loſt, LES. 


. 
» 


* 


ACT IE SG NN 
' The Grove con 7nues. | 


5 Enter Don John of Auſtria;. 
D. J. O W vainly would dull Moraliſts impoſe 


Limits om Love, whoſe Nature, brooks no- 
| Love is a God, and like a God ſhould be. (Laws? 


Inconſtant with unbounded Liberty, „ 
Rove as he liſt | „ 
| I find it; for ev'n now I've had a Feaſt, 
4, Of which a God might coyet. for a Taſte. 
Methinks I yet 
dee with what foft Devotion in her Eyes 
| The tender Lamb came to the Sacrifice. 
„ob how her Charms ſurpriz'd me as I lay!” 
Like too near Sweets they took my, Senſe away 55 
And 1 ev'n,loſt the Pow'r to reach a Joy. : 
But thoſe croſs Witchcrafts ſoon unravell'd were, 
And I was lull'd in Trances ſweeter fa: 
As anchor'd Veſſels in calm Harbours ride, | 
Rock'd on the Swellings of the floating : + "os 
How wretched's then the Man, who tho alone- 
He thinks he's bleſt, yet as confin'd to ole, ns 
Is but at beſt a.Pris*ner on a Throne? a 
To him King attended, Poſa, an 4 Gomtez, | op 
King. Ye mighty Powers, "whoſe Sub ſtutes ut ares. 
On. dem y aye lain af Earth.the. Rule n and Cares. 
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W hy all our Toils do you reward with ul; 
And to thoſe weighty Cares add greater ill ? 
Oh how could I your Deities enrage, 

That bleſs*d my Youth thus to afflict my Age! 'E 
A Queen and a Son's Inceſt | diſmal Thought! 

D. John. What is't ſo ſoon his Majeſty has brought 
EY Gomez, 
From the fof Arms of his young Bride? 
King. Ay true! 

Is ſhe not, Auftria, young and charming too? 
Doſlt thou not think her to a | Wonder fair? 
Tell me 

D. 35 B Heav'n more bright than Planes are: 

He Beauty's Force might ev'n their Pow'r out-do. 

King. Nay, ſne*s as falſe, and as unconſtant too, 
Oh Auſtria, that a Form ſo outward bright 
Should be within all dark and ugly Night! 

For ſhe, to whom I' ad dedicated all 
My Love, that deareſt Jewel of my Soul, | 
Takes from its Shrine the precious Relict down, 
I' adorn a little Idol of her own, 
My Son! that Rebel both to Heav'n and me! 
Oh the diſtracting Throws of Jealouſy! 
But as a drowning Wretch juſt like to fink, 
See him that threw him in upon the Brink; 
At the third Plunge lays hold upon bis Foe, 
And tugs him down into Deſtruction too: 
So thou from whom theſe Miſeries I've known, 
Shalt bear me out again, or with me drown. 

[ Seizes roughly on Rui-Gomez. 
| R. Go, My Loyalty will teach me how to wait 
All the Succeſſes of my Sov*reign's Fate. 

What is't, Great Sir, you would command me ? 

King. How ? 
What ist? I know not what ld bare thee do: 

Sar Revenge ſor me, tis that I want. 

D. John. Alas! what Frenzy does your Tem per haunt? ? 
Rove 7e ! on whom? _ 

King. On my falſe Queen and Son, (have done 

K. Go, On the! good Heay'n ! what is't that _ 
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Oh had my Tongue been curs'd e'er it had bred 
This Jealouſy | PO [ Half aſide. 8 
e. Then cancel what thou'ſt ſaid. | 
Didſt thou not tell me that thou ſawꝰ'ſt him ſtand 
printing ſoft Vows in Kiſſes on her Hand; 
| Whilſt in requital ſhe ſuch Glances gave, 

Would quicken a dead Lover in his Grave? | 
R. Go, I did; and what leſs could the Queen allow 
| To him, than you to ev'ry Vaſſal ſhow? 

| Th' affording him that little from Love's Store, 
| Imply'd that ſhe for you reſerv'd much more, 
King, Oh, doubtleſs, ſhe muſt have a wondrous Store 
| Of Love, that ſells it at a rate ſo poor. ES ; 
Now thou'dſt rebate my Paſſions with Advice; 
| And when thou ſhou'dſt be active, wou'dſt be wiſe, 
No, lead me where I may their Inceſt ſee, : 
Do, or by Heav'n.— do, and 1']] worſhip thee ! 
| Oh how my Paſlions drive me to and fro ! 

| Under their heavy Weight I yield and bow, 
| But I'll re-gather yet my Strength, and ſtand 
| Brandiſhing all my Thunder in my Hanßc. 

Poſa, And may it be ſent forth, and where it goes 
Light fatally and heavy on your Foes. 1 
But let your Loyal Son and Conſort bear 
No Ill, ſince they of any guiltleſs are. 
Here with my Sword Defiance I proclaim _ 
| To that bold Traitor that dares wrong their Fame, 
D.John.I too dare with my Life theirCauſe make good. 9 

King. Sure well their Innocence y'ave underſtood, 
That you fo prodigal are of your Blood. | 
Or wou'dſt thou ſpea'” me Comfort? I would find 
Mongſt all my Counſellors at leaſt one kind. 
| Yet any thing like that I muſt not hear; 

For ſo my Wrongs 1 ſhould too tamely bear, 
And weakly grow my own mean Flatterer, —_ 
Poja, withdraw I. Exit Poſa. 
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My Lords, all this y'ave heard. OE 

k. Go, Yes, I obſery'd it, Sir, with ſtrift Regard: 
The young Lord's Frieniſhip was too g eat to hide, 
King, Is he then fo to my falle Son ally'd} 


ht ? 
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I am environ'd ev'ry way, and all 
My Fate's unhappy Engines plot my Fall. 
Like Ceſar in the Senate thus I ſtand, _ 
W hilſt Ruin threaten'd him of ey'ry hand. 
From each fide he had warning he muſt die; 
Yet ſtill he brav'd his Fate, and ſo will I, 
To ſtrive for Eaſe would but add more to Pain: ; : 


As Streams that beat againſt their Banks in yain, 
Retreating ſwell into a Flood again, Tp 
No, I'll do things the World ſhall quake to hear: 
My juſt Revenge ſo true a Stamp ſhall bear, 
As hencetorth Heay'n it ſelf ſhall emulate, 
And copy all its Vengeance out by that. 
All but Rai Gomez 1 muſt have withdrawn, 
I've ſomething to diſcourſe with him alone. 3 
| Ex. Omnes, præter King and Gomez, 
Now, Gomez, on thy Truth depends thy Fate: 
 Thou'ft wrought my Senſe of Wrong to ſuch a Height, 
Within my Breaſt it will no longer ſtay, 
But grows each Minute till it force its way. 
I would not find myſelf at laſt deceiv d. 
. Go, Nor would I *gainſt your Reaſon be beliey d. 
Think, Sir, your Jealouſy to be but Fear 
Oft loſing Treaſures, which you hold ſo dear. 
Your Queen and Son may yet be innocent: 
] know but what they did, not what they meant. 
King. Meant! what ſhould Looks, and Sighs, and Preſ- 
No, no; I need not hear it o'er again. (ſings mean! 
No RepetitionSm—ſomething muſt be done, 
Now there's no III I know that I would ſhun. 
PH fly, till them I've in their Inceſt found, 
3 Full charg'd with Rage, and with my Vengeance hot; 
Like a Granado from a Cannon ſhot, „ 
Which lights at laſt upon the Enemy's Ground, 5 
Then breaking deals Deſtruction all around. [Exit King. 
X. Go, So, now his Jealouſy is at the Top, _ 
| Each little Blaſt will ſerve to keep it up. _, 
But ſtay; there's ſomething I've omitted yet; 
Feſa's mine Enemy; and true, he's greats. 


— Alas, 
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Alas, I'm arm'd 'gainſt all that he can do; 

For my. Snare's large enough to hold him too: 
Yet I'll diſguiſe that Purpoſe for a while; 

But when he with the reſt is caught "th? Toil, 

| 1! boldly out, and wanton in the Spoil, 


E nter Poſa, 


You, who ſo eminent a Fav'rite are hey 
In a King's Eye, ſhould ne'er be abſent thence, 


| Are cheriſh'd, and ſo tread a ſafer way, 
Rich in that Bliſs the World waits to enjoy, 


I wiſh there were no publick Enemies; 

No lurking Serpents Poiſon to diſpenſe, 

Nor Wolves to prey on noble Innocence; 
No Flatt'rers, that with Royal Goodneſs ſport, 
Thoſe ſtinking Weeds that over- run a Court. 


"T5 


R. Go. No, Sir, *tis you that by a riſing Prince 


III 


Poſa. My Lord Rui-Gomex ! and the King not here! 


Poſa. Since what may bleſs the World we ought to prize, 


R. Go. Nay, if good Wiſhes any thing could do, 


I have as earneſt Wiſhes, Sir, as you: 
| That tho perhaps our King enjoys the beſt 
| Of Pow'r, yet may he ſtill be doubly bleſs'd. 
My he— | 


Since for Great Philip's Good I would you were 


eſ- (If poſſible) more honeſt than you are. 


Poſa. Nay, Gomez, you ſhall ne'er out- do me there; q 


WW K. Co. Why, Poſa ; what Defect can you diſcern ? © 


Tho this Ill boldly juſtify to all, 
That you contrive a gen'rous Prince's Fall. 


To laugh it off: I come not here to ſport, | 
1 do not, Sir. | | 5 
R. Go. Young Lord, what Meaning has 
| This Heat? 5 
Po ſa. To let you ſee I know y'are baſe. 


By Heay'n, I thought bad j eſted all this while, 


R. Go. Nay then, I Pardon ask that 1 did ſmile : 


Poſa, Nay, half your Myſteries I'm yet to learn; 


5 BE [Gomez ſmiles, 
| Nay, think not by your Smiles, and careleſs Port, 


Bafe ! 


T1 - Do x CaRLos, 

' Baſe ! 
| Poſe Yes, more baſe han impotent or 913. 
All Virtue in thee, like thy Blood, runs cold: 


Thy rotten putrid Carcaſe is leſs full 


Of Rancour and Contagion than thy Soul, ; 

Ev'n now before the King I faw it plain; 

But Duty to that Preſence aw'd me then: 

| Yet there I dar'd thy Treaſon with my Sword : 

But (till 

Thy Villany talk'd all; Courage had not a Word. 

True, thou art old; yet if thou baſt a Friend, 

To whom thy curſed Cauſe thou dar'ſt commend 3 $ 

Gainſt him in publick I' the Innocence 

Maintain of the fair Queen and injur'd Prince, 

R. Go. Farewel, bold Champion- — 

Learn better how your Paſſions to diſguiſe, 

Appear leſs cholerick, and be more wiſe, [Exit R. 60 
Poſa. How frail is-all the Glory we defign, 

- Whilft ſuch as theſe haye Pow'r to undermine ? 

Unhappy Prince! who might'{t have ſafely ſtood, 

If thou hadſt been leſs great, or not ſo good, 

Why the vile Monſter's Blood did I not ſhed, 

And all the Vengeance draw on my own Head? ? 

My Honour ſo had had this juſt Defence, 

That Ipreſery'd my Patron and my Prince, 
Enter Carlos and the Queen. 

Brave Carlos: Ha! he's here. O Sir, take heed, 

By. an unlucky Fate your Love is led, 

The King, the King your Father's jealous grown z 

\ Forgetting her his Queen, or you his Son, 

Calls all his Vengeance up againſt you both. 

D. Car. Has then the falſe Rui-Gomez broke his Oath; 
And, after all, my Innocence betray d? | 
Poſa. Yes, all bis ſubil' & Snares are for you laid, 

The King within this Minute will be here, 

And you are ru:n'd, f but ſeen with her. 

Retire my Lord — 

Queen. How ! is he jealous grown "I 


I thought my Virtue he had better known, 


Hi 
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His unjuſt Doubts have ſoon found out the Way 
To make their Entry on our Marriage- Day: . 
For yet he has not known with me a Night : — 
| Perhaps his Tyranny is his Delight; x 
And to ſuch Height his Cruelty is grown, 3 
He'd exerciſe it on his Queen and Son. | | 
| But ſince, my Lord, this Time we muſt obey — 
Our Intereſt, I beg you would not ſtay: 
| Not ſeeing you, he may to me be juſt, | 
D. Car. Should I then leave you, Madam? {| 
een. Yes, you muſt, 1 Pi | f 
D. Car. Not then when Storms againſt your Virtue riſe. 
No; ſince to loſe you wretched Carlos dies, EY 
He'll have the Honour of it, in your Cauſe. 
This is the nobleſt thing that Fate could do; 
[She thus abates the Rigour of ber Laws, 
Since 'tis ſome Pleaſure bu to die for you. 
Queen. Talk not of Death, for that ev'n Cowards dare, 
| When their baſe Fears compel 'em to deſpair, _ ” 
Hope's the far nobler Paſſion of the Mind 
Fortune's a Miſtreſs that with Caution kind 
Knows that the Conſtant merit her alone, —- 
They who, tho ſhe ſeem'd froward, yet court on. 
D. Car. To wretched Minds thus ſtill ſome Comfort 
gleams: 8 b 
And Angels eaſe our Griefs, tho but with Dreams. 
[1 have too oft already been deceiv'd, | 
And the Cheat's grown too plain to be believ'd. . 
You, Madam, bid me go. [ Looking earneſily at the Queen. 
Queen, You muſt. FT Fo 
Poſa. You ſhall. - 
Alas, I love you, would not ſee you fall; 
And yet may find ſome Way t'evade it all. 5 
D. Car. Thou, Poſa, ever wert my trueſt Friend; 
lalmoſt wiſh thou wert not now ſo kind. 
Thou of a Thing that's loſt tak'ſt too much Care ; . 
And you, fair Angel, too indulgent are. [To the Queen. 
| Great my Deſpair ; but ſtill my Love is higher. 
Well — in Obedience to you Il retice ; 


Tho 
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| Tho during al the Storm F will be nigh, 
Where if 1 ſee the Danger grow too high, 
To ſaye you, Madam, ll come forth and die, 
[Exit Don Carlos 
5 Enter King and Rui. Gomez. 
Ring. Who would have gueſs'd that this had ever den 
LSeeing Poſa and the Queen, 
Diſtraction! Where ſhall my Revenge begin ? | 
Why, he's the very Baud to all her Sin ; 
And to diſguiſe it puts on Friendſhips Mask: 
But his Diſpatch, Rui Gomez, is thy Task. 
With him pretend fine private Conference, 
And under that Diſguiſe ſeduce him hence; 
Then in ſome Place fit for the Deed impart 
The Bus'neſs by a 2 ard to his Heart, 
R. Go, Tis done. 


King. So Madam ——— [Steps to the Queen, 
Nueen,— By the Fury in your Eyes, 
I underſtand you come to tyrannize. 
I hear you are already jealous grown, | 
And dare ſuſpect my Virtue with your TEE. 
King. Oh Woman- kind! thy Myſt'ries who can a ſean | 
Too deep for eaſy, weak, believing Man? 
Hold, let me look: Indeed y'are wond' rous fair; ; 
So on the outſide Sodem's Apples were: 
And yet within, when open'd to the View, 
Not nai Y dang'rous, or ſo foul as you. - 
Queen. Unhappy wrerched Woman that I am! 
And you unworthy of a Husband's Name! 
Do you not bluſh ? 
King. Yes, Madam, for your Shams:: 
Bluſh too, my Judgment e'er ſhould prove ſo faint, 
To let me chuſe a Devil for a Saint. 
When firſt I ſaw and lov'd that tempting Eye, 
The Fiend within the Flame I did not ſpy ; 
But till ran on and cheriſh'd my Deſires, 
For heav*nly Beams miſtook internal Fires; * 
Such raging Fires as you have ſince thought fir 
Alone my Son, my Son's hot Youth ſhould meet. 
Oh „ Vengeance — 


Queen, 


1h 
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een. Poor ungen'rous King! 

How mean's the Soul from which ſuch Tho 
Was it for this I did ſo late ſubmit, | (ſpring ! 
To let you whine and languiſh at my Feet; | 

When with falſe Oaths you did my Heart beguile, 


And proffer'd all your Empire for a Smile ? 
| Then, then my Freedom *twas I did reſign, 
| Tho you ſtill {wore you would preſerve it mine. 
And ill it ſhall be fo, for from this Hour 
{ 1 vow to hate, and never ſee you more. 
Nay, frown not, Philip, for you ſoon ſhall know 


can reſent and rage as well as you, | 
King, By Hell, her Pride's as raging as her Luft, 
A Guard there Seize the Queen—— [Enter Guard. 


Enter Carlos, and intercepts the Guards. 
D. Car. Hold, Sir, be juſt. 


A Title I was always proud to own. 


| Firſt look on me, whom once you call'd your Son ow 8 


King. Good Heav'n! to merit this what have I done, 
That he too dares before my Sight appear ? 


D. Car, Why, Sir, where is the Cauſe that I ſhould fear? 


Bold in my Innocence, I come to know 

The Reaſon why you uſe this Princeſs ſo. 0 
King. Sure I ſhall find ſome way to raiſe this Siege: 

He talks as if *twere for his Privilege. | 

Foul Raviſher of all my Honour, hence! : 

But ſtay ! Guards, with the Queen ſecure the Prince. 

Wherefore in my Revenge ſhould I be flow? 

Now in my Reach, Il daſh 'em at a Blow. 


Enter Don John of Auſtria, Ebol!, Henrietta, and Garcia, 
D. John, I come, Great Sir, with Wonder here, to ſee 


Your Rage grown up to this Extremity — 


What is' that they to merit Chains haye done ? 
Or is't your own wild Jealouſy alone? 

King. O Auſtria, thy vain Enquiry ceaſe, 
If thou haſt any value for thy Peace. | 
My mighty Wrongs ſo loud an Accent bear, 
'Twould make thee miſerable but to hear. 


Againſt your beauteous Queen, and loyal Son ; £ Fin 


D, Car. 


ughts muſt 
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D. Car. Father, if I may dare to call you ſo, 

Since now I doubt if l'm your Son or no; 

As you have ſeal'd my Doom, 1 may complain. 


King. Will then that Monſter dare to ſpeak again? 
D. Car. Les: Dying Men ſhould not their Thoughts 
And ſince you take ſuch Joy in Cruelties, (diſguiſe; 


Ere of my. Death the new Delight begin, 
Be pleas'd to hear how cruel you have been. 
Time was that we were ſmil'd on by our Fate, 
You not unjuſt, nor J unfortunate ; 
Then, then I was your Son, and you were glad 
To hear my early Praiſe was talk'd abroad. 
Then Love's dear Sweets you to me would diſplay, 
Told me where this rich beauteous "Treaſure lay, 
And how to gain't inſtructed me the Way, 
I came, and faw, and loy'd, and bleſs'd you for't, 
But then when Love had ſeal'd her to my Heart, 
Iou violently tore her from my Side: = 
And *cauſe my bleeding Wound I could not hide, 
But ſtill ſome Pleaſure to behold her took, | 
You now will have my Life but for a Look, 
Wholly forgetting all the Pains J bore, 
Your Heart with envious Jealouſy boils o'er, 
Cauſe I can love no leſs, and you no more. ; 
Hen. Alas! how can you hear his ſoft Complaint, 
And not your harden'd ſtubborn Heart relent? 
Turn, Sir, ſurvey that comely, awful Man, 
And to my Pray'rs be cruel if you can. 
EKing. Away, Deluder, who taught thee to ſue? 


Eboli. Loving the Queen, what is't ſhe leſs can do, 


Than lend her Aid againſt the dreadful Storm? 


King, Why can the Devil dwell too in that Form? 


| This is their little Engine by the b, 
| AScout to watch and tell when Danger's nigh. 
Come pretty Sinner, thou'lt inform me all, 


How, where, and when ; nay, do not fear ou ſhall, 


Hen. Ah, Sir, Unkind.! | | 
King. — Now hold thy Syren's Tongue: 


Who would have thought there was a Witch ſo young [2 


D. John. 
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1 . 


When . . are become Petitioners. 


For ſne did ſtill preſerve her Honour's Throne, 

And daſh the bold aſpiring Devils down, 

| If to her Cauſe you do not Credit give, 

| Fondly againſt your Happineſs you'll ſtrive; £ 
As ſome loſe Heav'n, becauſe they won't believe. 


| Not not your Virtue to add more to mine. 
And owns Offences which he never 3 


I ſhiver all, and know not "what T do. 


Whole Winter Nights ſtood under Heav'ns ; wide Roof, 
Daring my Foes; now am not Beauty proof. 


| Ti'In{eRion's fatal, and who ſees em dies. Going away. 
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D. John. Can you to ſuing Beauty ſtop your Ears? 


[Takes up Hen. and makes his Addreſs to her. 
Heav'n lays its Thunders by, and gladly hears, 


Eboli, Ha! what makes Auſtria ſo officious ? 


| That Glance ſeems as it ſent his Heart to her, 


[ Aſide to Garcia, 5 
D. "Pa A Banquet then of Blood ſince you Ar | 1 


vet you may ſatisfy your ſelf with mine, 1 
| 1 love the Queen, 1 have confeſs'd, *tis true: 1 
Proud too to think I love her more than you; 

| Tho ſhe, by Heay'n, is clear 
| Have been unjuſt, and do deſerye to bleed. | 

{ There were no lawleſs Thoughts that I did want, 
Which Love had Pow'r to ask, or Beauty grant; 

| Tho I ne'er yet found Hopes to raiſe em on, 8 


but J indeed 


Veen. Whilſt, Prince, my Preſervation you deſign, 


The Clearneſs of my Truth I'd not have _—_ | 
By any other Light beſides its own. _ 
No, Sir, he thro' Deſpair all this has ſaid, 


— 


Why ſhould you think that T would do you wrong? 
Muit 1 needs be unchaſte, becauſe I'm young ? | 
King. Unconſtant wav'ring Heart, why heav'ſt thou 05 ? 


I who ere now have Armies led to Fight, 
Thought War a Sport, and Danger a Delight ; 
On tuen away thole Baſilisks, thy Eyes; 


een. Oh, do not fly me; I have no Deſign 
pon your Life, for you may yer ſaye mine, [Kneels. 


or 


3 © — 
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Not true! 


1 give thee Life 


| And never come into my Sight again: . 


She heats me firſt, then ſtroaks me tame again. 


Tbinbeſt thou that 1 have Joy to part with thee ? 
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On if at laſt I muſt my Breath ſubmit, 


Here take it, tis an Off ring at your Feet: 
Will you not look on me, "my deareſt Lord ? 
King, Why? wouldſt thou live? 
Queen. Yes, if you'll ſay the Word, | 
D. Car, Oh Heay'n ! how coldly and unmoy'd he ſees 


A praying Beauty 3 on her Knees ! 
Riſe, Madam 


[Steps to tale her 2 
King. Bold Encroacher, touch her not: 


Into my Breaſt her Glances thick are ſhot, 
Stay, let me ſee—by Heav'n thou art 


[Looks earneſily on her, 
Oh my fooliſh Heart! 
but from this time refrain, 


A falſe vile Woman 


Veen. This you wind not do, 


At leaſt till I've convinc'd you I am true, 


Grant me but ſo much time; and when that's done, | 
If you think fit, for ever 1 Il be gone. 


King. I've all this while been angry, but in vain: 
Oh, wer't thou true, how happy ſhould I be! 


No, all my Kingdom for the Bliſs I'd give : 
Nay, tho it were not ſo, but to believe. 
Come, for I can't avoid it, cheat me quite. 
Qzeen. I would not, Sir, deceive you, if I might, 
But if you'll take my Oaths, by all above, 
'Tis you, and only you that 1 will loye. 
Rind. Thus as a Mariner. that fails along, 
With Pleaſure hears th* enticing Siren's Song, 
Unable quite his ſtrong Deſires to bound, 


Boldly leaps in, tho certain to be drown . 


Come to wy Boſom then, make no Delay: 1 
[Takes her in his Arm, 


My Rage is kuſh's, and 1 have room for Joy. 


Queen. Again you'll think that 1 unjuſt will prove. 
. No, thou art all 0'er Truth, and 1 all Love. 
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Oh that we might for ever thus remain 


In folded Arms, and never part again! : 
Queen, Command me any thing, and try your Pow'r. 
King. Then from this Minute ne'er ſee Carlos more. 
Thou Slave, that dar'ſt do Ill wien ſuch a P ort, 
ſes Forever here I baniſh thee my Court, 
Within ſome Cloiſter lead a private Life, 
ud That I may love and rule without this Strife, 
.* {We Zb2li, receive her to thy Charge: IT 
The Treaſure's precious, and the Truſt is large, 
Whilſt I retiring hence, my ſelf make fit | 
ber. No wait for Joys which are to fierce too meet. [Ex. King. 


t D. Car. My Exile from his Preſence I can bear 7 
5 With Pleaſure : But no more to look on her! 1 
Oh 'tis a dreadful Curſe I cannot bear. 5 


No, Madam, all- his Pow'r ſhall nothing do: 

Jin ſtay and take my Baniſhment from you. 

Do you command me, ſee how far I'll fly. 
Queen, Will Carlos be at laſt my Enemy? 

Conſider this Submiſſion I have ſhown, 

More to preſerve your Safety than my own. 

Ungratefully you needleſs Ways deviſe, 

+. loſe a Life which 1 ſo dearly prize. 


D. Car. So now her Fortune's made, and I am left 


Bleſs'd with your Sight 1 was prepar'd to die. 
But now to loſe it drives me to Deſpair, 
Making me wiſh to die, and yet not dare. 


And never more into your Preſence come, 
Since I already find Pm troubleſome. 


Well, to ſome ſolitary Shore Il roam, . 5 £ 
[Is going. 5 


Veen. Stay, Sir, yet ſtay ;—You ſhall not leave me ſo. 


D. Car. Ha! Rp 

Queen, I! muſt talk with you before you go. 

Arm's Oh Carlos, how unhappy is our State? 
How foul a Game was play'd us by our Fate? 


ve. Who promis'd fair when we did firſt begin, 2 
ve. Till envying to ſee us like to win, | 


Strait fell ro cheat, and threw the falſe Lot in. 


Oh 


Alone, a naked Wanderer to ſhift, „„ 
Madam, you might have ſpar'd the Cruelty, [To the Queen. 


rr adn 
* * 


A 
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My Vows to you I now remember all. 
D. Car. Oh, Madam, I can hear no more— [Knee 
Queen, — You hall. 3 LKneels th, 
For I can't chuſe but let you know, that I, | 
If you'll reſolve on't, yet will with you die. | 
D. Car, Sure nobler Gallantry was never known. 6 


Good Heav'n! This Bleſſing is too much for one: 
No, *tis enough for me to die alone. 5 
My Father, all my Foes I now forgive. 

Queen. Nay, Sir, by all our Loves I charge you liye, 
But to what Country whereſoe'er you go, N | 
Forget not me, for 1']] remember you. 

D. Car. Shall I ſuch Virtue and ſuch Charms forget 
No, never — —- a 

Queen. Oh that we had never met, 

But in our diſtant Climates till been free! 

I might have heard of you, and you of me: 

So towards Happineſs more ſafely moy'd; _ 

And never been thus wretched, yet have lov'd. 

What makes you look ſo wildly ?—Why d'ye tart ? 

D. Car. A faint cold Damp iz thickning round my Heat 
= Queen, What ſhall we do:? 

D. Car. Do any thing but part; 

Or ſtay ſo long till my poor Soul expires 

In view of all the Glory it admires. 
Eboli. In ſuch a Lover how might I be bleſs'd ! 
Oh!] were [ of that noble Heart poſſeſs'd, _ | 
How ſoft, how eaſy would I make his Bands! (4/48 
But, Madam, you forget the King's Commands : 
5 | I [To the Nuten. 


Longer to ſtay, your Dangers will renew, 
D. Car. Ah Princeſs! Lover's Pains you never knew; 
Or what it is to part, as we muſt do. i 
Part ioo for ever.... | | 

After one Minute never more to ſtand 

Fix'd on thoſe Eyes, or preſſing this ſoft Hand. 
*Twere but enough to feed one, and not ſtarve; 
Yet that is more than I did &er deſerve: 

Tho Fate to us is niggardly and poor, 

That from Eternity can't ſpare one Hour, 85 


23 


— 
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Queen. If it were had, that Hour would ſoon be gone, 
e And we ſhould wiſh to draw another on. 

No, rigorous Neceſſity has made 

Us both his Slaves, and now will be aber d. 

Come, let us try the n mow to bear, 


Adieu- | 
D. Car. Farewel. TL Looking at each who, 
ed IK fix d and rooted here, 
| cannot ſtir, 
Ve, Queen, Shall I the Way then ſhow ? 
Row hold, my Heart= 
[Goes to the Door, then ſtops, and turns back again. 
Nay, Sir, why don't you go? 
D. Car. Why do you ſtay 2 | 
Quecn. I won't. 55 
D. Car, Voi ſhall a While. LKneels. 
With one Look more my Miſeries beguile, 1” 
That may ſupport my Heart till you are gone. 
een. Oh Ebolt ! thy Help, or I'm undone, 
) [Tales hold on Eboli. 
Hean. Here take i it then, and with it too my Life. 
| [Leans into Eboli's Arms, 
D. Car. My Courage with my Tortures is at Strife, 
Since my Griefs Cowards are, and dare not kill, 
[ll try to vanquiſh and out-toil the III. | 
Well, Madam, now I'm ſomething hardier grown: 
dince I at laſt perceive you muſt be gone, 

o venture the Encounter I'll be bold; [ Leads her to the 
For certainly my Heart will ſo long. bold. (Door. 
Farewel be happy as) *are fair and true. 

Queen, And all Heav'n's kindeſt Angels wait on you. 

Exit with Eboli. 

D. Car. Thus long I've wander'din Love's crooked Way, 
dy Hope's deluding Meteor led aſtray : 

For ere I've half the dang'rous Deſart croſs d, 

The dimm ring Light's s gone out, and I am loſt. | 
LExis Von Carlos, 


\ 
zet! 


Aſid. 


* 


a 


a 2 ACT 
Veen. , 


e 


D. Car. AE next is the Apartment of the Queen: 


Thus is it whk the Souls of murder'd Men, [Returns.. 
Who to their Bodies would again repair; 
But finding that they cannot enter there, 
Mourning and groaning wander in the Air, 
Robb'd of my Love, and as unjuſtly throẽ hn 
From all thoſe Hopes that promis'd me a Crown; { 
My Heart, with the Diſhonour's to me done, | 


Tho Patience be the Virtue of a God, 


Since Triumph crown'd my Birth, I'll have my Fate 


'To Flanders, Poſa, ſtrait my Letters ſend; 

Tell 'em, the injur'd Carlos is their Friend : : 
And that to head their Forces I deſign; 
So vindicate their Cauſe, if they dare mine. 


' Let th* common Rout like Beaſts love to be dull, 
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Aer W. SGE 


80 EN E, The Anti- Chamber to the Queen! 


Apartments 


Enter Don Carlos and Polt. 


In yain I try, I muſt not venture in. 
[1s going. 


Is poiſon d, (wells too mighty for my Breaſt: 
But it wil! break, and 1 ſhall be at Reſt, 
No: Dull Deſpair this Soul ſhall never load: 


Gods never feel the Iils that govern here, 

Or are above the Injuries we | bear, | 

Father and King ; both Names bear mighty Senſe : 
Vet ſure there's ſomething too in Son and Printe. 
I was born high, and will not fall leſs great; 


As glorious and majeſtick too as that, 


Poſa. To th? Rebels 


CY 


D. Car. No, th'are Friends; their Cauſe is juſt ; 
Or, when I make it mine, at leaſt it muſt, 


Whilſt ſordidly they live at Eaſe and full; 


Sent 
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Senſeleſs what Honour and Ambition means, 
And ignorantly drag their Load of Chains, 

Jam a Prince, have bad a Crown in view, 

And cannot brook to loſe the Proſpect now. 

If th'art my Friend, do not wy Will delay. | 

Poſa, I'll do't l. Exit Poſa. 

„ any boli. „ | 

Eboli, My Lord, 7 | 
D. Car. Who calls me ? | | 
Eholi. You muſt ſtay. 
D. Car. What news of freſh Affliction can you bear? 
£boli, Suppoſe it were the Queen; you'd ſtay for her? 
D. Car. For her? yes, ſtay an Age, for ever ſtay; 3 

Say ev'n till Time it ſelf ſhould paſs away; 

Fix here a Statue never to remove, | 
An everlaſting Monument of Love. 


Tho, may a Thing ſo wretched as [ am 
| { But the leaſt Place in her Remembrance claim? 


z 
as 


Evolt, Yes, if you dare believe me, Sir, you do; 
We both can talk of nothing z eſe but vou: | 
Wuilſt from the Theme ev'n Emulation ſprings, 
Each ſtriving who ſhall ſay the kindeſt things, 

D. Car. But from that Charity I poorly live, 
Which only pities, and can nothing give, 

Ubol;, Nothing! Propoſe what *tis you claim, and 1 
tor ought you know, may be Security. 

D. car. No, Madam, what's my Due none ere can pays 
There ſtands that Angel Honour in the way, 
Watching his Charge with never-ſleeping 7 
And ſtops my Entrance into Paradiſe. 

Eholi. What Paradiſe? What Pleaſures can you know, ; 
Which are not in my Power to beſtow ? | 

D. Car. Love, Love, and all thoſe eager melting Charms 
The Queen muſt yield when in my Father's Arms, 

That Queen, fo excellently, richly fair, | 
Jove, could he come again a Lover here, | 8 
| Would court Mortality to die for her, 

Ob, Madam, take not Pleaſure to renew _ | 
Thoſe Pains, which if IM felt, you would not do. 


F 2 | Ebolg, 
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Eboli. Unkindly urg'd: Think you no Senſe I have 
Of what you feel? now you may take your Leave; 
Something I had to fay ; but let it die, 

D. Car, Why, Madam, who has injur'd you? Not x. 
Eboli. Nay, Sir, your Preſence 1 would not detain : 
Alas! you do not hear that I complain, 

Tho could you half of my Misfortunes ſee, 
1 MNethinks you ſhould encline to pity me. 
bi D. Car. I cannot gueſs what mournful Tale you'd tell; 
| But I am certain you prepare me well, 
Speak, Madam 
Eboli, Say I lov'd, and with a Flame, by 
Which even melts my tender Heart to name: 
| Lov'd too a Man, I will not ſay ingrate, 
Becauſe he's far above my Birth or Fate: 
; Vet ſo far he at leaſt does cruel prove, 
. He proſecutes a dead and hopeleſs Love, 
1 Starves on a barren Rock, and won't be bleſs'd, 
5 Tho I invite him kindly to a Feaſt. 
[i D. Car. What ſtupid Animal could ſenſeleſs lis, 5 
Quicken'd by Beams from that illuſtrious Eye? 
Eboli. Nay, to increaſe your Wonder, you ſhall know, 
That 1, alas! am forc'd to tell him too, 
Till ev'n I bluſh, as now I tell it you. 
D. Car. You neither ſhall have Cauſe of Shame or Fear 
Whole Secrets ſafe within my Boſom are. 
„ Eboli. Then farther I the Riddle may explain, 
bo Survey that Face, and blame me if you can. 
15 | [Shews him his own Pitturt 
PD. Car. Diſtraction of my Eyes! what have they ſeen! 
Ti my own Picture, which I ſent the Queen, 
When to her Fame I paid Devotion firſt, 
Ex pecting Bliſs, but loſt it: I am curs d, 
Curs'd too in thee, who from my Saint dar ſteal 
The only Relick left her of my Zeal; 
j\ And with the Sacrilege attempt my Heart. 
5 Wert thou more charming than thou thinkſt thou art, 
b Almighty Love preſerves the Fort for her, 
| And bids Defiance to thy Entrance there, 


Ebol. 
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Ebolt, Neglected! Scorn'd by Father and by Son! 
What a malicious Courſe my Stars have run? 
But ſince I meet with ſuch unlucky Fate 
In Love, I'll try how I can thrive in Hate: £ 
My own dull Husband may aſſiſt in that. 
| To his Revenge I'll give him freſh Alarms, 
And with the grey old Wizard muſter Charms. 5 
ell bave't; Thanks, Thanks, Revenge: Prince, tis thy Bane, 
| | „„ 18 [ Airde, 
| Can you forgive me, Sir? I hope you can. [To Car, Lay, 
Ii try to recompenſe the Wrongs I've done, 7 
| And better finiſh what is ill begun, VR 
| D. Car, Madam, you at fo ſtrange a rate proceed, 
| 1 [tall begin to think you lov'd indeed. 7 
| Eboli, No matter; be but to my Honour true, 
As you ſhall ever find I'll be to you. 5 
The Queen's my Charge, and you may, on that ſcore, 
Preſume that you ſhall ſee her yet once more. 
I lead you to thoſe ſo much worſhip'd Charms, 
And yield you to my happy Rival's Arme. 
D. Car. In what a mighty Sum ſhall I be bound? 
Nad not think ſuch Virtue could be found. 
Thou Miſtreſs of all beſt Perfections, ſtay : £ 


a>”, 


" 
Feat, Fain I in Gratitude would ſomething ſay; 

But am too far in Debt for Thanks to pay. 

| Enter Don John of Auſtria, 

D. John. Where is that Prince, he whoſe Afflictions ſpeak 
do loud, as all Hearts but his own might break? 

| D. Car. My Lord, what Fate has left me, 1 am here 
Mere Man of all my Comfort ſtripp'd and bare. 
Once, like a Vine, I flouriſh'd, and was young, 

Nich in my ripening Hopes that ſpoke me ſtrong 2 

But now a dry and wither'd Stock am grown, 

And all my Cluſters and my Branches gone. 

D. John. Amongſt thoſe Numbers which your Wrongs 
act, Than me there's none that can reſent em more. (deplore, 
feel a gen'rous Grudging in my Breaſt, | » 

To ſee ſuch Honour, and ſuch Hopes oppreſs'd,- 
The King your Father is my Brother, true; 
Ebel But J ſee more that's like my ſelf in you. 5 
| F'; | Free- 


Fur . 
ſeen! 


. For I was ever an obedient Son; 


126 DoN CarLos, 
Free born 1 am, and not on him depend, 

Oblig'd to none, but whom I call my Friend. 
And if that Title you think fit to bear, | 
Accept the Confirmation of it here. [ Embracter, 
D. Car, From you, to whom Fm by ſuch Kindneſs ty'd, 
The Secrets of my Soul 1 will not hide. 
This gen'rous Princeſs has her Promiſe giv*n, 
U once more hall be brought in ſight of Heav'n; 

To the fa'r Queen my laſt Devotion pay 3: - 
And ten for Flanders l intend my Way, 
Where to th? inſulting Rebels Vil give Law, 
To keep my ſelf from Wrongs, and them in awe. 

D. John, Proſperity to the Deſign, * tis good; 
Both wortby of your Honour and your Blood. 
D. Car. My Lord, your ſpreading Glories flouriln bygh, 
Above the reach or ſhock of Deſtiny ; | 
Kline early nipt, like Buds untimely die. 
Enter Officer of the Guard...” 

off. My Lord, I grieve to tell what you muſt hear 
They are unwelcome Orders which 1 bear, 
Which are to guard you as a Priſoner. 
D. Car. APrisner ! what new Game of Fate's begun? [ 


Henceforth be ever curs'd the Name of Son, 
Since I muſt be a Slave, becauſe I'm one. 
Duty! . to whom? He's not my Father: No: 
Back with your Orders to the Tyrant go; 

Tell him his Fury drives too much one Way 
lfm weary on't, and can no more obey. 

D. John, If ack'd by whofe Commands you did decline 
Your Orders, tell my Brother, *twas by mine. [Ex. Officer 
5 Now were I certain it would ſink me quite, 
I'd ſee the Queen once more, tho but in ſpre, 

Tho he with all his Fury were in place, 

I] would careſs and court her to his Face. 

Oh that I could this Minute die; if fo, 
What he had Joſt he might too lately know, 
Curſing bimſelf to think What he has done: 


With Pleaſure all his Glories ſaw, when young, 
Lookt, and with Pride conſidering whence I ſprung 


Jo 
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Joyſully under him and free I play 'd, 
Bask'd in his Shine, and wanton'd in his Shade 


FF 
| Cancelling all whate'er he then TE RY 

He thrafts me out among the common Herd: 
| Nor quietly will there permit my Stay, 
| Bi drives and haunts me like a Beaſt of Prey, 
| 885 on! O Affliction! 'tis too great, 


Nor have I ever learnt to ſuffer yet. 


[ Tho Ruin at me from, each Side takes aim, _ 
Ind I ſtand thus encompaſs'd round with Flame; 
| io the devouring Fire approaches faſt ; 

| Yet will I try to plunge ; if Power ade 
can at worſt but ſink, and burn at laſt. 


LExif Pon Talon = 
D. John. Go on, purſue thy Fortune while 'tis hot: 
l long for Work where Honour's to be got. 


| But, Madam, to this Prince you're wond'rous kind. 


Ezoli Jou are not leſs to Henriet, I find. 
D. John, Why ſhe's a Beauty, tender, young, and fair. 
7bolj, 1 thought I might in Charms have equall'd her, 


| You told me once my Beauty. was not lefs, 


ls mp your Faith? Are theſe your Promiſes ? 
D. John. You would ſ:em j2alous, but are craf ty grown: 


| Ta me of Fa ſhood to conceal your own. 


J 


591% 21 1288 am: 


| And by my Weakneſs do deſerve that Name, 
| When Heart and Honour I to you reſign'd: 
| Wou'd 1 were not a Woman, or leſs kind. 


D. John. Think you your Falſhood was not plain y ſeen, 


When to your Charge my Brother gave the Queen ? 
Too well I ſaw it; how did you diſpenſe 
| In Looks your Piy toth* affl ted Prince? 
| Whilſt I my Duty paid the King, your time 

Tou watch'd, and fix'd your melting Eyes on him, 


Admir'd bing 
Eboli, Yes, Sir, for his Conſtancy—— 


Put *twas with TM" to think you falſe to me, 
F--4 + 5 When 


* * , OY" © 
CE DE 
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| Farewel. 


Fare wel. [Eboli ſeems to weeh, 
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| When to another's Eye you Homage paid, 
And my tiue Love wrong'd and neglected laid, 


Wrong'd too fo far as nothing can reſtore. 
D, Car, Nay, then let's PRE think of Love no more. 
D. John is going. 
Eboli. Firewd, if Pare reſoly'd to BO : : 
Inhuman Auſiria, can you leave me ſo? 
Enough my Soul is by your Falſhood rack'd; 


Add not to your Inconſtancy Neglect. 
MNMethinks you ſo far might have grateful prov d, 


Not to have quite forgotten chat I lov'd. 
D. John. If &er you lov'd, 'tis you, not I, forget 3 
For a Remove is here too deeply ſet, ' 


Firm rooted, and for ever muſt remain, [Eboli turns away, 


Why thus unkind * 
bol. Why are you jealous den ? [Turns to him, 
D. John. Come, let it be no more! I'm huſh'd and ſtill, 
Win you forgive „ 
Eboli, How can you doubt my Will? 


1 do, 


D. John. Then ſend me not away unbleſs'd. 
Eboli. Till you return 1 will not think of Reſt : 
Carlos will hither ſuddenly repair. 
The next Apartment's mine; I'll wait you there, 


D. John, O do not let me ſee a Tear 
It quenches Joy, and ſtifles Appetite. 


Like War's fierce God upon my Bliſs I'd prey; 
| Who, from the furious Toils of Arms all Day, 
| Returning home to Love's fair Queen at Nighr, 


Comes riotous and hot with full Delight,— [Ex. D, John, 
Eboli. He'as reap'd his Joys, and now he would be free, 


And to effect it puts on Jealouſy : : 
Fut I'm as much a Libertine as he; 


As fierce my Will, as furious my Petre 


Vet will I bold him tho Enjoyment tires, 


He'll ſerve, as common Meats fill up a Feaſt, 


Tho Love and Appetite be at the beſt, | 5 
And look like Plenty , tho we never taſte. 
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Enter Rui-Gomez. 5 
Old 10rd, 1 bring thee News will make thee young. | 
R. Go. Speak; there was always Muſick in thy . 
Eboli Thy Foes are tott'ring, and the Day's thy own; 
Give 'em but one Lift now, and they go down, | 
& Quickly to th' King, and all his Doubts renew, 
Appear difturb'd, as if you ſomething knew 
Tow difficult and dang'rous to relate, 
Then bring him hither lab'ring with the Weight: 
I will take care that Carlos ſha!l be here ; ; 
So for his jealous Eyes a Sight prepare, 
Sha'! prove more fatal than Meduſa's Head, 
And he more monſtrous ſeem than ſhe e'er made. 
Enter King attended. 
King. Still how this Tyrant Dcubt torments my Breaſt! ? 


) 
as 


= When ſhall I get th'Uſurper diſpoſſets'd? _ 

| My Thoughts, like Birds when frighted from their Reſt 
Around the Place where all was buſh'd before 
Fluter, and hardly ſettle any more — 
1 Comes, what art thou thus muſing on? | Sees Gomez. 
6%. I'm thinking what it is to have a Son, | 
| WV = mighty Cares, and what tempeſtuous Strife 
Attend on an unbappy Father's Life: „„ 
| How Children Blethngs ſeem, but Torments are; 
| When young, our Folly ; ; and when old, our . Y 
Nu. Why doſt chou bring theſe odd Reflections here? 
| Thou envieſt ſure the Quiet which 1 bear, a 
E. Co. No, Sir, I joy in th' Eaſe which you poſſeſs, 

| And wiſh you never may have Cauſe for leſs. 
| King, Have Cauſe for leſs! come nearer; thou art ſad, 

„ and look'it as thou wouldſt tell me that I had. 
ohn. No 10 
. w, now 1 feel it riſing up again 

: | Speak quickly, where is Carlos ? Where the Queen ? 

V hat, notaWord ? have my Wrongs ſtruck thee dumb? 8 8 


im, 


Ml. 


veep. 


Or art thou ſwolm and labouring with my Doom, 
| tet dar'ſt not let the fatal Secret come? 
| R. Go. Heav'n great Infirmities to Age allots: 
5 Um old, and have a thouſand doting Though. 
| Seek not to know ? em, Sir. | | 
King. By Heav'n | muſt, 
R. Go, Nay, I would not be by Compulſion juſt. 


„ King. 


Al 


En ier 


130 Den Canknlos, 
King, Yet, if without it you refuſe, you ſhall, 
Re. Go, Grant me then one Requeſt, I'll tell you all, 
King. Name thy Petition, and conclude it done. 
R. Go. lt is that you would here forgive your Son, 5 
For all his paſt Offences to this Hour. 
King. Th'aſt almoſt ask d a Thing berond | my Pow'r, 
But ſo much Goodneſs i'th? Requeſt 1 "find, 
Spite of my ſelf I'll for thy fake be kind: 
His Pardon's ſeal'd; the Secret now declare. 
. Co., Alas! ws only that I ſaw him here, | 
King, Where? With the Queen! Yes, yes, tis s fo, I'm 
Never were Wrongs ſo great as 1 endure ; He: lure, 
So great, that they are grown beyond Complaint, . 
For. half my Patience might have made a Saint. . 
Oh Woman! Monſtrous Woman! 
Did I for this into my Breaſt receive 
The promiſing repenting Fuginve ? 
But, Gomez, I will throw her back again; 
And thou ſhalt ſee me ſmile, and tear her ow. 
TI! cruſh her Heart where all the Poiſon lies, 
Till when the Venom's out, the Viper dies, 
R. Go, They the beſt Method of Revenge * 
Who ſo conirive that it may Juſtice ſnewv; 
Stay till their Wrongs appear at ſuch a Head, 
That Innocence may have no Room to p! 4. 
Your, Fury, Sir, at leaſt a while delay; _ 
1 gueſs the Prince may come again this way: 
| Here Vl withdraw, and watch his Privacy, 
King, And when he's fix*d, be ſure bring word to me, 
Tr} then I'll bridle Vengeance, and retire, 
Within my Breaft ſuppreſs this angry Fire, 70 
Till to my Eyes my Wrongs themſelves diſplay ; | 


| Then, like a Faulcon, gently cut my Way, 
And with. my Pounces ſe1ze th! unwary Prey. 7 
| [Exit King, 


e E bol. | 
Zboli. p ve er de the Buſinefs with Delight, 
And find Revenge will have a Feaſt to Night. 
Tho thy declining Years are in their Wane, . 
3 can perceive there' s Touth till in thy Brain. 


Away: The Queen | is coming hither... [Exit R. Gomes 
| | nien 
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PRINCE of SPAIN, 131. 
Enter Queen and Women, Henrietta, 0 | 
Queen, — Now | 
To all Felicity a long Adieu ; 
Where are you, Eboli? 
Eboli._— Madam, Pm here. 
Queen. O how freſh Fears aſſault me every where! 
= 1 hear that Carlos is a Priſoner made. | 
FEbeli. No, Madam, he the Orders diſobey'd; 
And boldly owns for Flanders he intends, 
To head the Rebels, whom he tiles his Friends: 
but ere he goes, by me does humbly ſue, 
© That he may take his laſt Farewel of you. 
Quien. Will he then force his Deſtiny at laſt? - 
= Hence quickly to him, Ebel, make haſte: 
ell him, I beg his Purpoſe he d delay, 
W Or if that can't his Reſolution ſtay, .. 
= Say I have ſworn not to ſurvive the Hour a 
@ 1n which 1 hear that he has left this Shore, 
rell him, Ive gain'd his Pardon of the King. 
Tell him to (tay him tell him any thing 
Loli, One Word from you his Duty would reſtore 
And tho you promis'd ne'er to ſee him more, 


Heihinks you might upon ſo juſt a Score, "WM 
| But ſee, he's here. | 
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Enter Don Carlos. 
D.Car. Run out of Breath by Fate, . 
And perſecuted by a Father's Hate, 
Weary'd withal, I panting hither fl, 
| To lay my ſelf down at your Feet, and . . 
[ Kn.eels, and kiſſes her Hands, a 
Queen, Oh too uphappy Carlos! Yet unkind? 
'Gainſt you what Harms have ever I deſign'd, 
That you ſhould with ſuch Violence decree 
ngra: efully at laſt to murder me? 
5. Car, Pour all thy Curſes, Heav'n, upon this Head, 
For ve the worſt of Vengeance merited, . | 
That yet I impudently live to hear | . 
My ſelf upbraided of a Wrong to her.. [Riſes. 
Say, has your Honour been by me betray d? ; 
Or nave I Snares 1 entrap your Virtue laid? 
tell me z if not, why do you then upbraid? 
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1322 Dox CARL os, 
Queen. You will not know th'Afflictions which you give; 

Was't not my laſt Requeſt, that you would live? 

1 by our Vows conjur'd it; but I ſee, 

Forgetting them, unmindful too of me, 

Regardleſs, your own Ruin you deſign, 

Tho you are ſure to purchaſe it with mine, SO 
D. Car. I, as you bad me live, obey'd with Pride; 
Tho it was harder far than to have dy'd, 1 
But Loſs of Liberty my Life diſdains; 

Theſe Limbs were neyer made to ſuffer Chains. 
My Father ſhould have ſingled out ſome Crown, 
And bidden me go conquer't for my ow: 
He ſhould have ſeen what Carlos would haye done. 
But to preſcribe my Freedom, ſink melow _ 
To baſe Confinement, where no Comforts flow ; 
But black Deſpair, that foul Tormenter, lies; 
With all my preſent Load of Miſeries; 
Was to my Soul too violent a Smart, 
And rous'd the ſleeping Lion in my Heart. 

Queen. Yet then be kind; your angry Father's Rage, 
I know, ti e leeſt Subaitiion will aſſuige; = 

You're bor w'ti You b, he's cholerick with Age. 

To hm, and pui a tru: Obedience on; 
Be huw:be, n., expreſ> your ſeif a Son. 
Carlos, I beg it of you; Wil rou not? 
D. Car. Metl.inks lis very hard; but yet I'll do't, 
J muſt obey whatever you prefer, | 
Knowing y'ae all divine, and cannot err, 
For if my Doom's unalrable, I ſhall _ 
This way at leaſt with leſs Diſhonour fall: 
And Princes leſs my Tameneſs thus condemn, 
When 1 for you ſhall ſuffer, tho by him. 
QL4cen, In my Apartment farther we'll debate 

Ok this, and for a happy Iſſue wait. e 
Your Preſence there he cannot diſapprove, | 

When it ſhall ſpeak your Duty, and my Love. 

: [Ex. Car. and Queen, 

WE] Enter Rui: Gomez. 
Eboli. Now Gemex, triumph; all is ripe ; the Toil 
Has cau, bt em, and Fate ſaw it with a Smile. | 


Thus 
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Tbus far the Work of Deſtiny was mine; 

But I'm content the Maſter- piece be thine. 

Y Away to th' King, prepare his Soul for Blood; 

A Myſtery thou well haſt underſtood : e 
E Whilſt 1 go reſt within a Lover's Arms, [ute 


g F have already mark*d em for thy own. 

5 Enter King and Poſa at a diſtance, 

Z F Lord the wp be 

= King, Gomez | 

R. Go. The ſame. 

= King, Haſt ſeen DT 

he Prince? | | * 

3 R. Go. I have. _ 

King. Where is he? 

© R. Go, With the Queen. 

3 King, Now ye that dwell in everlaſting Flame, 

And keep Records of all ye mean to damn, 

Whew me, if *mongſt your Precedents there e'er 

WW as ſeen a Son like him, or Wife like her. 

Puk. Gom. x, didſt not hear th' Infernals groan ? 

Boch, Hell, a little, and they are thy own. 

bi. Who ſhould chey be? The King and Gant fare: - 

L «thinks I wiſh that Carlos were ſecure ; [Ate d. Hance. 

For Flanders his Diſpatches I've pre par'd. | 

I King. Who's there? *Tis Poſa, Pander to their Luſt. 

; Drawing near to Poſa. 

3 Now, Gomez, to his Heart thy Dagger thruſt ; 

In the purſuit of Vengeance drive it fars 

Pike deep, and if thou canſt, wound” Carlos there. 

R Go, PII do't as cloſe as happy Lovers kiſs ; 

May be ſtrike mine, if of his Heart 1 miſs. 

J bus Qi —— 

%. Ha, Gomez Villain! thoj haſt done 

Why worſt ; But yet I would not die alone : 

Here Dog | Labs 41 * 

| 2. Go, So brisk ? Then take it once again. 

| [4s they are ſtruggling, the Diſpatches fall out of Poſa's 

178 only, Sir, to put you out of Pain. (Beſam. 

[Stabs him Lein, and Pola falls, 
T0 


. | And to my Auſtria lay out all my Charms. [ Exif. 
[ R. Go. Fate, open now thy Book, and ſet em down: 


[5tabs him. 


PRES 


wire 


0 0 — = — eee et NR — Tn. Ee. > Fs * 
rr W oi ye ES * 22 * ba. 
. WET * 2 — 


1 9. 9 1 7 
” . TE ET SA Snung — « ID ee 
1 WW, 4 u 11 — 2 * wr — 2 * k 
* a r 1 n 125 2 — erer > WT ar ” ym — — "ag" r n 
5 Wy p 8 2 2 2 4 % * 1 _—_— * Ps. 2 
2 3 1 8 A — 4 3 5 7 = * . „ 1 7 
r 3 * . n * 3 re xn —— A, — — 2pm 2 > 
, 4 - — — b < * — 
Ig ae ores S AM hy 
: P 
3 


* 


if 


* 


= 

- = 
* 
W \ 4 
3 by 7 * 
} "xy N 
us, & 
( x + 
* 

- 


— 
. 


5% - 


134 Don CaRLos, 
Poſa. My Lord the King, (but Life too far is gone, 
I faint) be mindful of your Queen and Son. [Die. 
| King, The Slave in Death repents, and warns me. Yer, 
I ſhall be very mindful. What are theſe ? 
| [Takes up the Diſtatche;, 
For Flanders ! With the Prince's Signet ſeal'd ! 
Here's Villany has yet been unreveal'd. 
See, Gomez, Practices againſt my Crown; [Shews em hin, 
Treaſon and Luft have join'd to pull me down. | 
Yet {till I ſtand like a firm ſturdy Rock, - 
Whilſt they but ſplit themſelves with their own ſhock, 
But 1 too long delay: give Word I come, A 
R, Go, What, hoa! within; the King is nigh, make room, N 
The SCENE draus, and diſcovers Don John and 
| Eboli embracing, 
King. Now let me, if ! can, tO Fury add, 
That when 1 thunder, I may firike em dead. 
| [Looking earneſily on em 
Ha————Gomez “ on this Truth depends thy Life, Wi 
Why that's our Brother Ws} Fd | 
RK. Go, And my Wife | 
_ Embracing cloſe, Whilſt I was buſy grown 
In others Ruins, here I've met my own. 
Oh! had I periſt? eer *twas underſtood, | 
King. This is the Neſt where Luſt and Fallhood brood. 
Is it not admirable ?—{ H. Don John and Eboli embracin; 
R. Go. O Sir, yes! LS 
Ten thouſand Devils tear the Sorcereſs— | 
King. But they are gone, and my Diſhonour's near, 
Enter Don Carlos and Queen diſcourſin . 
Look, my inceſtous Son and Wife appear. 
See, Gomez, how ſhe languiſnes and dies. 
Sdeath! : there are very Pulſes in her Eyes. 
| D. Carlos approaches the King 
D. Car. In Peace, Heav'n ever guard the King fron 
la War, Succeſs and Triumph crown his Arms; (Haran 
Till all ihe Nations of the World ſhall be 
Hemble and proſtrate at his Feet like me, [Knew 
hear your Fury has my Death deſign'd; 
Tho I'ye deſerv che Worſt, you 7 be kind : 15 1 
'B 9! 


* 


Behold me as your poor unhappy Son, 
And do not ſpill that Blood which is your own, 


— 


Ys: 
25 


But ſor my Health 'tis good to let it out; 
hut thine's a Stranger, like thy Soul, to we, 
WO: elſe be curs'd thy Mother's Memory ! 
And doubly curs'd be that unhappy Night, 
In which 1 purchas'd Torment with Delight. 


Wir Mother curs'd ! She was all juſt and good. ( boldly, 
Tyrant! too good to ſtay with thee below, 7 
And cherefores bleſs'd, and reigns above thee now. 
ubmiſſion! which way got it Entrance here ? 

EZ Xing. Perhaps it came e*er Treaſon was aware. 

Thy traiterous Deſign's now come to Light, 

Too great and horrid to be hid in Night. 

Pee here my Honour and thy Duty's Stains, 


. 


. paid your Secretary for his Pains. 
He waits you- there, to Council with bim . 

| [ Shews Poſa' s Body, 
Ak what Intelligence 3 Flanders now. 

D. Car. My Friend here ſlain, my faithful poſa tis. 
500d Heav'n! what have I done to merit this? _ 
What Temples ſack'd, what Deſolations made, 

o pull down ſuch a Vengeance on my Head? 
IT his Villain, was thy Work: What Friend of thine | To Go, 
7 id 1 &er wrong, that thou ſhouldſt wurder mine? 


Put l'll take care it ſhall not want Reward Drau. 


PPC 
. 


a 


Come, Rebel, and thy Villanies fulfil, 
D. Car. No; tho anal, you are my Father ſtill; 

3 [Throws away his Sword. 
Bod from that Title muſt your Safety o Wu: 

Is that which awes my Hand, and not your Crown, 
is nue, all there contain'd I had deſign'd: 

o ſuch a Height your Jealouſy was grown, . 

D. was the only way that I could find 

To work your Peace, and to procure my OWN. 
King. Thinking my Youth and Vigour to decreaſe, 
tou'd eaſe me of my Crown to give me Peace. 


2 Car. 
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PRINCE of SPAIN, 135 
King. Yes, when my Blood grows tainted, L ne'r doubt 


D. Car. Thus then I lay aſide all Rights of Blood. [Rifes 


4 [Shews the Diſpatches, 


King. Courage, my Gomez, ſince thy King” s thy Guard. 
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D. Car. Alas! you fetch your Miſconſtructions far: Woh 
The Injuries to me, and Wrongs to her, N 5 | 


When you forgat a Father's Love, and quite 


My Duty long with Nature was at Strife. 


EL. « go for Flanders, and be ſo remoy'd _ 


There in your R ght hoping J might compleat, 
Spite of my Wrongs, ſome Action truly great. 


Do, take full View of your tall able Slave; 


She is the Star that rules my Deſtiny , 


136 Dox CaRLos, 


Were much too great for Empire to repair. 


Depriv'd me of a Son's and Prince's Right, HF { 
Branded my Honour, and purſu'd my Life, E 


Not that I fear'd my Memory or Name | | = 
Could ſuffer by the Voice of common Fame; 18 
A thing I ſtill eſteem beneath my Pride: Bu 
For tho condemn'd by all the World beſide, n 
Had you but thought me juſt, I could have dy'd. B 
At laſt this only way I found to fly s 
Your Anger, and divert your Jealouſy. ?:“ e 


From all I ever honour'd, ever loy'd ;. 


Thus by my Faith and Suffer ings to out wear : A 

Your Hate, and ſhun that Storm which threaten'd here, e 
een. And can this merit Hate? he would forego 3 

The Joys and Charms of Courts to purchaſe you; 


Baniſh himſelf, and ſtem the dang'rous Tide 2 
Of lawleſs Outrage, and rebellious Pride. Ss 
Klin. How evenly ſhe pleads in his Defence! . 
So blind is Guilt when 'twould ſeem Innocence. | iS 
She thinks her Softneſs. may my Rage diſarm. ww © 
No Sorcereſs, you're miſtaken in your Charm, 1 
And whilſt you ſooth, do but aſſiſt the Storm. 


| TE = - [ Qazcen looking 03 Carlos 
Look hard; it is the laſt you're like to have. 3 
D. Car, My Life or Death are in your Pow'r to give . 
King. Les and thou dy t. - : 
D. Car. Not till ſhe give me leave: 


And whilſt her Aſpect's kind, I cannot die. 3 4 


Queen. No Prince, for ever live, be ever bleſs'd. 
King, Yes, I will ſend bim to's Eternal Reſt, 


EE. 


PRINCE of SPAIN. 1 
I hob! had I took the Journey long ago, + 
ne'er had known the Pains that rack me now. 

4 Queen. What Pains ? what Racks: e him. 
N King, Avoid, and touch me not. 

l {ce thee foul, all one inceſtuous Blot; 

hy broken Vows are in thy guilty Face, 

Soong Have I then in your Pity left no Place ? 


Hing. Oh! thus it was you drew me in before, 

WV i. h Promiſes you ne'er would ſee him more. 
hut now your ſubtleſt Wiles too weak are grown, 
i've gotten Freedom, and Vil keep my own. 

= 2:cen. May you be ever free; but can your Mind 
EConceive that any Ill was here deſign d? 

He hither came, only that he might ſhow 
Obedience, and be reconcil'd to you, 

Z ou ſaw his humble dutiful Addreſs, 

ing. But you before bad ſign'd the happy Peace. 
4 Enter Soll. 1 
vv Princeſs, thank you for the Care you take, | 
ET! me, how got this Monſter Entrance? ſpeak. (done. 
Eboli. Heay? n witneſs iwas without my Knowledge 


I R. Go, No, ſhe had other Buſineſs of her os . _ 
ID) Blood and Murder! 


E | King. All are falſe : A Guard. 

I Enter Guard. 
Pelze on that Traitor | 
D. Car. Welcome; Im prepar dq — 
Veen. Stay, Sir, let me die ioo: I can obey. 
. King, No, thou ſhalt live. | Loney kind, 

Wy Heay'n, bur not a Day. | Aſide. 


. 5 
1 
as; - 


[To Carlos, 


los : 3 Rey enge ſo exquiſite have fram d, 1 (SY 
Phe unrepenting dies, and ſo ſhe's damn'd. FI 
« Hen. If ever Pity could your Heart engage, Wil 
; af cer you hope for Bleſſings on your Age, 14 
Wncline your Ears to a poor Virgin's Pray'r. 1 

j King. I dare not venture thee, thou art toe fair. . 6 | 

hat wouldſt thou ſay? _ | 1 
Hen. Deſtroy not in one Man, 1 
More Virtue than the World can boaſt again. | 1 
Ob! View bim the eldeſt Pledge of your firſt Love, _ | 
our Virgin- Joys; that may ſome Pity moye—— _ 1 


King 


* NG 
i 


x 
* 
* 

91 

1 

y 

| 
i 
5 
j 
7 
1 
ö 
5 
0 
| 
' 

i 
| 
1 


— 2 2 —— 
— EEC. Loo — — 


— 2 ů 


I'd now not ſpare his Life to fave my own. 


By Heav'n, III kill thee elſe, Sul darſt thou ftay ? 5 


Oh Madam! 
For ine? no Mercy in a Father's Eye: 7 


A Tenderneſs that misbecomes my Heart: 
For ſince I muſt, I like a Prince would fall, 
And to my Aid my manly Spirits call. 


He todo an Angel, till he durſt bats 


And always ready when you would deceive. 


The juſt Reſentment of my Wrong's ſo great, 


— I a —̃ — ae nr nes 
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King, No; for the Wrongs I ſuffer weigh it down: 


Away, by thy ſoft Tongue I'll not be caught, 
Hen, By all that Hopes can frame ! beg : If not, 

May you by ſome baſe Hand unpity'd die, 

And childleſs Mothers curſe your a 

By Honour, Love, by Life 
King. Fond Girl, away, 


Cannot Death territy thee ? 
Hen. No; for I, 
If you refuſe me, am reſoly'd to die. (here 
D. Car. Kind Fair one, do not waſte your Sortogs 
On me, too wretched, and not worth a Tear. 
There yet for you are mighty Joys in Store, 
When 1 in Duſt am laid, and ſeen no more. 


[To the Veen, 
Queen. Oh my Carlos / EY you die 


Dꝛ Car. Hide, hide your Tears, into my Soul they dart 


Ween. You, like a Man, as roughly as you will 
May die, but Jet me be a Woman ſtill. [Ie 
Xing. Tb'art Woman, a true Copy of the firſt, 

In whom the Race of all Mankind was curs'd. 
Your Sex by Beauty was to Heav'n ally'd; 
But your great Lord, the Devil, tanght you Pride, 


And you are fare the Stars that with him fell. 
Weep on; a Stock of Tears like Vows you have, 


Queen. Cruel! Inhuman! Oh my Heart ! why ſhoul! 
I throw away a Title that's ſo good, 
On one a Stranger to whate'er was ſo? ? 
Alas, I'm torn, "and know not what to do. 


. 4 
3 
2 


My Spirits link beneath the heavy Weight. 
| [Ready to ſr ink with Paſſ on. 
The & roy 
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Tyrant, ſtand off: I hate thee, and will try . 
| If I have Scorn enough to make me die. 

P. Car. Bleſs d Angel, ſtay.— [ Take: her in his Arms. 
| Queen, Carlos, the fole Embrace 
EZ You ever took, you have before his Face. 
2 Lo Car. No wealthy Monarch of the FE Eaſt, 5 
In all che Gories of his Empire dreſs'd, 
; 25 ever half ſo rich, or half fo bleſs'd. 
but from ſuch Bliſs how wretched is the Fall ! 
They too like us muſt die, and leave it all. 
King. All this before my Face; what Soul could bear't? 
bo force her from him. [Officer approaches. 
þ D. Car. Slaye, will coſt thy Heart, 
Y * adſt better meet a Lion on his way, 
Aud feom his hungry Jaws reprize the Prey. 
1 ne's Miſtreſs of my Soul, and to prepare 
N N (eli for Death, I muſt conſult with her. 
EK. Go. Have pity | = 
= King, Hence! how e e he ales, 
: That's ſerv'd by Cowards, and advis d by Fools, 
Ob Torture! 
bp. car. Rouze, my Soul, conſider now, 
That to thy bliſsful Manſion thou muſt 80. 
but I ſo mighty Joys have taſted here, 
pr WW bardly ſhall have Senſe of any there: 
Oh ſoft as Bloſſoms, and yet ſweeter far! 
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My 
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E Sweeter than Incenſe which to Reer n aſcends, 

bo bis preſented there by Angels Hands. 

| King, Still in his Arms! Cowards, g 0 tear her forth, 

D. Car, You'll ſooner from its Center make the Each: 

In bold her faſt till my laſt Hour is nig); 

hen le bequeath her to you when 1 die. 

King. Cut off his Hold! or any thing - 

D. Car. Ay come; ; 
Here kill, and bear me hence into my Tomb. 
I have my Monument erefted here, 
Weich broken mangled Limbs ſtill claſ ping her. 

| Aucen. Hole. and I'll quit bis Arms —— 


as | | [The Guards offer their Axes. 


ant, ö | | | Ki Ngo 


Leaning on her Bo /in. 


— 
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And childleſs Mothers curſe your e 
By Honour, Love, by Life— 


On me, too wretched, and not worth a Tear. 
| When U in Duſt am laid, and ſeen no more. 

For ine? no Mercy in a Father's Eye? 

A Tenderneſs that misbecomes my Heart: 


For ſince I muſt, I like a Prince would fall, 


May die, but let me be a Woman l.. [80h 


And you are ſure the Stars that with him fell. 


On one a Stranger to whate'er was ſo 2 
Alas, I'm torn, and know not what to do. 


My Spirits ſink beneath the heavy Weight. 


EEE 


King. No; for the Wrongs I ſuffer weigh it down; 
I'd now not ſpare his Life to ſave my own, 
Away, by thy ſoft Tongue I'll not be caught. 

Hen, By all that Hopes can frame I beg: If not, 
May you by ſome baſe Hand unpity'd die, 
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| King. Fond Girl, away. 55 
By Heav'n, III kill thee elſe. Still dar*ſt thou tay: 4 


Cannot Death terrify thee ? 1 
Hen. No; for J, | 
If you refuſe me, am reſolv'd to die. ” (here 0 


D. Car. Kind Fair one, do not waſte your Sorrow! 


There yet for you are mighty Joys in Store, 
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Oh Madam [To 155 Vertr. 
Queen. Oh my Catls: / muſt you tis 


D. Car, Hide, hide your Tears, into my Soul they dart 
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And to my Aid my manly Spirits call. 
een. You, like a Man, as roughly as you will 


© od —— i T7 


King. Tivart Woman, a true Copy of the firſt, 
In whom the Race of all Mankind was cursd. 
Your Sex by Beauty was to Heay*n ally'd : 

But your great Lord, rhe Devil, taught you Pride, 
He too an Angel, till he durſt rebel: 
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Weep on; a Stock of Tears like Vows you have, 

And always ready when vou would deceive. | 
Queen. Cruel! Inhaman! Oh my Heart ! why ſhoul! 

I throw away a Title that's ſo good, 


O 


The juſt Reſentment of my Wrong's ſo great, 


8 ro fink with Paſ on. 
Tyrant 
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| Tyrant, ſtand off; I hate thee, and will try 
If I have Scorn enough to make me die. 
D. Car. Bleſs'd Angel, ſtay-— Take: her in his Arms. 
Queen, Carlos, the Tole Embrace 
lou ever took, you have before his Face. 
N D. Car. No wealthy Monarch of the plenteous Eaſt, 
In all the Gories of his Empire dreſs'd, 
Z | Was ever half ſo rich, or half fo bleſs'd. 
but from ſuch Blits how wretched is the Fall ! 
5 They too like us muſt die, and leave it all. 
= King, All this before my Face; what Soul could bear't ? 
; | Go force her from him. [Officer approaches. 
D Car. Slave, t will coſt thy Heart, 
rn adſt better meet a Lion on his way, 
And from his hungry Jaws reprize the Prey. 
3 I s Miſtreſs of my Soul, and to prepare 
My (elf for Death, I muſt conſult with her, 
EK. Go. Have pity- | 
© King, Hence! how wereichedly he rules, 
@ That's ſery'd by CONS, and adyis'd by Fools, 
; | Ob Torture ! 
D. Car._—Rouze, my Soul, 608 now, 
That to thy bliſsful Manſion thou muſt go. 
But 1 ſo mighty Joys have taſted here, 
| 1 hardly ſhall have Senſe of any there: 
| Oh loft as Bloſſoms, and yet ſweeter far ! 
Leaning on her Boſe. 
Sw eeter t than Incenſe which to Heav'n aſcends, 
| Tho *tis preſented there by Angels Hands, 
King. Still in his Arms! Cowards, g go tear her forth. 
D. Car, You'll ſooner from its Center ſhake the En 
I bold her faſt till my laſt Hour is nig); 
| by en l' bequeath her to you when L cie. 
ul | King. Cut off his Hold! or any thing— 
D. Car. Ay come; 
Here kill, and bear me hence into my Tomb. 
Id have my Monument ere cted here, 
Wich broken mangled Limbs ſtill claſ ping her. 
Auen. Hold, and I'Il quit bis Arms —— 
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Stay, unhappy Prince 
Turn, turn! O Torment! muſt I leave you fo ? 
No, ſtay, and take me with you where you go. 


Dogs! haye you Eyes, and can you diſobe 
See her ? Oh let me but ME touch my Bliſs, 


ep no — — 2 * _ __ _ 
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| Now, Tyrant, to thy Rage I'm left alone; 
Give me my Death, that hate both Life and thee, | 


Should Life be forc'd, when 'tis ſo ſweet to die? 5 
Thy Credit in my Heart, aſſiſt me now, [Iv Eboll 
Prepare a Draught of Poiſon, ſuch as wil! | 
Act ſlow, and by Degrees of Torment kill. 
Of dying, tell her I've releas'd the Prince, 
In a Diſguiſe his Preſence will ſupply; 
So glut my Rage, and ſmiling ſee her die. 
And when th'are in their height I' murder thee. Aſid. 


| Still charming Beauty triumphs in her Eyes; 


But oh! what Eaſe can I expect to get, 
Wen I muſt purchaſe at ſo dear aRate? [Exeunt Omni 


King. Now bear him hence. [They part, 
Queen. O horrid Tyrant! ¶ Guards are purrying vl off, 


=! 


D. Car, Hark, Slaves, my Goddeſs ſummons me to fy ; 


[Preſſi ing forward, 
King, By Hell he ſhan't : Slayes, are 4 mine or his? 


Queen. My Life——- 
D. Car. My Soul, farewel [Ex Carlos 
Nueen, He's gone, he's gone: 


King. I know thou doſt ; yet live. 


Qucen, — O Miſery ! [Throws her felf on rhe Floor, 
Why was I born to be thus curs'd? or why 


King. Thou, Woman haſt been falſe; but to renew 
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Give it the Queen, and to prevent all Senſe 
And that ere Morning he'l] attend her. 1 a 
Eboli. Your Majeſty ſhall be obey d 
R. Go. Do, work thy Miſchiefs to their laſt Degree, 


King, Now, Gomez, ply my Rage, and keep it hot: 
O'er Love and Nature I've the Conqueſt got. 


[Looking at the Nun 
vet for my Honour and my Reſt ſhe dies. 


[ Exeunt Queen and Women ; 
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ACT 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


Enter King ſolus. 


A Ning. Ws Night; the Seaſon when the Happy take 
1 Repoſe, and only Wretches are awake: 

Now diſcontented Ghoſts begin their Rounds, 

Haunt ruin'd Buildings and unwholeſom Grounds ; : 

Or at the Curtains of the Reſtleſs wait, 

© To frighten them with ſome ſad Tale of Fate. 

3 When J would reſt, L can no Reſt obtain: 

E The Illis I've borne ev'n o'er my Slumbers reign, | 

And in ſad Dreams torment me o'er again. 

be fatal Bus'neſs is ere this begun: | 

; | I'm ſhockt, and ſtart to think what I have done, 

But I forget how I that Philip am, 

= So much for Conſtancy renown'd by Fame; 3 

3 Who thro' the Progreſs of my Life was ne'er 

y Hopes tranſported, or depreſs'd by Fear. | 

b No, it is gone too far to be recall'd, 

] And Stedfaſtne(s will make the Act extoll'd. 

= Enter Evoli 7 in a leren. 

E | who Eboli ? 

Eboli. My Lord. 

King. Is the Deed done? 

Eboli. Tis, and the Queen to ſeek Repoſe i is gone. 

King, Can "he expect it, who allow'd me none? 

No, Eboli; her Dreams muſt be as full 

= Of Horror, and as helliſh as her Soul. 

: Does ſhe believe the Prince has Freedom gain'd d? 

= Eboli, She does. 

E King, How were the Tidings entertain d 2 


I 
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Eboli. O'er all her Face young wandring Bluſhes were, 


en, Such as ſpeak Hopes too weak to conquer Tear: 

N But when confirm'd, no Lover e'er ſo kind; 

ven, be claſp'd me faſt, careſs'd, and call'd me Friend. 
Which Opportunity [ took to give 

ne WW The Poiſon ; and till Day ſhe cannot live. 


PRINCE of SPAIN, 141 


— * 
—— I 
> a —— 
A 


DE IEC PAL 
gat 
A 


* 


FE 
N N ——— e 4 


RS 
904-1} 
- 22 —* 
2 2 


# 
Pt he 
SEEN. 
— 


W 
— 


r 
— 1 & — * 


— 


at 
1 


| 3 \ . 
But to contrive that I may not be known, | | h 


Where wretched Widows come to weep at Night. 


Ys 2 you nous Sulphur rolling thro” her Veins? 


What can your Preſence here ſo ate intend ? 


Will put thy youthful Courage to a ſtand. 


Be counted miſerable in a Man, 
But thou ſhalt ſee how calm anon 1'll grow: 
' + 131 be as happy and as gay as thou. 
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Whilſt to your abject Paſſions thus a Slave. 
Be ſomething leſs a Man, and more a King. 


With pleading Nature, combated with Love, 


142 Dox CARLos, 

King. Quickly then to her; ſay that Carlos here 
Waits to confirm his Happineſs with her. 
Go; that my Vengeance I may finiſh quite: 
Twould be imperfect, ſhould I loſe the Sight. 


And ſhe may ſtill miſtake me for my Son, 
Remove all Light but that which may ſuffice 
To let her ſee me ſcorn her when ſhe dies. _ 

Eboli. You'll find her all in rueful Sables clad, 
With one dim Lamp that yields imperfect Light, 
Such as in Vaults aſliſt the ghaſtly Shade, 


Thus ſhe reſolves to die, or living mourn, | A 1 
Till Carlos ſhall with Liverty return. _ b 
__ King. Oh ſtedfaſt Sin! incorrigible Luſt ! | = 
| Not damn'd ! it is impoſſible ; ſhe muſt. . 


How do 1 long to ſee her in her Pains, 


Enter D. John and . 
Who s there? my Brother? 


D. John, Yes, Sir, and your Friend. 


King. Oh Auſtria, Fate's at work; a Deed's in hand 


oy me; do I look as heretofore? | (Pow'r F 

D. John. You look like King of Spain, and Lord of 3 
Like one who till ſeeks Glory on the Wing : 3 
You look as I would do, were I a King. 


King. A King! why I am more, I'm all that can 


D. 70%. No, Sir, my Happineſs you cannot have, 
To know my Eaſe you Thoughts like mine muſt bring, 
King. I'm growing fo, 'tis true, that long I ſtrove 
Thoſe Witchcraſts that had bound my Soul ſo faſt 3 
Bu: now the Date of the Enchantment” s paſt, 1 


1 
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Pefore my Rage like Ruins down they fall, 


b. Ihn. I know your Queen and Son yaye doom'd to 
Ind fear by this the fatal Hour is nigh, 

8 hy would you cut a ſure Succeſſion off, 

„ ag your Friends muſt grieve, and Foes will laugh 3 

As if ſince Age has from you took away 

F ale you 'd grow malicious, and deſtroy * ? 

BH King. Doubt it not, Auſtria.: thou my Brother art, 
Ina in my Blood I'm certain haſt a part. 

ay the Juſtice of my Vengeance own ; 

bou'rt Heir of Spain, and my adopted Son. 


ES; hich I would court in bloody Fields and Arms: 
1 ut in my Nephew's Wrong 1 muſt decline, 

5 ince he muſt be extinguiſh'd ere I ſhine, 

3 To mount a Throne o'er Battlements I'd climb, 

EY here Death ſhould wait on me, not I on him. 
3 pa you e'er love, or have you ever known 

4 The mighty Value of ſo brave a Son? 

King. I gueſs'd I ſhould be treated thus before; 
5 know it is ; thy Kindneſs, but no more. 

hou living free, alas !. art eaſy grown, 

Ing think'ſt all Hearts as honeſt as thy own, 
D. Jh. Not, Sir, ſo eaſy as I muſt be bold, 
\nd (peak what you perhaps would have untold ; 
nat y'are a Slave to th? vileſt that obey, 

duch as Diſgrace on Royal Favour lay, 

Pad blindly follow as they lead aftray : 

Foracious Varlets, ſordid Hangers on, 

Peſt by Familiarity th'are known, 
Net ſhrink at Frowns, but when. you ſmile they fun, 
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0 N Nodes your Mind with falſe miſgrounded Fears, 
: Hing. Miſgrounded Fears! Why, is there any Truth 
2? n Womens Vows, or diſobedient Youth ? | 

4  oner would believe this World were Heav'n, 


here 1 have nought but Toils and Torment met, 
: ud never Comfort yet to Man was given. 
Put thou ſhalt ſee how my Reyenge Pl] treat. 


fort 


N And 1 mount up true Monarch o'er 'em all. (die, 


D. John. I muſt confeſs there in a Crown are Charms, | 


Ti ar theſe have wrong'd you, and abus'd your Ears, 


The 
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Not damn d! it is impoſſible; ſhe muſt. 


142 DON CARL os, 
King. Quickly then to her; ſay that Carlos here {Bet 
Waits to confirm his Happineſs with her. | An. 
Go; that my Vengeance I may finiſh quite: 
would be imperfect, ſhould I loſe the Sight, 
- But to contrive that I may not be known, 
And ſhe may ſtill miſtake me for my Son 
Remove all Light but that which may ſuffice 


Io let her fee me ſcorn her when ſhe dies. "ng 
Eboli. You'll find her all in rueful Sables clad, 3 | 
With one dim Lamp that yields imperfect Light, 3 5 


Such as in Vaults aſſiſt the ghaſtly Shade, 

Where wretched Widows come to weep at Night, 

Thus ſhe reſolves to die, or living mourn, | IV, 

Till Carlos ſhall with Liberty return. Exit. * 
King. Oh ſtedfaſt Sin! incorrigible Luſt ! N 


How do I long to ſee her in her Pains, 8 18 

The pois'nous Sulphur rolling thro' her Vein? 

Enter D. John and Attendants. 

Who's there? my Brother? 

D. John, Yes, Sir, and your Friend 

What can your Preſence here ſo late intend ? 

King. Oh Auftria, Fate's at work; a Deed's in hand 

Will put thy youthful Courage to a ſland. 

3 me; do I look as heretofore ? (Pow'r: 
D. John. You look like King of Spain, and Lord of 

Like one who ſtill ſeeks Glory on the Wing: | 

You look as I would do, were I a King. 

King. A King! why I am more, I'm all that can 

Be counted miſerable in a Man. 

| But thou ſhalt ſee how calm anon Vl grow: 

I' be as happy and as gay as thou. 

D. Foin. No, Sir, my Happineſs you cannot t have, 

Whilſt to your abjedt Paſſions thus a Slave. 

To know my Eaſe you Thoughts like mine muſt bring, 

Be ſomething leſs a Man, and more a King. 

King. I'm growing fo, 'tis true, that long I trove 

Wich pleading Nature, combated with Love, 

Thoſe Witchcrafts that had bound my Soul ſo faſt 3 

Bu: now the Date of the Enchantment” s paſt, 


Before 


1 


: before my Rage like Ruins down they fall, : 
Ind I mount up true Monarch o'er em * (die, 
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D. John. 1 know your Queen and Son yaye doom'd to 


And fear by this the fatal Hour is nigh, 

Why would you cut a ſure Succeſſion off, 

At which your Friends muſt grieve, and Foes will laugh 
As if ſince Age has from you took away 

I Wincreaſe, you u'd grow malicious, and deſtroy ? 


King. Doubt it not, Auſtriat e thou my Brother art, 


. W And i in my Blood I'm certain haſt a part. 
; Noa the Juſtice of my Vengeance own 
Thou rt Heir of Spain, and my adopted Son. 


D. John, I muſt confeſs there in a Crown are Charms, 


Which I would court in bloody Fields and Arms: 
"ns in my Nephew's Wrong I muſt decline, 
WSince he mult be extinguiſh'd ere I ſhine, 

Fro mount a Throne o'er Battlements I'd climb, 


E Where Death ſhould wait on me, not I on him, 


Da you eber love, or have you ever known 
be mighty Value of ſo brave a Son? 


King I gueſs'd I ſhould be treated thus before; 


M know it 1s ; thy Kindneſs, but no more. 
Ibou living free, alas! art eaſy grown, 
Andi think'ſt all Hearts as honeſt as thy own, 


D. John. Not, Sir, ſo eaſy as I muſt be bold, 


And ad ſpeak what you perhaps would have untold ; 
That yare a Slave to th? vileſt that obey, 

Such as Diſgrace on Royal Favour lay, 

And blindly follow as they lead aſtray: 
Voracious Varlets, ſordid Hangers on, 

| Beſt by Familiarity th'are known, 


Yet ſhrink at Frowns, but when you ſmile they fawn. 


{Ti are theſe have wrong'd you, and abus'd your Ears, 
i Poſſeſs'd your Mind with falſe miſgrounded Fears, 


King, Miſgrounded Fears! Why, is there any Truth 


lu Womens Vows, or diſobedient Youth? 
Ll (ooner would believe this World were Heav'n, 
Where 1 have nought but Toils and Torment met, 


And never Com Cave yet to Man was given. 
but thou halt ſee how my Reyenge Pll treat. 


The 
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The SCENE draws, and diſcovers the Queen alone 3 
Mourning on her Couch, with a Lamp by her, 


Look where ſhe ſits, as quiet and ferene, { tronicall 
As if ſhe never had a Thought of Sin; £ 
In mourning, her wrong'd Innocence to ſhew: 
Sh'as ſworn't ſo oft, that ſhe believes it true, 
O'erwhelm'd with Sorrow ſhe'll in Darkneſs dwell ; 
So we have heard of Witches in a Cell, _ Ce 
Treating with Fiends, and making Leagues with Hell, 
| [The Queen riſes, and comes towards hin 
Queen, My Lord! Prince Carlos? may it be beliey'd 
Are my Eyes bleſs'd: and am I not deceiv'd? 
King, My Queen, my Love, I'm here—[Embrace: her, 
Nueen. My Lord the King! 
This is fur prizing Kindneſs which you bring. 
Can you believe me innocent at laſt? _ | 
yan my Griefs.are half already paſt, rt 
ing. O Tongue, in nothing practis'd but Deceit! 
Too well ſhe knew him, not to find the Cheat, | 
Ves, vile inceftuous Woman, it is I, | 'H 
The King; look on me well, deſpair, and die. 
Queen. Why had you not pronounc'd my Doom befor, 
Since to Affliction you could add no more? 
Methinks Death is leſs welcome, when 1 find 
I cu could but counterfeit a Look that's kind. 
King. No, now tart fit for Death: Had I believ'd 
Thou couldſt have been more wicked, thou hadſt liv'd: 
Liv'd and gone on in Luſt and Riot ill 3 
But I perceiv'd thee early ripe for Hell: 
And that of the Reward thou might'ſt not mils ; 
This Night th'aſt drank thy Bane, th'art poiton's d; yes, 
Thou art. 
Queen. — Then welcome everlaſting Bliſe. 
But ere 1 die, let me here make a Vow, 
By Heay'n, and all I hope for there, I'm true. 
King. Vows you had always ready, when you ſpoke: 
How many of them have you made, and broke? 
3 there's a Power that does your Falſhood hear, 
Apt one too, that lets thee live to * 1 
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now comes it that above ſuch Mercy dwells, 

o permit Sin, and make us Infidels? 

= 24cen, You have been ever ſo to all that's good, 

- My Innocence had elſe been underſtood. | 

At firſt your Love was nothing but your Pride. 

E When J arriv'd to be the Prince's Bride, 
vou then a kind indulgent Father were: 
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But finding me unfortunately fair, : 
hought me a Prize too rich to be poſleſs'd 
By him, and foic'd your ſelf into my Breaſt : 

here you maintain'd an unreſiſted Pow'r; 

Not your own Daughter could have lov'd you more 

Till conſcious of your Age, my Faith was blam'd, 

End laleud Adultereſs proclaimed, = 

Accus'd of foulleſt Inceſt with your Son. | 

EY hat more could my worſt Enemy have done? 

E Xing, Nothing, I hope; I would not have it ſaid, 

hat in my Vengeance any Fault I made, _ 

Tove me? Oh low Pretence ! too feebly built! 

Put tis the conſtant Fault of dying Guilt, 

EE \'n to the laſt to cry th'are innocent; 

When their Deſpair's ſo great, they can't repent, 

Queen. Thus having urg'd your Malice to the Head, 

ou ſpitefully are come to rail me dead. | 

Had I been Man, and had an impious Wife, 

BY ith ſpeedy Fury I'd have ſnatch'd her Life; 

Torn a broad Paſſage open to her Heart, 

Ind there have ranſack'd each polluted Part; 

JT riumph'd and laugh'd t'have ſeen the iſſuing Flood, 

Ind wantonly have bath'd my Hands in Blood. 

hat had out-done the low Revenge you bring, . 

luch fitter for a Woman than a King. | (have, 

Nag. 1'm glad I know what Death you'd wiſh to 

Jou wou'd go down in Silence to your Grave; 
Remove from future Fame, as preſent Times, 
Ind bury with you if you could, your Crimes. 

e:, | will have my Juſtice underſtood, 
roclaim thy Falſhood and thy Luſt aloud, 
Veen. About it then, the noble Work begin; 
E proud, and boaſt how cruel you have been. 
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Ie, 


Oh 


* 


My Spirits fail, and I want Strength to ſtand, 


She is ſo foul, ſhe may be Poiſon proof. 
Now, my falſe fair one 


4 ue 
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But let thy Sins all in one Thron 


Oh how a Monarch's Glory *twill advance! 


Do, quickly let it reach the Ears of France. 
I've there a Royal Brother that is young, 
W ho'll certainly revenge his Siſter's Wrong; 


Into thy Spain a mighty Army bring, 


Tumble thee from thy Throne a wretched thing, 


And make thee quite forget thou e'er wert King. 


King. I ne'er had Pleaſure with her till this Nigbt: 
The Viper finds ſhe's cruſh'd, and fain would bite. 
Oh! were he here, and durſt maintain that Word, 
I'd like an Eagle ſeize the callow Bird, | 
And gripe him till the Daſtard Craven cry'd 


Then throw him panting by his Siſter's Side, 


Queen. Alas! I faint and fink ; my Lord your Hand: 
[To D.]. 
D. John. Oh Jealouſy! et e 
A Curſe which none but he that bears it knows; 
> 5 3 Teads her to a Chair. 
So rich a Treaſure who would live to loſe? 
King. The Poiſon works, Heaven grant there were 
(enough; 


ueen, Tyrant, hence be gone, 
This Hour's my laſt, and let it be my own, 
Away, away, I would not leave the Light 
With ſuch a hated Object in my Sight. 
King. No, I will ſtay, and even thy Pray'rs prevent; 
I would not give thee Leiſure to repent ; 1 | 
g combine 
To plague thy Soul, as thou haſt tortur'd mine. 
Queen. Glut then your Eyes; your Tyrant-Fury feed, 
And triumph; but remember, when I'm dead, 
Hereafter on your dying Pillows you 
May feel thoſe Tortures which you give me now. 


Go on, your worſt Reproaches I can bear, 


And with *em all you ſhall not force a Tear. | 
| King. Thus, Auſtria, my loſt Freedom I obtain, 
And once more ſhall appear my ſelf again. 


Love held me faſt, whilſt like a fooliſh Boy, | 


I of the thing was fond becauſe *rwas gay 5 _ 
But now I've thrown the gaudy Toy away« 
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Eboli. Help, Murder, help—— — [Eboli uithin. 
eing. See, Auſtria, whence that Cry: . 
Cali up our Guards, there may be Danger nigh.j En. Guards, 
Enter Eboli in her Night- Areſs, wounded and bleeding; 
Nui. Gomez purſuing her. . 

Eholi. Oh! guard me from that cruel Murderer: 
But *tis in vain, the Steel has gone too far. 

Turn, wretched King, I've ſomething to unfold; 
Nor can I die till the (ad Secret's told. „ 

King. The Woman's mad; to ſome Apartment by 
Remove her, where ſne may grow tame and die. 
Fate came abroad to Night, reſolv'd to range: 1 
[ love a kind Companion in Revenge. [Hugs R. Go 

Evoit, If in your Heart Truth any Fayour wins, 
leer you would repent of ſecret Sins, 

Hear mea Word. Me a 
ing. — What wouldſt thou lay ? Be brief, 

E50!i, Do what you can to ſave that precious Lite; 
Try ev'ry Art that may her Death preyent; 

You are abus'd, and ſhe is innocent. 

When I perceiv'd my Hopes of you were yain, 

Led by my Luſt J practis'd all my Cham 

To gain the Prince, Don Carlos, to my Arms. 

Bu: there too croſs'd, I did the Purpoſe change 
and Pride made him my Engine for Revenge; .[ To R. Go. 
Teuzht him to raiſe your growing 1 | 


Then my wild Paſſion at this Prince did fly, 

And that was done for which I now muſt dy. 
King, Ha, Gomez ſpeak, and quickly; is it ſo? 
R. Go. Pm ſorry you ſhould doubt if't be or no. 

de, by whoſe Luſt my Honour was betray'd, : 

Cannot want Malice now to take my Head; 

And therefore does this Penitence pretend. | 
Eholi. Oh Aufiria, take away that ugly Fiend : 

He ſmiles, and mocks me waiting for my Soul; 

dee how his glaring fiery Eye-balls roll, _ 
R. Go, Thus is her Fancy tortur'd by her Guilt : 

But ſince you'll have my Blood, let it be ſpilt. 
King. No more | 3 


[To D. J. | 
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Who only your Commands obey d and ſery'd 2 
What would Jou have me do? 


The Truth: Do, Gomex, all ſhall then be well. 


And can but tell you what I think at moſt, 


| Heav'n! where is now thy ſleeping Providence, 


8 Earth open, to thy Centre let me go, 


148 Don CAR Los, 


Speak on, I charge thee, by the Reſt [To Ebol. An 
Thou nop'ſt, the Truth, and as thou ſhalt be bleſe4.. Th 
Eboli. As what I've aid is ſo, Thy 
There may I find, where I muſt anſwer all, | et 


What moſt I need, Heay'n's Mercy on my Soul. Die, 6 


King. Heav'n! She was ſenſible that ſhe ſhould die, On 
And durſt not in the Minute tell a Lye, (Eye, Th 
D. John. His Guilt's too plain; ſee his wild ſtaring | Me 

By Unconcern he would ſhew Innocence: W. 
But harden'd Guilt ne'er wanted the Pretence Per 
Of great Submiſſion, when 't had no Defence. | (al 
Thus whilſt of Life you ſhew this little Care, | FR 
You ſeem not guitleſs, but betray Deſpair. | Sin 
King. His Life! what Satisfaction can that give? H= 
But oh! in doubt I muſt for ever live, _ f Pre 
And loſe my Peace—y et I the Truth will find ; I 
I'll rack him for't. Go, in this Minute 5 | Cu 
Him to the Wheel 
R. Go. How have I this deſerv'd, ; 


King. I'd have thee tell 
K. Go, Alas! like you, Sir, in a Cloud I'm loſt, 


You ſet me as a Spy upon the Prince, 

And 1 till brought the beſt Intelligence 

I could; vill finding him too much aware 

Of me, 1 nearer Meaſures took by her ; 

Which if J after a falſe Copy drew, 

Tis / have been unfortunate as you. 
King. And is this all thou haſt for Life to ſhow ? 
R. Go. Dear Sir, your Pardon, it is all I know. 
King. Then, Villain, I am damn'd as well as thou, 


That ook ſo little Care of Innocence? 


Oh 24/14, bad I to thy Truth inclin'd, | Th 
Had I been half ſo good as thou wert kind! 10 
But I'm too tame; ſecure the Traitor. Oh! 


Guards ſeixe R. G0. 
[Guards ſee BG 
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And there for ever hide my impious Head. 9 
Thou faireſt, pureſt Creature Heav'n e'er made, | =. 
[Thy injur'd Truth too late I've underſtood : 
© Yet live, and be immortal as th'art good. 
Veen. Can you to think me innocent incline 

| On her bare Word, and would not credit mine: 8 
The Poiſon's very buſy at my Heart; 

Methinks 1 ſee Death ſhake his chrealning "EY 

| Wby are you kind, and make it hard to die ? | 
| Perſiſt, continue on the Injury: | * 
Call me ſtill vile, inceſtous, all that's foul, MW 
| King, Oh pity, pity my deſpairing Soul; 

Sink it not quite. Raiſe my Phyſicians ſtrait : 

| Haſten them quickly ere it be too late; 

| Propoſe Rewards may ſet their Skill at Strife : 

ll give my Crown to him that ſaves her Life. 

| Curs'd Dog ! (To Gomez | 
D. John. Vile Proſtitute! 
King. Revengeful Fiend! | = 
[But I've forgotten half ; to Carlos ſend; =—_ 
prevent what his Deſpair may make him do. | L | 
Enter Henrietta. 


Hen, Oh Horror, Horror ! everlaſting Woe! 
The Prince, the Prince! 


King, Ha! ſpeak, 

Hen, He dies, he dies, 

Within upon his Couch he bleeding lies. 

{Juſt taken from the Bath, his Veins all cut, 

From which the ſpringing Blood flows ſwiftly out. | 
He threatens Death on all that ſhall oppoſe = | 


His Fate, 10 ſave that Life which he will loſe. 

King, Dear Auſtria, haſten, all thy Intereſt un, 

Tell him it is to Friendſhip an Offence, 

And let him know his Father's Penitence, 

Beg him to live. 
RG Since you've decreed my Death, know will be 

The Bath by me Was poiſon'd when pre par'd, e, 

1ow'd him that for his late Pride and Scorn, 

King, There never was ſo curs'd a Villain born. 
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Oh that 1 could. 


150 Don CARL os, 
But by Revenge ſuch Pains he ſhall go thro', 
At ev'n Religious Cruelty ne'er knew. 
Rack him! Vil broil him, burn him by Degrees, 


Freſh Torments for him ev'ry Hour deviſe, 
Till he curſe Heay*n, and then the Caitiff dies. 
Queen. My faithful Henrietta, art thou come 
To wait the unhappy Miſtreſs to her Tomb? 
1 brought thee hither from thy Parents young, | 
And now mult leave thee to Heav'n knows what Wrong, 
But Heav'n to its Protection will receive | 
Such Goodneſs, let it then thy Queen forgive. 
He. How much loy'd you, Madam, none can tell; 
For s unſpeakable, I lov'd ſo well. 0 
A Proof of it the World ſhall quickly find; 
For when you die, III ſcorn to ſtay behind. 
Enter Don Carios ſupported between two, and bleeding, 
D. 7ehn. See, Sir, your Son. | 
Xing. My Son? But oh! how dare 
'1 uſe that Name, when this ſaid ObjeR's near? 
See, injur'd Prince, who *tis thy Pardon craves, 
No more thy Father, but the worſt of Slaves; 
Behold the Tears that from theſe Fountains flow, 
D. Car. I come to take my Farewel ere 1 go 
To that bright Dwelling, where there is no Room 
For Blood, and where the cruel never come. 
King. 1 know there is not, therefore muſt deſpair, 
Oh Heav'n ! his Cruelty I cannot bear. | 
Doſt thou not hear thy wretched Father ſue ? 
D. Car, My Father! ſpeak the Words once more; ist 
And may I think the dear Converſion true? (you! 


King. By Heav'n thou muſt tis 


Let me embrace and kiſs thy trembling Knees. 


Why wilt thou die? no, live, my Carlos live, 


And all the Wrongs that I have done forgive. 


D. Car. Life was my Curſe, and given me ſure in ſpite, | 


Oh! bad J periſh'd when I firſt ſaw Light, 


I never then theſe Miſeries had brought 

On you, nor by you had been guilty thought. 

Prop me : Apace I feel my Life decay. 

The little Time on Earth I have to Ray, Giant 


1? 
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Grant I without Offence may here beſtow; 
| Pointing to the Queew 


You cannot certainly be jealous now. 
King. Break, break my Heart 


[Leads Don Carlos to the Chair. 


D. Car, You've thus more Kindneſs ſnown, 
Than if y'ad crown'd and plac'd me on your Throne. 
Methinks ſo bighly happy 1 appear, 1 
That J could pity you, to ſee you there, 
Take me away again: You are too good. | 
Queen, Carlos, is't you? O ſtop that Royal Flood; 


Live, and poſſeſs your Father's Throne, when 1 


In dark and gloomy Shades forgotten lie. | 
D. Car. Crowns are beneath me, I have higher Pride 3 

Thus on you fix'd, and dying by your Side, 

How much a Life and Empire r diſdain! 

No, we'll together mount, where both ſhall reign 

Above all Wrongs, and never more complain, 


Sure there was never Love that equall'd thine ; 
Nor any fo unfortunate as mine 
Henceforth forſaken Virgins ſhall in Songs, 15 
When they would eaſe their own, repeat thy Wrongs ; 


Queen. O matchleſs Youth ! O Conſtancy Divine! 0 


And in Remembrance of thee, for thy ſake, 


A ſolemn annual Proceſſion make; = 

In chaſte Devotion as fair Pilgrims come, 

With Hyacinths and Lillies deck thy Tomb. 

But one thing more, and then, vain World, adieu: 
It is to reconcile my Lord and you, 

D. Car. H'as done no Wrong to me, I am poſſeſs d 
Of all, beyond my Expectation bleſs' d. 
But yet methinks there's ſomething in my Heart 
Tells me, I muſt not too unkindly part. 
Father, draw nearer, raiſe me with your Hand; 

Before 1 die, what is't you will command? 

King. Why wert thou made ſo excellently good 2 

And why was it no ſooner underſtood 2? | 


But I was curs'd, and blindly led aſtray. 


Ol! for thy Father, for thy Father pray. 
G4: 
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Farewel 


And the Confuſion be as great as mine, 


©: 
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Thou mayſt ask that which I'm too vile to dare; 


And leave me not tormented by Deſpair. 


D. Car. Thus then with the Remains of Life we kneel; 
¶ Don Carlos and the Queen ſink out of the Chairs and kneel, 


| May you be ever free from all that's ill. 


Queen. And everlaſting Peace upon you dwell. 
King. No more: This Virtue's too divinely bright; - 


| My darken'd Soul too converſant with Night, 


Grows blind, and overcome with too much Light. 
Here raiſe em up, gently : Ye Slaves, down, down! 
Ye glorious Toils, a Scepter and a Crown, 
For ever be forgotten; in your Stead, 
Oaly Eternal Darkneſs wrap my Head, 
Queen. Where are you? Oh! farewel, I muſt be gone, 
King. Bleſs'd happy Soul, take not thy Flight ſo ſoon : : 
Stay till I die, then bear mine with thee too, 
And guard it up, which elſe muſt fink below. 
Queer, From all my Injuries and all my Fears, 


From Jealouſy, Love's Bane, the worſt of Cares, 
Thus I remove to find that Stranger Reft, p 
Carlos, thy Hand; receive me on thy Breaſt , 5 


Within this Minute how ſhall we be bleſt? 
D. Car, Oh, far above 
Whatever Wilkes fram'd, or Hopes deſign qd 73: 
Thus, where we go, we ſhall the Angels find 
For ever praiſing, and for ever kind. 
Queen, Make haſte, in the firſt Sphere VII for you ſtay ; 


Thence we'll riſe both to everlaſting Day. 
Dies. 


D. Car. 1 follow you; now cloſe my Eyes; 
[Learns on her Boſom. 


Thus all o'er Bliſs the happy Carlos dies. [ Dies. 


King. Th'are gone, th'are gone, where 1 muſt ne'er 
Run, ſally out, and ſet the World on Fire, _ (aſpire, 
Alarum Nature, let looſe all the Winds, 


Set free thoſe Spirits whom ſtrong Magick binds ; ; 
Let the Earth open all her ſulph'rous Veins, 


The Fiends ſtart from their Hell, and ſhake their Chains; 
Till all things from their Harmony decline, 


Here 


PIN CE of SPAIN. 
Here I'll lie down, and never more ariſ ce, 
Howl out my Life, and rend the Air with Cries. (Eaſe. 

D. John. Hold, Sir, afford your lab'ring Heart ſome 


King. Oh! name it not: there's no ſuch thing as Peace. 
From theſe warm Lips yet one ſoft Kiſs I'll take, 2 


How my Heart beats! why won't the Rebel break ? 

My Love, my Carlos, I'm thy Father, ſpeak. 

Ob! he regards not now my Miſeries, . 

But's deaf to my Complaint, as I have been to his. 

Oh, now I think on't better, all is wellz 

Here's one that's juſt deſcending into Hell: 

How comes it that he's not already gone? 

The Sluggards lazy, but II] ſpur him on. 

Hey! How he flies! (Stabs R. Gomez; 

EKR. Go. Twas aim'd well at my Heart; >» 

{ That I had Strength enough but to retort. 
Dull Lite, ſo tamely muſt I from thee part? 0 

Curſes and Plagues! Revenge, where art thou now? 

Meet, meet me at thy own dark Houſe below. [Dies. 

King. He's gone, and now there's not ſo vile a thing 

As IJ. _ ES, 85 

D. John. Remember, Sir, you are a King. 

EKLeing. A King! it is too little ; l' be more, 

I tell thee, Nero was an Emperor; 

He kill'd his Mother, but I have that out-done, 

Murder'd a loyal Wife and guiltleſs Son. az 

Yet, Auſtria, why ſhould I grow mad for that? 

Is it my Fault I: was unfortunate ? N | 
D. John. Collect your Spirits, Sir, and calm your Minds 


King. Look to't ; ſtrange things I tell thee are deſign'd. 


Thou, Auſtria, ſhalt grow old, and in thy Age 
Doat, doat, my Hero: Ob, a long grey Beard, 
With Eyes diſtiling Rheum, and hollow Cheeks, 
Will be ſuch Charms, thou canſt not want Succeſs, 
But aboye all beware of Jealouſy ;. a: 
It was the dreadfu} Curſe that ruin'd me. 
D. John. Dread Sir, no more. | 

King, Oh Heart! Oh Heav'n!. Bur ſtay, 
Nam'd I not Heay'n? I did, and at the Word 
(Methought Lſaw't) the Azure Fabrick ſtitt d. ; 
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154 Don CarLos. 
Ob, for my Queen and Son the Saints prepare: 
But V1] purſue and overtake em there: 0 


Whir!, ſtop the Sun, arreſt his Charioteer ; 
Vl ride in that away; pull, pull him down, 


Ob, how I'll hurl the Wild- fire as I run! 


Now, now I mount [ Runs eff raving, 
. John. Look to the King. 
See of this fair one too ſtrict Care be had. 

Pointing to Henrietta, 
Deſpair, how valt a Triumph haſt thou made? 
No more in Love's enervate Charms 11 lie; 
Shaking off Softneſs, to the Camp VII fly, 
Where. Thirſt of Fame the active Hero warms; 
And what Pye loſt in Peace, regain in Arms, 

Exeunt omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by a Girl. 


ow what d'ye think my Meſſage hither means 2. 
Tonder's the Poet ſick behind the Scenes: 


Hie told me there was Pity in my Face, 


And therefore ſent me here to make his Peace. 

Let me for once perſuade you to be kind ; 

For he has promis'd me to ſtand my Friend. 

And if this Time I can your Kinaneſs move, 
Hell write for me, he ſwears by all above, 


hen am big enourh 10 be in Love. 


Now won't ye be good-natur'd, ve fine Men? 
Indeed I'll grow as faſt as &er I can, | | 
And try if to his Promiſe he'il be true, 
Think on't when that Time comes, ye do not know 

But Imay grow in Love with ſome of you. | 8 
Or, at the worſt, I'm certain I ſhall ſee 
Amongſt you thoſe who'li ſwear they're ſo with . 
But now, if by my Suit you'll not be won, © 8 | 


Fa r . 


' You know what your Unkindneſs oft has done; 
Th cen forſake rhe Play-Houſo, and turn Nun, 
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70 the Right Honourable 
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E A R L of Kocheſter, 


One of the Gentlemen of his Majeſty s 
: * Sc. | 


* LORD, 


MANS EDICATIONS. are grown 
4 U Things of fo nice a Nature, that 
8 it is almoſt impoſſible for me to 


pay your Lordſhip thoſe Ac- 
knowledgments I owe you, and not (from 
| thoſe who cannot judge of the Sentiments 
I have of your Lordſhip's Favours) incur 
the Cenſure either of a Fawner or a 
Flatterer, Both which ought to be as 

ö Ss | hateful 
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The Epiſtle Deaatory. 
hateful to an ingenuous Spirit as Ingratitude. 
None of theſe would I be guilty of, and 
yet in letting the World know how good 
and how generous a Patron I have, (in 


ſpite of Malice) I am ſure I am honeſt, 


My Lord, 
Never was Poetry under ſo great an Op. 


preſſion as now, as full of Phanaticiſms as 


Religion; where every one pretends to the 
Spirit of Wit, ſets up a Doctrine of his 
own, and hates a Poet Worm than a ler 


does a Prieſt. 


- To examine how much goes to che making 
up one of thoſe dreadful T Fhings th that reſolve 


on our Diſſolution. It is, for the moſt part, 


a very little Frency Breeding, much Aſſurance, 
with a great deal of Talk, and no Senſe. 


Thus _ comes to a new Play, enquires 


the Author of it, and (if he can find any) 
makes his perſonal Misfortunes the Subject 


of his Malice to ſome of his Companions, 


who have as little Wit, and as much III- 


Nature as imſelf; and ſo to be ſure (as 
far as he can) the Play 18 damn'd. 


At Night he never fails to appear in the 


7 Withdrawing-room , where he picks out 
ſome that have as little. to do there as- him- 
ſelf; 5 who muſtring up all their puny Forces, 


damn 
; 4 


has hs 


The Epiſtle Deauatory. 


damn as poſitively as if, like Muggleton, it 
were their Gift; when indeed they have as - 


licle right to Wit, as a Journey-man TAFIOT 
can have to Prophecy. 


Wit, which was the Miſtreſs of former 
Ages, is become the Scandal of ours: Fi- 
ther the Old Satire, to let us underſtane 


| what he has known, damns and decries all 
1 but the Old; or elle the young af- 


ted Fool, that is impudent beyond Cor- 
re erg and ignorant above Inſtruction, 


will be cenſuring the preſent, tho he 
_ place his Wit, as he generally does 


ils Courage, and ever makes uſe of it on the 
wrong Occation. 


How ore eat a Hazard then does your Lord- 
ſhip run, in fo ſtedfaſtly protecting a poor 
exiPd thing that has ſo m many Enemies! but 
that your Wit is more eminent than all 
their Folly or Ignorance, and your Good- 


neſs greater than any Malice or Il|-Nature 
| can be. I am ſure (and I muſt own it with 
| Gratitude) I have taſted of it much above 

my Merit, or what even Vanity might 
| prompt me to expect: Tho in doing this, 
I ſhall at beſt but appear an humble Debtor, 


who acknowledges honeſtly what he owes, 


tho to keep up his Credit he muſt be for- 


| ced to borrow more: For my Genius always 
led me to ſeek an Intereſt in your Lordſhip ; 


and 
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The E %% Dedicatory. 


and I never ſee you, but I am fir'd with an 

| Ambition of being in your Favour. For 

| all I have receiv'd, the higheſt Return I am 
| able to make, is my Acknowledgment ; 
in which I can hardly diſtinguiſh whether i 
my Thankfulneſs or my Pride be the greater, 

| when I ſubſcribe my ſelf Y 


A © — Fu 


Your Lardſhips 


6 1 


; „ Moſt Obliged and 


moſt Devoted Servant, 


7 
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| | Taro, OTway, 
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PROLOGUE, 
Spoken by Mr. VUnderbill. 


i G Allauts, our Author met me here to Day, 

| & Andbegg dithat I'd ſay ſomething for his Play. 

| You Mags, that judge by Rote, and damn by Rule, 

| Taking yourmeaſures from ſome Neighbour Fool, 0 

| Who as Impudence, a Coæcomb's uſeful Tool; 

That always are ſevere, you know not why, 

| Ang would be thought great Criticks by the Ay; 

With very much ill. Nature, and no Wit, 5 
Fuſt as you are, ad, humbly beg you'd ſit, 8 

| Ang with your ſilly ſelves divert the Pit. 3 

You Men of Senſe, who heretofore allow'd 

Our Author's Follies, make him once more proud. 
But for the Youths that newly 're come from 

| C . 

Whoſe Heads want Senſe, tho Heels abound with 
Dance. : „„ 

| Onr Author to their Fudgment won't ſubmit, 8 


Nut ears, that they, who ſo infeſt the Pit & 
With their own Follies, ne'er can judge of Wit.- 
Zis thence be chiefly Favour would implore ; 
on CNS, 42... Te ü 
And, Fair Ones, pray oblige him on my Score: 
Confine his Foes, the Fops, within their Rules; 
For, Ladies, you know how to manage Fools. 


Perſons 


MEN. 


Titus reſpaſ jan, Emperor of Rome. 


Antiochus, King of Comagene, 


Paulinus, the Emperor s Confident, Mr. Medboury, 
Arſaces, Antiochus's Confident, 


Rwtilias, a Tribune. 


WOMEN. 


Berenice, Queen of Paleſtine. 
Phanice, her Confident, 


The SCENE, ROME, 


Perſons repreſented in the TRacepy. 


Mr. Betterton, 
Mr. Smith. 


Mr. Crosby. 
| Mr. Giilow, 


Mrs. Tee. 
Mrs. Barry. 


perſons repreſented in 


ME N. 


Thrifty, Jy 2 Two old Merchants, 


Octavian, 


Leander, Their Sons. 


Scapin, a Cheat. 
Shift, 


| Sy, | : Scapin's Inſtruments. 


WOM E N. 
Tucia, Thifty's lar, 
Clara, Gripe's Daughter, 


The SCENE, DO VER, 


the FARCE. 


Fur. Sandford. 
Mr. Nokes, 
Mr. Norris. 
Mr. Percivall, 
Mr. Anth, Leigh, 
Mr. Richards, 
Mr, — 


Mrs. Barry. 
Mrs, Gibbs. 


Titus and Berenice. 


ACTI SCENE 


SCENE, A PALACE 


Emer Antiochus and Arſaces. 


ANTIOCHUS. 


> my Arſaces, art a stranger here: 
J This is th? Apartment of the charming 
© Fair, 

That Berenice, whom Titus ſo adores 

& gy The Uniyerſe is his, and he is hers : 


ceals; 
And in her Ears his charming Story tells; : 
Whilſt I a Vaſſal for admittance wait, 


And am at beſt but thought importunate. 


Arſ. You want e f 7 who with gen *rous Care 
Have follow'd all her Fortunes ev*ry where, _ 
Whoſe Fame thro'out the World fo loudly rings, 


One of the greateſt of our Eaſtern Kings. 


As once you ſeem'd the Monarch of her Breaſt, 
Too firmly ſeated to be diſpoſſeſt 
Nor can the Pride ſhe goth in Tits take, 
Already ſo ſevere a diſtance make. 8 

| | Ant. 


Here from the Court himſelf he oft con- 
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Ant. Yes! ſtill that Wretch Antiochus I am. 


But Love! Oh how I tremble at the Name; 


And my diſtracted Soul at that doth ſtart, 
Which once was all the Pleaſure of my Heart; 
Since Berenice has all my Hopes 3 


And an eternal Silence on me laid. 


 Arſ. That you reſent her Pride, I fee with Joy ; : 


*Tis that which does her Gratitude deſtroy : = 
But Friendſhip wrong'd ſhould into Hatred turn, 


And you methinks might learn her Art to frora, 


Ant. Arſaces, how falſe Meaſures doſt thou rake ! 
Remoye the Poles, and bid the Sun go back; 


Invert all Nature's Orders, Fate's Decrees; 
Then bid me hate the charming Berenice. 


Arſ. Well, love her ſtill; but Jet her know Jour Pain ; 


Refolve i it, you ſhall (ee, and ſpeak again; 


_ Urge to her Face your rightful Claim aloud, 
And court her haughtily, as ſhe is proud. 


Ant. Arſaces, no; ſhe's gentle as a Dove, 


Her Eyes are Tyrants, but her Sou?s all Love, 


And owes ſo little for the Vows I've made, 


That if ſhe pity me, I'm more than paid. 


Enter Rutilius. 


But ſee, the Man I ſent at laſt returns; 
Oh how my Heart with Expectation burns 


Rutilius, have you Berenice ſeen? 7 wm 
Rut. 1 have. 
Ant. O ſpeak! what ſays the charming Queen? ? 
Rut. I preſs'd with Difficulty thro? the Crowd 

A Throng of Court-Attendants round her ſtood. 

The time now paſs'd of his ſevere Retreat, © 


Titus laments no more his Father's Fate. 
Love takes up all his Thoughts, and all higCares, 


Whilſt he to meet thoſe mighty Joys prepares, 


Which may in Berenice's Arms be found; 
For ſhe this Day will be Rome's Empreſs crown'd. 


Ant. What do I bear? Confuſion on thy Tongue! 


To tell me this, why was thy Speech ſo long? 
Why didſt not Ruin with more ſpeed afford? _ 
Thou mighiſt have ſpoke, and kill' me in a Word. 


But 


— — . — 
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But may I not one Moment with her ſpeak, 
And my poor Heart diſcloſe before it break ? 
Rut. You ſhall: For when I told what you as | 


She ſweetly ſmil'd, and her fair Head inclin'd : 
Titus ne'er from her had a Look more kind. | 
Enter Berenice and Phænicia. e = | 
gs, | 
Ber. At laſt from the rude Joy I'm freed _ bY 
Of thoſe new Friends, whom my new Fortunes breed, [ 
The tedious Form of their Reſpe& I ſhun, 


To find out him whoſe Words and Heart are one. 9 
Antioc hus, for I'll no Flattery uſe, „„ fl 
Since you neglect, I juſtly may accuſe, 9 
How great your Cares for Berenice have been, 0 
Ev'n all the Eaff, and Rome it ſelf has ſeen. = 


In my worſt Fate I did your Friendſhip find, 
But now I grow more great, you grow leſs kind. i 
Ant. Now durſt I hope, I would forget my Smart; 7 
So well ſhe underſtands to ſooth my Heart. 1 
But, Madam, it's a Truth by Rumour ſpread, a fl 
That Titus ſhall this night poſſeſs your Bed. 
Ber. Sir, all my Conflicts Ill to you reveal, | 1 
Tho half the Fears I've had, I cannot tell; 
So much did Titus for his Father mourn, 
I almoſt doubted Love would ne'er return: 
He had not from me that aſſiduous Heat, 
As when whole Days fix'd on my Eyes he fat: 
Grief in his Eyes, Cares on his Brows did dwell; ; 
Oft came, and look'd ; ſaid nothing, but Farewel, 
Ant, But now his Kindneſs he renews again. 
Ber. Oh! he will doubly recompenſe my Pain 
For that: if any Faith may be allow'd _ | 5 


[ 


' 


Two thouſand Oaths, two thouſand times renewd; 
Or any Juſtice in the Pow'rs divine, LES 
Antiochus, he'll be for ever mine. 8 
Ant. How ſhe inſults and triumphs in my III! 

Sh'as with long Practice learnt to ſmile and kill. 
Ob, Berenice, eternally Farewel. VNV 
Ber. Farewel! good Heay'n ! What Language do I hear 
Stay! I conjure you, Sir by all that's dear. 

| Rs Ea us Antiochns. 
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Antiochus, what is it I bave done? 
Why don't you ſpeak ? | 
Ant. Madam, I muſt be gone, 
Ber. How cruelly you uſe me! I implore 
The Reaſon 
Ant. I muſt never ſee you more. 
Ber. For Heav'ns ſake tell, you wound me e with delay, 
Ant. At leaſt remember, I your Laws obey, E 
Why ſhould I here wretched and hopeleſs ſtay ? 
If the remembrance ben't extinguiſh'd quite 
Of that bleſt Place, where firſt you ſaw the Light ; 
"Twas there, oh there began my endleſs Smart, 
When thoſe dear Eyes prevail'd upon my Heart; 
Then Berenice too my Vows approv'd, 
Till happy Titus came and was beloy'd, 7 
He did with Triumph and with Terror come, 
And in his Hands bore the Revenge of Rome. 
Judea trembled, but *rwas I alone | 
Firſt felt his weight, and found my ſelf undone, 
- Ber» Hah? 
Ant. You too, then venereaſe the Pains 1 bore, 
Commanded me to ſpeak of Love no more. 
So on your Hands I ſwore at laſt Yobey 
And for that taſte of Bliſs gave all away: 
Ber. Why do you ſtudy ways t'afflict my Mind? 
+: LOU may believe, Sir, Jam not unkind, 
Alas, I'm ſenſible how well y'ave ſerv'd, 
And have been kinder much than I deſerv'd. 
Ant. Why in this Empire ſhould 1 n ſtay, 
vi My Paſſion and its Weakneſs to betray ? 
Others, tho I retire, will bring their Joys 
1 To crown that Happineſs, which mine deſtroys. 
1 Ber. Lou triumph thus becauſe your Pow'r you know; 
* Or if you did not, you'd not uſe me ſo. 8 
Tho crown'd Rome's Empreſs, I the Throne aſcend ; ? 5 


e — — 


* FLY 


What Pleaſure in my Greatneſs can I find, 

When 1 ſhall want my beſt ana trueſt ad | 

bi Ant. I reach your purpoſe, you would have me there, 
. FU you might lee = worſt of an, Deſpair ; 


1 know it the Ambition of your Soul. 
'Tis true, I've been a fond obedient Fool: 
Yet came this time but to new-freight my Heart, 
And with more Love poſſeſt, than ever, part. 
Ber. Tho it could never enter in my Mind, 
Since Ceſar's Fortunes muſt with mine be join'd, 
That any Mortal durſt ſo hardy prove 
I' invade his Right, and talk to me of Love; 
I bear the unpleaſing Narratiye of yours, 
And Friendſhip, what my Honour ſhuns, endures. 
| Nay morez your parting I with trouble hear, 
For you, next him, are to my Soul moſt dear, 
Aut. In Juſtice to my Memory and Fame, 
I fly from Titus, that unlucky Name: 
A Name, which ev'ry Moment you repeat, 
Whilſt my poor Heart lies bleeding at your Feet, 
| Farewel, Ob, be not at my Ravings griev'd ; 
When of my Death the News ſhall be receiv'd, 


Remember why I dy'd, and what I liv'd. —{ Ex. Ant 


Phen. | grieve for him; a Love ſo true as this, 
Deſerv'd, methinks, more fortunate Succeſs, | 
Are you not troubled, Madam? 
% Pon 
Something within me difficult to quell, 
Phen. You ſhould have ſtaid him. 
Ber. Who, I ſtay him? no, | 
from my Remembrance rather let him go. 
His Fancy does with wild Diſtraction rove, 
Which thy raw Ignorance interprets Love. 
Phen. Titus his Thought, yet to unfold, denies ; 
and Rome beholds you but with jealous Eyes. 
Its rigorous Laws create my Fears for you; 
Romans no Foreign Marriages allow; 
To Kingly Power ſtill Enemies th'ave been, 
For will, I fear, admit of you a Queen. 
Ber, Phanicia, no; my time of Fear is paſt; 
Me Titus loves, and that includes the reſt, 
The Splendor of this Night thou haſt beheld; 


Are not thy Eyes wich his bright Grandeur fill'd ? 
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Theſe Eagles, Faſces, marching all in State, 

And Crouds of Kings that with their Tributes wait; 
Triumphs below, and Bleſſings from above, 
Seem all at Strife to grace this Man of Love. 
Away, Phenicia, let's go meet him ſtrait, 
I can no longer for his coming wait. 

My eager Wiſhes drive me wildly on; 

Nor will be temper'd till my Joy's begun. [Exeunt, 

ES CE RE I 
Enter Titus, Paulinus, and Attendants. 
Tit. To th' Syrian King did you the Meſſage bear? 

And does he know that I expect him here?: 

Paul. Sir, in the Queen's Apartment, he alone 
Was ſeen, but ere I there arriv'd, was gone. 

Tit. Tis well, Paulinus : for theſe ten Days paſt 
I have to Berenice a Stranger been; 
But you can tell me all how does the Queen? 
Paul. She does, what ſpeaks how much ſhe values you; 
When you mourn'd for your Father, ſhe mourn'd too. 


So juſt a Sorrow in her Face was ſhown, 


It ſeem'd as if the Loſs had been her own. 

Tit, Oh lovely fair One, little doſt thou know 

How hard a Tryal thou muſt undergo, [ Afrde. 

Heav'n! O my Heart! 5 | Rp 
Paul, What is't your Grief ſhould raiſe 

For her, whom almoſt all the Zaſt obeys ? 
Tit, Command, Paulinus, that all theſe retreat; 
Paul. moves his Hand, and the reſt go out: 

Rome of my Purpoſe is uncertain yet, | 

Expects to know the Fortune of the Queen: 

Their Murm'rings 1 have heard, and Troubles ſeen. 

The Buſineſs of our Love is the Diſcourſe 

And Expectation of the Univerſe, 

And by the Face of my Afﬀairs, I find, 

Tis time that I reſolys and fix my Mind. 

Te! me, Paulinus, juſtly, and be free, 

What ſays the World of Berenice and me? 

Paul. In ev'ry Heart you Admiration raiſe 


All your high Virtues, and her Beauty praiſe» 1 
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Tit, Alas! thou anſwer'ſt wide of my Deſire; 


Paulinus, be my Friend, and come yet nigher. NG 


How do they of my Sighs and Vows approve ? 

Or what expect they from ſo true a Love? | 

Paul. Love, or not love, Sir, all is in your Power; 

The Court will ſecond till the Emperor, 6 
Tit. Courtiers, Paulinus, (ſeldom are ſincere; 

To pleaſe their Maſter they have too much Care, 

The Court did Nero's horrid Acts applaud, 

To all his Luſts ſubſcrib'd, and call'd him God. 

Th' idolatrous Court ſhall never judge for me: 


| No, my Paulinus, I rely on thee, 


What then mult Berenice expect, declare ; 
Will Rome be gentle to her, or ſevere? 
My Happineſs is plac'd in her alone. 


Now they have rais'd me to th' Imperial Throne, 
Where on my Head"continual Cares muſt fall, 


Will they deny me what may ſweeten all? 


Paul, Her Virtues they acknowledge, and Deſert, 
Proclaim indeed ſhe has a Roman Hearts 
But ſhe's a Queen, and that alone withſtands 
All which her Beauty and her Worth demands. 
In Rome the Law has long unalter'd ſtood, 
Never to mix its Race with Strangers Blood. 
Lit. It is a Sign they are capricious grown, 
V hen they deſpiſe all Virtues but their own. _ 
Paul. Julius, who firſt ſubdu'd her to his Arms, 
And quite had ſilenc'd Laws with War's Alarms, 


| Burning for Cleopatra's Love; to Fame 


More juſt, fled from her Eyes, and hid his Flame, 
Tir. But which way from my Heart ſhall I remove 


50 long eſtabliſh'd and deep rooted Love? 


Paul. The Conflict will be difficult, I gueſs; 
But you your riſing Sorrows will ſuppreſs. 

Tic, Who can a Heart that's not his own. controul ? 
Her Preſence was the Comfort of my Soul. | 
After a thouſand Oaths confirm'd in Tears, 

By which 1 vow'd my ſelf for ever hers, | 

| hop'd with all my Love, and all her Charms, 

At laſt to haye her in my longing Arms. | 
V-O bs i. - PRE. H 
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Hut nought ſuſpecting as I weeping lay, | 
With her fair Hand ſhe'd wipe the Tears away. 
And in the Miſt never the Loſs perceiv'd 
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But now I can ſuch rare Perfections crown; 


And that my Love's more great than ever grown, 
When in one Hour a happy Marriage may 


Of all my Five Years Vows the Tribute pay; 


1 go, Paulinu.— how my Heart does riſe! 


Paul. W hither ? 
Tir. To part for ever from her Eyes. 


Tho I requir'd th'Afliſtance of thy Zeal, 


To cruſh a Paſſion that's ſo hard to quell ; 
My Heart had of its Doom reſolv'd before: 
Yet Berenice does til] diſpute the War. 
The Conqueſt of ſo great a Flame muſt coſt 
Conflicts, in which my Soul will oft be toſt. 
Paul. You in your Birth for Empire were deſign'd, 


And to that Purpoſe Heay'n did frame your Mind; 


Fate in that Day wiſe Providence did ſhey, 


Fixing the Deſtiny of Rome in you. 


Tit. My Youth rejoic'd in Love and glorious Wars, 
But my Remains of Life muſt waſte in Cares. 
Rome my new Conduct now obſerves, *twould be 
Both ominous to her, and mean in me, 


If in my Dawn of Power, to clear my Way 


To Happineſs, I ſhould her Laws deſtroy: 
No, I've reſolv'd on't, Love and all ſhall 80; 


Alas! it muſt, ſince Rome will have it ſo. 


But how ſhall I poor Berenice prepare? | 
Paul. You muſt reſolve to go and viſit her; 
Sooth her ſad Heart, and on her Patience win: 
Then by Degrees- Ee. „„ 
+ * But how ſhall I begin? 


Oh, my Paulinus, I have oft deſign'd 


O 


To ſpeak my Thoughts, but ſtill they ſtay d behind. 
1 hop'd, as ſhe diſcern'd my troubled Breaſt, 
She might a little at the Cauſe have gueſs'd ; 


Of the ſad Heart, ſhe had too much believ'd. 
But now a firmer Conſtancy I take, 
Either my Heart ſhall yent its Grief, or break. 


TITUS and BERENICE. 171 
I thought to have met Antiochus, and here 
All I ere lov'd ſurrender'd to his Care. 
To morrow he conducts her to the Eaſt, 
And now 1 go to ſigh, and look my laff, 
Paul. I ne'er expected leſs from that Renown, 
W hich all your Actions muſt with Glory crown. 
Tit, How lovely's Glory, yet how cruel too ! | 
How much more fair and charming were ſhe now, 
If thro' eternal Dangers to be won! 
So I might ſtill call Berenice my own. 
In Nero's Court, where I was bred, my Mind 
By that Example to all Ills inclin'd ; 
The looſe wild Paths of Pleaſures 1 purſu'd, 
Till Berenice firſt taught me to be good. 
She taught me Virtue; but, oh curſed Rome ! 
The Good I owe her, muſt her Wrong become, 
For ſo much Virtue, and Renown fo n LE 
For all the Honour I did ever get, 
Her for whoſe ſake alone I Fame purſu'd, 
I muſt forego, to pleaſe the Multitude ! 
Paul. You cannot with Ingratitude be charg " op 
You have the Bounds of Paleſline „ 
Ev'n to Euphrates her wide Power extends; 
So many Kingdoms Berenice commands. 
Tit. Weak Comforts, for the Griefs muſt on ber dwell, 
I know fair Berenice, and know too well 
To Greatneſs ſhe ſo little did incline, 
Her Heart ask'd never any thing but mine. 
| Let's talk no more of her, paulinus. 
Paul, Why? 
lit. The thought of her but ſhakes my Conſtancy ; 55 
Yet in my Heart if Doubts already riſe, 4 
What will it do when I behold her Eyes ? 
Enter Rutilius. 
Rut. Sir, Berenice deſires admittance here 
Tit. Paulinus N 
Paul. Can you already fear? | 
So ſoon are all your Reſolutions ſhook ? 
Now, Sir's the Time 


Tex. Rut. 
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172 TfIrus and BERENICE. 
Enter Berenice, Phænicia, and Attendants, 
Tit. I have no Power to look. 3 5 
Ber. Sir, ben't diſpleas d, that I thus far preſume: 
It is to pay my Gratitude I come.  _—- 
Whilſt all the Court aſſembled in my View, 
Admire the Fayour you on me beſtow, 
It were unjuſt, ſhould I remain alone 
Silent as tho I had a Senſe of none. „ 
Your Mourning's done, and you from Griefs are free; 
Are now your own, and yet not viſit me? 
Your Preſent of new Diadems I wait, 
Oh! give me more Content and leſs of State: 
Give me a Word, a Sigh, a Look at leaſt, 
In thoſe th' Ambition of my Soul is plac'd. 
Was your Diſcourſe of me when 1 arriy'd ? 
Was I fo happy, may it be beliey'd? 
Speak, tell me quick, is Berenice ſo bleſt? 
Or was J preſent to your Thoughts at leaſt? _ 
Tit. Doubt it not, Madam: By the Gods I ſwear't, 
That Berenice is always in my Heart: 
Nor Time, nor Abſence can you thence remove: 
My Heart's all yours, and you alone I love. 
Ber. You vow your Love perpetual and ſincere, 
But tis with a ſtrange Coldneſs that you ſwear. 
Why the juſt Gods to witneſs did you call? 
1 don't pretend to doubt your Faith at all, 
In you I truſt, would only from you live, 
And what you ſay, I ever muſt believe. | 
Ti. Madam EE: IK 
Ber. Proceed. Alas, whence this Surprize ! 
| You ſeem d confus'd, to turn away your Eyes, 
Nothing but trouble in your Face I find; 
Does ſtill a Father's Death aMi& your Mind? | 
Tit. Oh! did my Father, good Veſpaſian, live, 
How happy ſhould I be? | 
Ber. Ah, ceaſe to grieve! 3 
Your Tears have reverenc'd his Mem'ry now. 
Cares are to Rome and your own Glory due. 
A Father you lament, a feeble Grief, 
| Whilſt for your Abſence J find no Relief. 


But 
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"oy in your Preſence only take Delight, = 


I, who ſhall die, if but debarr'd your Sight. 
Tit. Madam, what is it that your Griefs declare? 


What time d'you chufe ? For Pity*s ſake forbear, 
| Your Bounties my Ingratitude proclaim, 


Ber, You can do nothing that deferyes that Name ; " 
No Sir, you never can ungrateful prove. 
May be I'm fond, and tire you with my Love. 

Tit. No, Madam, no; my Heart (ſince I muſt ſpeak) 


Was ne*er more full of Ln or alt ſo like to break! 
But 


Ber, What 2 
Tit, Alas! 
Ber. Proceed. 
Tit. The Empire Rome 
Der. Well. 
Tit. Oh, the diſmal Secret will not come 
Away, paulinus, ere l'm quite undone. | 
My Speech forlakes me, and my Heart's all Stone. 
Ex. Tit. and Paul. 
Ber. So ſoon to leave me, and in Trouble too? 
Titus, how have I this deſerv'd from you? 


| What have I done, Phenicia, tell me, ſpeak. 


Phan. Does nothing to your Memory 1 
That might provoke him? 
Ber. By all that's to me dear, 
Since the firſt Hour I faw his Face, till now, 
Too much of Love is all the Guilt I know. 


In the Uncertainty I cannot reſt 3 

He knows, Phænicia, all my Moments paſt, 

Perhaps he's jealous of the Syrian King 

'Tis that's the Root whence all this Change muſt ſprings 
Titus, this Victory I ſhall not boaſt. 

I wiſh the Gods would try me to the moſt, 

With a more potent Riyal tempt my Heart, 

One that would make me greater than thou art: 

Then, my dear Titus, ſhouldſt thou ſoon diſcern, 

How much for thee I all Mankind would ſcorn. 


This Silence is too rude, and racks my Breaſt, : 
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Let's 00; Phenicia, with one gentle word 

He will be ſatisfy'd, and I reſtor'd, 5 

«« My injur'd Truth by my Compliance find, 

« And if he has a Heart he muſt be kind. ¶ Exeunt. 


— 


ACT u SCENE 1 


Enter Titus, Antiochus, and Arſaces. 
Tit. 3 you've done your Friendſhip wrong, 
In that you've kept this Secret. bid ſo long. 
What is't that your Departure does incite, Z 
Which, not unjuſtly, I may call a Flight ? 
For tho on the Imperial Throne I'm plac'd, 
So highly ſeem with Fortune's Fayour grac'd; 
As if ſhe nothing further had to grant; 
I more than ever do your Friendſhip want. 
Ant. Sir, your great Kindneſs I ſo well did know, 
1 durſt not ſtay, where J fo much did owe. | 
When firſt Jugea heard your loud Alarms, 
You. made me your Companion in your Arms. 
Nay, nearer to you did with Friendſhip join, 
And lodg'd the Secrets of your Breaſt in mine. 
Yet all this Goodneſs but augments my Sin, 
For I have falſe and moſt ungrateful been. 

Tit, I can't forget, that to your Arms alone 
1 owe the half of all I ever won: - 
Witneſs thoſe precious Spoils you hither brought, 

Won from the Jews, when on my ſide you fought. 
To all thoſe Purchaſes I Jay no claim; 8 
Your Heart and Friendſhip are my only Aim. RH 
Ant. My Heart! my Friendſhip ! Heav'n, how you wit 

On my Deceit how weak a Gloſs you make! (take! 

When firſt you thought your ſelf of me poſſeſt, 

You took a very Serpent to your Breaſt. | 

_ Tit. Antiochus, I find where thou art ſtung: 
Tell me th'officious Slave that does me wrong. SET 
5 7 ee | 80 
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: Some baſe Detractor has my Honour ſtain'd, 


And in your eaſy Heart a Credit gain'd 

Abus'd, and told you Titus was unjuſt 

But I will know the treacherous Fiend, I muſt. 

Tho you unkindly from your Friend would run, 

And own th? Injuſtice which you think I've done. 
Ant. Oh Titus, if I durſt but ſpeak my Heart; 

But tis a Secret hard from thence to part: 


Iis not from you, it is from Rome 1 fly, 


There's a Diſeaſe in't I muſt ſhun or die. 
S-ek then no more what's dangerous to know, 
When moſt your Friend, I ſhall appear your Foe, 
Tit, I either to your Heart a Stranger am, 
Or ſure Antiochus is not the ſame: 
What elſe ſhouid make you not your Mind declare 2 
What is't that you dare ſay, I dare not hear? 
Ant. If then, whate'er I utter, you dare hear, 
Receive the fatal Secret in your Ear. 
But arm your Heart with Temper : Well, "is this, 
Tit, Go on. 
Ant. I love the charming Berenice. 
Ii. H 
Ant. Tes, nor \ was 1 hateful to ber Eyes, 
Till you come on, and robb'd me of the Prize. 
Waen at your Army's Head you did appear, 
You ſack'd Jeruſalem and conquer'd ber. 
Tit, A braver Rival 1'd not wiſh to find, 
Than him that dares be juſt, and tell his Mind. 


So far's Reſentment from my Heart remov'd, 


That Berenice is by my Friend beloy d, 
That I, Antiochys, the thing extol, 
For he was made to be ador'd by all: 
And happy he that ſhall polleſs her. 
Ant, True 
But tis fit none ſhould be ſo bleſt fave you: 
And Berenice for none could be deſign'd, 


But him that's the Delight of all Mankind. 


'Tis for this cauſe to Syria I repair: _ 
For when You're bleſf, no Envy ſhould be near. 
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Tit. O my Antiochus, when thou ſhalt ſee 
How ſmall's the Happineſs in ſtore for me, 
Thou needſt not ſear thy Envy; let me have 

| oy Pity and thy Aid, *tis that I crave. 
| My beſt and trueſt Friend, you muſt be ſo, 
For there's none fit for't in the World but you: 
None but a King, my Riva), and my Friend, 
Is fit to ſpeak the Torments of my Mind, 

In my Behalf you Berenice muſt ſee, 
Ant. Is that an Office, Titus, fit for me? 
Is't not enough her Cruelties I bear, 
But you muſt too ſollicit my Deſpair ? 

1 ſwore for ever from her to depart, 

Alas! and dare not truſt again my Heart. 
Your Paſſion by another may be ſhown, 
1 have enough to do to rule my own. 

Tit. He that ſo well his own Misfortunes bears, 
Can beſt inſtruct her how to temper hers. 

Nay, "7 Antiochus, you muſt not {tart | 
I know by mine your News will ſhake her Heart, 5 
For I ws too for eyer from her part: 
Ant, You part? 
Tit. Yes! curſt Neceſlity ! lis true. 
Ste that both conquer'd me and fetter'd you, 
In whom alone 1 ſumm'd up all Delight, 
Muſt be for ever baniſh'd from my Sight. 

Ant. It cannot be: No Slave that wears her Chains, 
Upon ſo eaſy Terms his Freedom gains. 

Tit, Lord of the World my Empire wide does flow, 
I can make Kings, and can depoſe them too- 

The ſtubborn'ſt Hearts muſt to my Pow'r bow down, 
And yet I am not Maſter of my own, CS 
Rome, that to Kings ſo long a Foe has been, 

Will not admit my | | Marriage with the Queen. 

If Berenice to morrow be not gone, 

The Multitude will to her Palace run; | 
And from their rude outrageous Tongues ſhe'll hear 
The News I dread to tell, and you to bear. 

Ant. Now if my Heart was 10 Revenge ally'd, 
How might I 1 1 pelo in her falling Pride! 


To 


| Swear, Friend, by all that to my Soul 


Tirus aud BERENICE. 177 

To ſee her cruelties to me repaid, = 

And with them all her tortur'd Soul upbraid. 

But, Titus, I'm more juſt; and rather moy'd, 

That ev'n, Sir, you dare wrong the thing Ive lov'd, 
Nit. When I th' Imperial Power did firſt aſſume, 

I firmly (wore t' uphold the Rights of Rome. 

Should I to follow Love from Glory fly, 

Forſake my Throne, in ev'ry Vaſſal's Eye, 

How mean and deſpicable muſt I prove; 

An Emp'ror led about the World with Love! 

No, Prince, the fatal Story you muſt tell, 


| And bid from me poor Berenice farewel. 
But if the Hopes of reigning in my Heart 


May any eaſe to her (ad Mind impart, 
is dear, 


Entire I will preſerve her ever there. 
Mourning at Court, and more exil'd than ſhe, 


My Reign but a long Baniſhment ſhall be 
From all thoſe Joys that wait on Powp-and Power. 


To morrow ſhe her Journey hence muſt take, 


And ſo I all, that e'er J lov'd forſake. 

Her to your Care and Conduct I commend; 
For tho my Rival, as a King and Friend, 

| The deareſt Treaſure L dare with you truſt. 


Ant. Sir, do not tempt me, leſt I prove unjuſt > | 


Her Charms that made me my own Fame forego, 
Will be too apt to make me falſe to you. 


N. No more; I know thee,. have thy Honour try d, 


Firm (till in Danger found thee by my fide. 3 
Thou knew'ſt my Love, whilſt thine was yet conceal d, 
| When all thy Hopes by my Succeſs were quell'd ; 

Even at that time thou didft no Falſhood ſhow,. 

| And wilt not wrong me on Adyantage now.. 


| „„ [Ex it Titus 
Ant. No, I'll not ſee her, neither dare L go: | 


Too ſoon from others her hard Lot ſhe'll know. _ 
| Doſt thou nor think her Fate's enough ſevere, 
| Unleſs that I th' unwelcome Meſſage bear ?. 
1, who her Hate enough have felt before. 
And need not ſeek new Ways co purchaſe more. 
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Arſ. See, ſhe approaches; now the Coward play, 
And, when you might have conquer'd, run away. 

Enter Berenice, and 'Phanicia. 

Ant. Oh Heay'n ! 
Ber. My Lord, I ſee you are not gone; 
Perhaps 'tis me alone that you would ſhun. 

Ant. You come not here Antiochus to find, 
The Viſit to another was deſign'd. | 
Ceſar : And *tis on him the Blame muſt light, 
If now my Preſence here offend your Sight. 
They're his Commands are guilty of the Sin; 5 
It may be elſe I had at Oſtia been. 

Ber. His Friends are always with his Preſence grac'd, 
'Tis J alone that cannot be ſo bleſt. 
Ani. Too much has Prejudice upon you gain'd 
Twas for your ſake alone I was detain'd, 

Ber, For mine? away. 

Ant. Tyrannick Fair, *tis true, 

He kept me here only to talk of you. 

Ber. Of me, my Lord! forbear this courtly Art, 
You're brave, and ſhould not mock an eaſy Heart. 
In my Diſtreſs what Pleaſure could you fee ? 
Alas ! or wiat could Titus lay of me ? 

Ant. Better a thouſand times than J can tel], 
So firm a Paſſion in his Heart does dwell, 
When you are nam'd he's from himſelf ransform d, 
And ev'ty way betrays how much he's charm'd, 
Love, in his Face does like a Tyiant riſe, 
And Majeſty's no longer in his Eyes. 0 
But there are things bebind, 1 dare not ſpeak: 
For at the News your tender Heart would break. 

Ber. How, Sir ? | 

Ant. Ere Night the Truth of what I've ſaid you 1 know, 
And then, 1 doubt not, jultify me too. 
Farewel. 

Ber. Oh Heav'n! what can this Language mean? 
| You ſee before your Eyes a wrerched Queen. 

Sir, of my N if you have ſuch Care, 
Or if my*ſelf your Eyes held ever dear, 
Diſpel this Miſt of Trouble from my Soul. 


Ant 0 
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Ant. Madam, your ſelf excuſe, 
For your own ſake it is that I refuſe, 
Twill not be long before the Doubt's remoy'd. 
Ber. You told me once, Antiochus, you lov'd; 
But ſure *twas only that you might betray ; 2 
Or elſe you more would fear to diſobey, _ 
Ant. I diſobey you! ask my Life, and try 
How gloriouſly I for your fake can die. 
It would by far be the more welcome Fate. 
Than now to ſpeak, and ever gain your Hate. 
Ber. No, Sir, you never ſhall my Hatred find; 
'Tis my Deſire, and you muſt be ſo kind. 
Will you? e 5 | 
Ant. Heav'n! this Conſtraint is worſe than Death, 
You drive, and will not give me time to-breathe, 
Oh, Madam ! put me to no further Pain, 
Ber. Muſt I then ever beg, and beg in vain? 
Hence, froward Prince, either the Truth relate, 
' Forbear, or be aſſur'd for ever of my Hate. 
Ant. My Heart was always yours, and is ſo ſtill, 
| For ever muſt depend upon your Will. 
1 wiſh another way your Pow'r you'd try'd; 
But you're reſolv'd, and muſt be fatisfy'd: 
Yet flatter not your ſelf, I ſhall declare 
Thoſe Horrors which perhaps you dare not hear, 
Lou cannoy but believe; I know your Heart,; 
Look then to feel me ſtrike its tender'ſt Part. 
Titus has told me | 
Ber, What? fear no Surprize, SS 
Ant, That he mult part for ever from your Eyes, 
Ber, We part! Can things another Nature take! 
Or Titus ever Berenice forſake? | 
Ant, Perhaps *tis ſtrange that 1 ſhould tell you ſo z. 
But you ſhall find PII do him Juſtice too. | 
Whatever in a Heart, both kind and great, 
Love with Deſpair moſt dreadful could create, 
I ſaw in his: He weeps, laments, and more 
Than ever does fair Berenice adore, - 
But what avails it, that ſueh Love he (Hows a 
f Queen ſuſpected io Rome's Empire grows, 
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And Titus cannot with her Laws diſpenſe; 
For therefore 'tis you muſt be baniſh'd hence. 
Ber. What do I hear, alas, Phenicia / 


- Ant. Nay, to morrow is your laſt and utmoſt Da 


In bearing this the Courage well you'll prove 


Of that great baughty Soul, which ſcorn'd my Lore. 


Ber. Will Titus leave his Berenice forlorn? 
He who ſo many Oaths ſo oft hath ſworn! 


I'Inot believe't ; bis Love and Faith's more ſtrong, 


I'm ſure he's guiltleſs, and you do him Wrong: 
This is a Snare to diſunite us laid; 
Titus, thou lov'ſt me, doſt not wiſh me dead. 
No, ſtrait I'll ſee him, and ſecure all Fear, 
.: Ler's g. — PS 
Ant, Too well you may behold him here. 
Ber, Too well you wiſh it, to perſuade it. No. 
In this your baſe degenerate Soul you ſhow; 
When you no other Stratagem could find _ 


T' abuſe my Heart, you would betray your Friend. 


Howe'er he prove, know I your Sight abhor, 
And from this Minute never ſee me more, 
Ant. Oh Berenice! remorſeleſs cruel Fair ! 
Born only for my Torment and Deſpair. 
Was it for this ſo. faithfully I ſerv'd ? 
Is this the Recompence I have deſery'd ? 

I, who for you did all Ambition waye, 
And left a Kingdom to become your Slave! 

Curſe on my Fate ! „ 

Ber. If &er my Heart you priz'd, 
You never had this Cruelty devis'd ; nd. 
Never to work my Torment been thus bold, 
And fo triumphantly the Story told. 
Away, Phenicia ; no more I'll hear him ſpeak. 


„ LEST Tek. Ber. and Phan, 
Ant. Now, my Arſaces, would my Heart but break; 


But yet 1 hope in pard I've Freedom won, 


And what Love would not, by her Hate ſh'as done. 


The Pain J lately endur'd thou haſt beheld ; 


* | left her all enamour'd, jealous, wild oh 
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gut now performing this ignoble part, 

Perhaps, I'll ever baniſh her my Heart. 

She left me cruelly, and let her go; 

My Honour and Re poſe command it too: 

For ever to my Eyes a Stranger be, — 
Till L have learnt to ſcorn as well as ſhe, ¶Exeunt. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 
E᷑ͤnter Berenice in Diſorder. 
Ber. [ of my Wrong too well am fatisfy'd : 
1 To ſee the perjur'd Titus twice I try'd ; 
| Twice for Admittance to him begg'd in vain, 
Nor is Phenzcia yet return'd again. 
Phenicia has no Anſwer to bring back, 
Ingrateful Titas will not hear her ſpeak : 
But hides himſelf, and from my Fury flies; 
Nor will have Senſe tho Berenice dies. 

Fer ea 
Phenicta, well, my Titus haſt thou ſeen ? | 
What ? will he come and make me live again ? 

Phan. Madam, the Emp'ror I alone did find; 

And ſaw in his the Trouble of your Mind; 
I faw the Tears he would have hid, run down. 

Ber. But was he not aſham'd they ſhou'd be ſnown? 
Lookt he not as he thought his Love Diſgrace ? 
And was not all the Emperor in his Face ? 

Phan, Doubt it not, Madam, he will ſoon be here: 
But wherefore will you this Diſorder wear? 

Your ruffled Dreſs let me in Order place, 
| And theſe diſnevel'd Locks that hide your Face. 
Ber. Forbear Phenicta, let it all alone: 
No, he ſhall ſee the Triumph he has won; 
How yain thoſe fooliſh Ornaments muſt prove, 
If neither Faith, nor Tears, nor Means can move! 
E.ͤnter Antiochus and Arſaces. 
| On, my unruly. Sorrows ! Oh, my Fears! 
Who's here? 5 5 
Ant. Arſaces, Berenice in Tears ? 


—— ww -- 
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Ber. Antiochus ! Phenicia, let's away; 
To let him ſee my Torments VII not ſt ay. [Exeunt, 
Ant. Now whither's all my Reſolution gone? 
Arſaces, who could ſee't and be his own! 
I ſaid I'd never ſee her Face again; 
But come and find my Boaſtings all were vain; 
Seeing her Sufferings, all her Scorn forget, 
And loſe at once wy Vengeance and my Hate. 
Wreiched Antiochus! with how much Care 
And Labours my own Miſchiefs I prepare ! 
_ How poorly all my Injuries have borne ! 
Hopeleſs, undone, and to my ſelf a Scorn. 
Leave me alone unhappy as I am; 
I would not have a Witneſs of my Shame, 
fy Enter Titus attended, 5 
Tit. Twas cruel not to ſez her: Oh my Heart! 
And now I go to ſee her, but to part. | 
Rutilius fly, and ſooth the Queen's Deſpair, 
And for our meeting Berenice prepare, 
Ant. What have you done, Sir, Berenice will 40 1 1 
I ſaw ber hence with Hair diſhevel'd ay. 
Tis only you her Fury can ſurceaſe; 
W hene'er you're nam'd, ſhe's inſtantly at Peace, 
Her Eye es ſtill bent to your Apartment were, 
Andev'ry Moment ſeem'd to wiſh you near. 
Tit. Antiockus, aſſiſt me what to do; 
I'm not prepar'd for the ſad Interview: 
I have not yet conſulted well my Heart, 
And doubt it is not ſtrong enough to part, 
Since firſt I took Poſſeſſion of the Throne, 
What is it for my Honour I have done? 
My Love and Folly only I've diſclos'd, 
And nothing but my Weakneſſes expos'd, 
The golden Days where are they to be found, 
So much expected when this Head was crown'd ? 
Whole Tears have I dry'd up? or in what Face 
Can I the Fruits of any good Act trace? 
Know I what Years Heav'n has for me decreed ? * 
And of theſe few how few are to ſucceed? . : 


* 
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And 


And 


Heav'ns! how I wildly. rave- 
On him ungrateful that my Tears ee f 
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And yet how many have I ſpent in waſte! . 
But now to Honour I' make greater haſte : 
Alas! *tis but one Blow, and all is paſt, 
Enter Berenice preſſing from Rut. and Paul, 
Ber. Let me alone, your Counſels all are weak; 
See him I muſt, he's here, and I will ſpeak. 
Has Titus then forſook me? is it true? 
Maſt we two part? does he command it too? 
Tit. O! ſtop the Deluge, which ſo fiercely flows : 5 
This is no Time t'allay each others Woes: 
Enough I feel my own Afflictions ſmart, 
And need not thoſe dear Tears to damp my Heart. 
But if we neither can our Griefs command, 
Yet with ſuch Honour let 'em be ſuſtain'd, 
As the whole World to hear it told ſhall (mart : 
For, deareſt Berenice, we muſt part. 
And now I would not a Diſpute maintain, 
Whether I lov'd, but whether I muſt rei in, 
Ber, Reign (Cruel) then, and ſatisfy your Pride, 
And for your Cruelties be deily'd, 
I ne'er diſpute it farther, 1 but ftay 'd 
Til Titus, who ſo many Vows had made 
Of ſuch a Love as nothing could impair, _ 
Should come himſelf, and tell how falſe they were, 
Now I believe't, enough I've heard you tell, 
And I am gone eternally farewel, 
Eternally Ab, Sir, conſider now _ 
How harſh that Word i is, and how dreadful too. 


Conſider oh! the Miſeries they bear, 
That are for ever robb'd of all that's dear; j 


From this (ad Moment never more to meet: 


| Is it for Day to dawn, and Day to (et, —— 
In which I muſt not find my Hopes (ti) young, 


Nor yet once ſee my Titus all Day long? 
0 loſe my Pains 


Of all thoſe Days of Abſence I ſhall count 

Wich him, the Number will to nothing mount. 
. Doubt it not, Madam, there will be no need 
To count the Days t that ſhall your Lols ſucceed : 


3 
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I hope ere long that you will hear from Fame, 
How very wretched and how juſt I am, | 
My Heart bleeds now, 1 feel the Drops run ons 
Nor can it be long dying when your gone, | 
Ber. Ah why, Sir, muſt we part, if this be true? 
My Claims to Marriage I'll no more renew. 
Will Rome accept of nothing but my Death? 
Or why d'ye envy me the Air I breathe ? 
Tic. Madam, you are too pow rful ev'ry way: 
Shall I withſtand it? no, for ever ſtay. 
Then I from Bliſs muſt always be debar'd. 
And on my Heart for ever keep a Guard: 
Wich Fears thro' all my Courſe of Glory moye, 
Leſt ere aware I loſe my ſelf, and Love. | 
Ev'n now my Heart is from my Boſom ſtray*d, 
And all its Swellings on a ſudden laid, 
Bent thus to you by all Love's ſofteſt Pow? oy” 
And only this remembers, that *tis yours. 
Ber. O Titus, whilſt this charming Tale you tell, 
D* ye ſee the Romans ready to rebel? 


Tit, How they will look on the Affront, whe knows, 


If once they murmur and then fall to Blows 1 
Muſt I in Battel juſtify my Cauſe ? 
Or if they ſhould ſubmit and ſet their Laws, 
How muſt I be expos'd another Day! 
And for their Patience too how largely pay! 
With Grieyances and wild Demands til] curſt, 
Shall 1 dare plead the Laws that break them firſt ? 
Ber. How much you are an Emperor now I find, 
Tis plain in your unſteddy anxious Mind. : 
Jou weigh your People's Rights to your own Fears, | 
But never value Berenice's Tears. : 
Tir. Not value them! why are you ſo unjuſt ? 
Now, by the Honour of my Father's Duſt, 
By Heav'n and all the Gods that goyern there, 
If any thing to me be half fo dear; 


Or elle forlorn in ſome wild Deſart ſtarve, 
Till Im as wretched as my Ills deſerye, 


May I be as a Slaye, depos'd and ſerve, : 
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Ber, Laus you may change ; why will you for their ſake 


| Into your Breaſt eternal Sorrows take ? 


Rome has her Privileges ; have not you 
Your Intereſts, your Rights as ſacred too ? 
Say, ſpeak. DT. - 
Tit. Alas! how do you rend my Breaft ! 
know indeed I never can have Reſt; | 
And yet the Laws of Rome I cannot change, 
Do, break my Heart, and take your full Revenge. 
Ber. How weak a Guard does now your Honour keep ! 
You are an Emperor, and yet you weep ! | 
Tit, I grant it. I am ſenſible I do, 
I weep, alas! I ſigh and tremble too. 
For when to Empire firſt I did attain, | 
Rome made me ſwear I would her Rights maintain, 
I did, and muſt perform what I then yow'd ; 
Others before me to the Yoke have bow'd: 
And *tis their Honour: yet in leaving you, 
All their auſtereſt Laws I ſhall out- do 
And an Example leave ſo brave and great, 
As none ſhall ever. after imitate. | | 


Ber, To your Barbarity there's nothing hard: 


| Go on, and Infamy be your Reward, | 
Long ſince my Fears your Falſhood had diſplay'd ; 


Nor would I at your Suit baye longer ſtay'd. 
Would I the baſe Indignities have borne 


| Of a rude People, publick Hate and Scorn ? 


No, to this Breach I would have ſpur'd you on, 
And I am pleas'd it is already done. 
No longer ſhall the Fear of me prevail; 


| Alas! you muſt not think to hear me rail, 
Or Heav'n invoke its Vengeance to prepare; 
| No, for if Heaven vochſafe to hear my Pray'r 


beg no Memory may there remain, NS 
Of either your Injuſtice, or my Pain. 1 [Kneels, 
Fut the ſad Berenice, before ſhe dies, 


| Is ſure to have Revenge, if you have Eyes. 
| Nor, Titus, need I go to find it far, 


No further than that Heart, I have it there.  _ 
ee [Points to his Breaſt. 
| V.ichin 
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Within your ſelf ſhall riſe your dreadfull'ſt Foe; 
My paſt Integrities, my Torments now, 
Which you, ungrateful, perjur'd Man, bave bred, 
My Blood, which in your Palace I ſhall ſhed, 
| Sufficient Terrors ro yqur Soul ſhall give, _ _ 
And ꝛtis to them that my Revenge I' leave. ¶ Ex. furiouſly, 
} Paul. Thus, Sir, at leaſt the Conqueſt you have won, 
 - The Queen you ſee's contented to be gone. Fe 
L Tit. Curſe on thy Roman Rudeneſs that canſt ſee 
Such Tears unmoy'd, and mock ſuch Miſery ! 
Oh! I am loſt, and "tis in vain to ſtrive z 
If Berenice dies, I cannot live. . 
Fly and prevent that Fate to which ſhe's gone 
Bid her but live, tell her the World's her own. Ex. Rut, 
Paul. Sir, if I might adviſe, you ſhould not ſend, 
Rather command her Women to attend ; 
They better can their Melancholy cheerz 
The worſt is paſt, and now 'tis mean to fear. 
1 ſaw your melting Pity when ſhe wept, 
And my rough Heart but very hardly ſcap'd. 
| Yet look a little farther, and you'll. find 
| That ſpite,of all your Fortune yet is kind. — 
| What Triumphs the whole World prepares, you'll ſee, 
And then hereafter think how great you'll be. 
Tit. Who for Barbarity would be ador'd? 
I hate my ſelf, Nero ſo much abhor'd, 
That bloody Tyrant, whom 1 bluſh to name, 
Was never half ſo cruel as I am. 
No, I'll purſue the Queen, ſhe loves me ſtil], 
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Will pardon me when at ber Feet I kneel: 
Let's go, and let proud Rome ſay what it will. 
RR. TE ED i dr 
Tit, By Heav'n 1 know not what I ſay: 
Exceſs of Sorrow drives my Mind aſtray. 
* Paul. O follow where you full Renown does lead, 
| Your Jaſt Adieus Report abroad has ſpread, BY 
Rome that did mourn, does now new Triumphs frame, 
The Temples fume with Offerings to your Name: 
The People wild in the Applauſe you've won, 


With Layrel Wreathes to crown your Statues run. 
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Tit. By that their ſalvage Natures they betray ; 
For ſo wild Beaſts roar o'er their murder*d Prey. 
Who would have Senſe the Sweets of Pow'r to prize ? 
Since moſt in danger when we higheſt riſe : 
For who by Greatneſs e'er did happy grow ? 
None but the heavy Slave is truly ſo, 
Who travels all his Life in one dull Road, 
And, drudging on, in quiet loves his Load; 
Seeking no farther than the Needs of Life, 
Knows what's his own, and ſo exempt from Strife, 
And cheriſhes his homely cruel Wife, 
| Lives by the Clod, and thinks of nothing higher; 
Has all, becauſe he cannot much deſire. 
Had I been born ſo low, I had been bleſt; 
Of what Iloye, without Controul, poſſeſt: 
Never had Honour or Ambition known, | 
Nor ever to be great had been undone, Shouts * | 
Paul. The Tribunes, Sir, and Senate with their State, 
I'th' Name of all the Empire for you wait; 
They'are follow'd too by an impatient Throng, 
Who ſeem to murmur you delay ſo long. 5 
Tit, Toil me no more, diſperſe that Ranseuess Rout ; * 
Tell 'em they ſhall no more have Cauſe to doubt: 
The Queen's Departure they'll to morrow ſee, 
And me as wretched as they'd have me be. 
Take this, Paulinus, bear it to the Queen; 
| [Writes on a Tablet. 
For ſhould we meet, I muſt relapſe again; | 
I've bid her here eternally adieu: 0 


Stay while ſhe reads it, and her Troubles view, 

| And bring me faithful Word, as thou art true. 
Hold! Oh my Heart! yet go, it mult be done, 
For what's Neceſlity we cannot ſhun, | 
Would I had never known what tis to live, 
Or a new Being to my ſelf could give; 

| Some monſtrous and unheard of Shape now find, 
As ſalvage and as barbarous: as wy. 88 
Anliochus J | 
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| Enter Antiochus, Attendants, and Arſaces, 
Ant. My laſt Adieu to pay | | 
I come, and dare in Rome no longer ſtay. 
My Griefs and my Afflictions grow fo high, 

If not by Abſence ſlacken'd I muſt die, 

Tit. What Reaſon have the Happy to repine ? 
Now Berenice for ever will be thine, 
With all her Charms receive her to thy Breaſt, 
And be of all I ever Joy'd poſſeſt, 

Ant. It is beneath you, Sir, to mock my Pain: 
I ever kneel to Berenice again! N 
No, ſhould I ſtay to fee you when you part, 
Tho I am ſure the Sight would break my Heart, 
| Yet ſhe, as ſtill my Pray'rs have been deny d, 

Tho I but begg'd one Bleſſing ere I dy'd, | c 
Even then with Scorn would throw me from her fide. 
Tit, Ob Heav'n! ſhe's entring, from her Charms let's fly, 
Meet, and prevent he.: [Ex. Titus. 
„ | Enter Berenice, Oe. Ie 
Ber. How he haſtes away! OE 
Ingrateful ! Deareſt perjur'd Titus, ſtay. [Kneels 
_ AMiAions catch him, great as thoſe I bear. 

My Lord, at laſt 1 have receiv'd my Doom: 
*Tis ſeal'd : But ere I part from you and Rome, 
Lask, and I your Pardon would receive, is 
Can you the Wrongs which I have done forgive? 
Ant. I neyer any Injuries did find: _ 

No, Berenice has always been too kind, 

With one ſoft Word, how ſuddenly I'm loſt, 

And have no Senſe of my Diſgraces paſt !. 

But muſt I then for ever loſe you ſo ? 

I am no Roman, nor was cer your Foe. 
No, rather here continue and be great, 
_ Whilſt I lie ever hopeleſs at your Feet. N 

Ber. Should I ſtay here, and my Wrongs tamely bear 

For him that ſhuns, and flies me ev'ry where? 

1 have a nobler Mind, and you ſhall ſee 
I can diſdain and ſcorn as much as he: 
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For tho 'tis true, I never can be yours; 5 
Both Rome and him my Heart this Hour abjures. 
Ant. To baniſh him your Heart whilſt you prepare, 
What will you do with all the Love that's there? 
There's no one Mortal can deſerve it all, 
And ſure a little to my ſhare might fall. 
Ber. Oh of that killing Subject talk no more; 
I would have loy'd you, if I could before, 6 
Love for another ſtruck me with his Dart, 
And *tis not in my Power to force my Heart, 
Ant, When firſt my Paſſion was diſdain'd fo 
You kept me yet alive with your Eſteem,” 
But now at laſt his Breach of Faith you ſee, 
And bear it nobly too: How can you be 
T'your ſelf ſo juſt, and yet ſo hard to me? 
Ber. What cruel Storms and fierce Aſſaults you make, 
To batter down a Heart you cannot takes, 
Till you have broke it. Will you not give o'er ? 
No, rather let me go, and hear no more, 


Ant. O ſtay, ſince of the Vict' ry you're ſecure 3 : a 


r him, 


Pity the Pains and Anguiſh I endure, 
ell, In Wounds, which you and none but you can cure. 


[ Kneels. i 


Look back, whilſt at your Feet my ſelf I caſt, 
And think the Sigh that's coming is my laſt. 
My Heart its ſad eternal Farewel takes; 
Be but ſo kind to ſee me when it breaks. 4 | 
Ber. Riſe, riſe, my Lord, The Emperor's return'd, 
Conduct me hence, let me no more be ſcorn'd. 
| Enter Titus. 
Tit. Now am I loſt! reſolve on what I will, 
Spite of my ſelf I wander this way {til}, p 
Why would you, Berenice, my Preſence ſhun ? F 
Ber. No! I'll hear nothing, I've reſolv'd on flight, 
And will be gone. Why come you in my Sight? 
Why come you thus Yexaſperate my Deſpair ? 
Are you not yet content? I know you are, 
T!t, If ever yet my Heart was dear to yours, 
By all our plighted Vows, thoſe ſofteſt Hours, 


beat 
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In which for ever to be true I ſwore, | 
I beg that you'd afford me yet one more. 
Bier. I till to morrow had your Leave to ſtay ; 
| But my Reſolves are to be gone to day; 
And I depart. . 5 
Tit. No Journey muſt you take. 

Would you poor Titus in his Griefs forſake? 

Ne Bey 256 e 
Ber. I ſtay! Ungrateful as you are; 
For what ! a People's rude Affronts to bear; 
That which the Sound of my Misfortunes rend 
The Clouds, and Shouts to Heay'n in Volleys ſend ? 
Does not their cruel Joy yet reach your Ears, 
Whilſt I alone torment my ſelf in Tears? 
By what Offence or Crime are they thus mov'd ! 
Alas! what have I done, but too much lov'd ? 
\ Tit, D'you mind the Voice of an outragious Throng! 
I eyer thought your Conſtancy more ſtrong : . 
Never believ'd your Heart ſo weak could be, 

W hoſe powerful Charms had captivated me. 
Ber. All that 1 ſee Diſtraction does create: 
"Theſe rich Apartments, and this pompous State, 
"Theſe Places where I ſpent my happieſt Hours, 
And plighted all my Vows, falfe Man, to yours ; 
All, as moſt vile Impoſtors, I deteſt. | 
How ſtrangely, Titus, might we have been bleſt! 
Tit. This Art to torture Souls where did you learn? 
Os was it in your Nature with you born? | 
Oh Berenice] how you deſtroy me! | | 

[Attendants bring a Chai, 


Ber. No, CE . 

Return, and to your famous Senate go, 

That for your Cruelties applaud you fo. 

Have you not Honour to your full Delight ? 

Have you not promis'd to forget me quite? 

What more in Expiation can you do? 

Have you not ever ſworn to hate me too ? 
Tit, Can you do any thing to make me hate? 

Or can I ever Berenice forget? 1 
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Tbis hard Suſpicion was unjuſtly urg'd 
'Gainſt a poor Heart, too much before ſurcharg' " 
Oh, Madam ! know me better, and recal 
The Wrong, ſince firſt I at your Feet did fall: 
Count all the ſingle Days and Minutes paſt, 
Wherein my Vows and my Deſires | preſt, 
And at this time your greateſt Conqueſt know: 
For you were never ſo beloy'd as now; 
Nor eve | 
Ber. Still your Love you 4 have me own, 
let you your ſelf command me to be gone. 
Is my Deſpair ſo charming to your View ? 
D'you think the Tears I ſhed are all too few? 
ol ſuch a Heart a vain Return you make; 
No, never call thoſe dear Ideas back; 
Bur ſuffer me in this Belief to reſt, 
| That ſecretly long ſince exil'd your Breaſt: 
1 only from a faithleſs Wretch depart, 
And one that never lays the Loſs to Heart. 
It you had loy'd me, this had ne*er been ſent : 
Here you've commanded me to Baniſhment, _ | 
[Opens the Tablets, 
| What wond*rous Love you bear me this doth ſhow : 
Read, read, Ungrateful, read, and let me go. 
| Lives him t he Tablets, 
Tit, You ſhall not go, I have not given Conſent, 
Nor will I ever to your Baniſhment : 
Your cruel Reſolution I deſcry, 
Jo be reveng'd of me you ſeek to die, 
air Und then of all I love, except the Pain, 
Nought but the ſad Remembrance will remain, 
Antiochus ! Tube thou a Witneſs here 
| [Ber. ſinks down 1 in 4 Chair. 
Of al my Miſery and my Deſpair. | 
Ant. Deſpair's a Theme I only underſtand; 
You, if you will, your Wiſhes may command, 
ouch Beauty ready for Poſſeſſion ſee, | 5 
And leave that ugly Hag, Deſpair, to me. 
Tit, Behold thoſe Eyes, how dull and dark they grow! | 
Madam, when at your Feet I fall thus low, [ Kneels, 
This RE ng : Vouch- 
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 Vouchſafe my fad Afflictions to believe, 


Alas! *tis all the Eaſe I'm like to have, 
When firſt the dreadful Minute I beheld, 


That by my Duty and the Laws compell'd, 5 


I found it forc'd that you muſt hence depart, 
Tho nothing e er can baniſh you my Heart: 


»Twas then my Soul had firſt a Senſe of Fears, 
Foreſeeing your Reproaches and your Tears. 

I then expected, Madam, all the Weight 

Of Woes that can on worſe Misfortunes light. 


But whatſoever Fears oppreſs'd my Heart, 
I find I but foreſaw the leſſer Part. 


I thought my Virtue not ſo apt to bow; 


And am aſham'd 'tis thus entangled now. 
Ber. Let me alone, and vex my Soul no more; 
You of your Virtue talkt enough before: | 


Urge it not ſtill to aggravate my Shame. 
When crown'd with Conqueſt from the Wars you came, 
I know you brought me but to fall your State; 

For elſe the Triumph had not been compleat. 


Tit. Since you have then reſolv'd it ſhall be ſo ; 
And judge by this if you're beloy'd or no. 
No longer Torments on my Soul ſhall prey, 

Since you to Freedom ſee ſo brave a Way: 

A Way by more than one great Roman ſhown, 

Who when their Miſeries had preſt' em down, 
Propt from within, ſhook off with Life the Weight. 


[ Offers to flab himſet 


And thus fell nobly grapling with their Fate. nl 
Ber. Oh ſtay! to wrong me more what Way d'ye taks! 


Would Tirus die for Berenice's ſake ? 
1 ſee the Blow you cruelly prepare 


To wound that Breaſt, where I, you ſay, have ſhare. 
To hurt what's mine would be unjuſtly done ; 
No, rather ſtrike this Heart that's all your own. 

Tit. Beſt of thy Sex! and deareſt! now I ſee 
How poor is Empire when compar'd to thee ? 
Hence, ye perplexing Cares that clog a Brain, 


Whilſt ſtruck with Ecſtaſy, I here fall down, (Xt 
| RS Tbu 
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Thus at your Feet a happy Proſtrate laid,  [Kncels. 
I'm much more bleſt than if the World I ſway'd. 

Ber. Now the bleſt Berenice enough has ſeen ; 
I thought your Love had quite extinquiſh'd been: 

But *twas my Error; for you {till are true, 
Your Heart is troubled, and your Tears I view. 
Ey'n my worſt Sufferings much o'er-paid I ſee, 
Nor ſhall th' unhappy World be curſt for me. 
Nothing, ſince firſt *twas yours, my Love would ſhake, 
So abſolute a Conqueſt did you make: = | 
But now 1/3] bring it to the utmoſt Teſt, 
And with one Funeral Act crown all the reſt, 
Tit, Hah! tell me, Berenice, what will you do? 
| Ber, Far from your Sight and Rome for ever go: 
I bave reſolv'd on't, and it ſhall be ſo. ET, 
| Tit, Antiochus ! I'm born to be undone ; 
| When I the greateſt Conqueſt thought Chave won, 
Ey'n in my nobleſt Race I am out: run. 
But thou wert always gen'rous, always kind: 
Your enlarg'd Kingdom ſhall to her's be join'd. 
And now how much you are my faithful Fiiend, 
In being ſo to her, youll beſt expreſs. 5 
JJC Falling on his Neck. 
| Never forſake her in her fad Diſtreſs. 
| Where'eer ſhe goes, for ever with her be; 
| And ſometimes in my Abſence ſigh for me. 


i Ant. Arſaces ! on thy Boſom let me lie, 
jel Whilſt I but take one laſt dear look, and die. 
ke! = Ber. No live, and by a generous Strife out- do 4 
s both, and of your ſelf be conqu'ror too. 
Farewel. 


Let us all three a rare Example prove, 

Ot a moſt tender tho unhappy Love. | 

Thus, Sir, your Peace and Empire 1 reſtore; | Ss 

Farewel, and reign, I'll never ſee you more. [Ex. Ber. 
Ant. Oh Heavn! F 
Tit, She's gone, and all I yalu'd Joſt: 

Now, Friend, let Rome of her great Emp'ror boaſt, 


York": 5 Since | 
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Since they themſelves firſt taught me Cruelty, | 
I'll try how much a Tyrant I can be, 

Henceforth all Thoughts of Pity I'll diſown, 

And with my Arms the Univerſe o'er-run, _ 

| Robb'd of my Love, thro' Ruins purchaſe Fame, 

And make the World as wretched as I am. 
NV 5 Exeunt omnes, 
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Enter Oaavian and Shift. 
0 „ AN 


2 HS is unhappy News; I did not erpect 
my Father in two Months, and yet you ſay 
he is return'd already. 
Shift, Tis but too true. 
OF. That he arriy'd this Morning? 
Shift, This very Morning. 
Oct. And that he i is come with a Reſolution to marry 
me 4- 
Shift. Yes, Sir, to marry you. 
Oct. I am ruin'd and undone ; prithee adviſe me. 
Shift, Adviſe you? 
0X, Yes, adviſe me, Thou art as furly, as if thou 
really couldſt do me no Good. Speak: Has og ry 
taught thee no Wit? Haſt thou no Shift? 
Shift. Lord, Sir, 1: am at preſent very buſy i in contri. 


F. ving ſome Trick to ſaye my ſelf; I am — prudent, and 


then good natur'd. 
85 12 Od. 
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Oct. How will my Father rage and ſtorm, when he un- 
derſtands what Things have happen'd in his Abſence? I 
-dread his Anger and Reproaches. 

Shift. Reproaches! Wou'd I could be quit of him fo 
_ eaſily; methinks 1 feel him already on my Shoulders,] 
Od. Diſinheriting is the leaſt I can expect. 

Shift. Vou ſhould have thought of this before, and not 
have fall'n in love with I know not whom, one that you 
met by chance in the Bover-Coach : She is indeed a good 
{mug Laſs, but God knows what ſne is beſides; perhaps 
ome 

© #7 Villain, 3 

Shift. 1 have done, We, 1 1 have 8 | 

Oct. J have no Friend that can appeaſe my Father' 
Anger, and now 1 ſhall be ors to Want and Mi 
fery 

Shift For my pare I know but one Remedy in out 
Misfortunes. | | 

Oct. Prithee, what is it 2 | 

Shift. You know that Rogue and Arch- 3 Sravin 

Oct. Well; what of him? 

Shift. There i is not a more ſubtle Fellow breathing; lo 
cunning, he can cheat one newly cheated ; *tis ſach 2 
' Wheedling Rogue, 1'd undertake in two Hours he ſhall 

make your Father forgive you all; nay, allow you Money 
for your neceſſary Debauches : 1 ſaw bim in three Days 
make an old cautious Lawyer turn Chywiſt and Pro- 
jector. 
; Oct. He is the fitteſt Parſon; in the World for my Buli- I 
neſs; the impudent Varlet can do any thing with the 


peeviſh old Man, Prithee 20 look him out, we'll ſe him 
a-wofk immediately. 


Shift. See where he comes 
Enter Neg. 

Scap. Worthy Sir! 
Shift. I have been giving my Maſter a brief 1 of 
thy m--{t noble Qualities : I told him thou wert as valiant 


as a ridden Cuckold, fi incere as hot ages as Ly 
in Want, 


2 Safir 


4 | „ | $4fs 
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Scap. Alas, Sir, I but copy you: *Tis you are brave; 
you ſcorn the Gibbets, Halters and Priſons which threaten 
jou, and valiantly proceed in Cheats and Robberies. 
Oct. Oh Scapin ! I am oy ruin'd without thy * 
ſiſtance. 
Scap, Why, what's the matter, good Mr. Octavian? 
Oct. My Father is this Day arriv'd at Dover with od 
Mr. Gripe, with a Reſolution to marry me. 
Scap. Very well. 
Oct. Thou knoweſt I am already marry'd: How will 
my Father reſent my Diſobedience? I am for ever loſt, 
unleſs thou canſt find ſome means to reconcile me to ; 
| him. 
Scap. Does your Father know. of your Marriage ? 
Oct. I am afraid he is by this time acquainted with it. 
Stap. No matter, no matter, all ſhall be well; 1 am 
| publick-ſpitited: I love to help diſtreſſed young Gentlemens. 
| and thank Heay'n I haye had good Succeſs enough. 
O#, Beſides, my preſent Want muſt be conlider'd 3 . 
am in Rebellion without any Money. 

Scap. I have Tricks and Shifts too to get that: I can 
cheat upon Occaſion; but Cheating is now grown an ill 
Trade; yet Heav'n be thank'd, there were never more 
hl Cullies and Fools ; but the great Rooks and Cheats al-- 


ne e low'd by publick Authority ruin ſuch little Under-traders 
5 as I am. 
[0s 


Oct. Well, get thee ſtrait about thy Buſineſs : Canſt 
thou make no uſe of my Rogue here? 

S'ap. Yes, I ſhall want his Aſſiſtance; the Knaye has 
Cunning, and may be. uſeful. - 
Soift. Ay Sir; but like Other wiſe 1 am not over- 
| valiant ; Pray leave me out of this Bult neſs: My Fears 
wy ans you; you ſhall execute, I'Il fit at home and 

adviſe. 

Scap. I ſtand not in need of thy Courage, but thy Im- 
pudence, and thou haſt enough of that: Come, come, 
thou ſhalt along: What Man, "ſtand out for a Beating 2. 
that's the worſt can happen. 

Shift. Well, 2 8 wh 
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| Enter Clara. 

Of. Here comes my deareſt Clara. 

Cla. Ab me, Offavian ! I hear ſad News: They fay, 
your Father % ; 
Oct. Alas! 'tis true, and I am the moſt unfortunate 
Perſon in the World; but *tis not my own Miſery that! 
conſider, but yours: How can you bear thoſe Wants to 


Which we muſt be both reduc'd ? 


Cla, Love ſhall teach me, that can make all things eaſy 
to us; which is a Sign it is the chiefeſt Good: But I hape 


other Cares. Will you be ever conſtant? Shall not your 


Father's Severity conſtrain you to be falſe ? 
Of, Never, my deareſt, never, | 
Clia., They that love much may be allow'd fome Fears, 
Scap. Come, come; we have now no time to hear you 
fpeak fine tender things to one another: Pray do you pte. 
pare to encounter with your Father. 1 


Cla. I tremble at the Thoughts of it. 


pooſition. 


Sap. You muſt appear reſolute at firſt : Tell him you 
can live without troubling him; threaten him to turn Sol. 
dier; or, what will trighten him worſe, ſay, you'll tur 
Poet. Come, III warrant you, we bring him to Com. 
Oct. What would I give *twere over? fs | 
Scap. Let us practiſe a little what you are to do. Sup: 


poſe me your Father, very grave, and very angry. 


cap. Do you look very careleſly, like a ſmall Courtie I 


upon his Country Acquaintance; a little more ſurlily ;— 


Very well: — Now 1 come full of my Fatherly Au- 
thority 1 


Octavian, thou makeſt me weep to ſee thee; but alas 


they are not Tears of Joy, but Tears of Sorrow, Did 
ever ſo good a Father beget fo leud a Son? Nay, but ſot 


that I think thy Mother virtuoue, 1 ſhould pronounce 


thou art not mine; Newgate-Bird, Rogue, Villain, what 
a Trick haſt thou play'd me in my Abſence ? Marry d? 


Ves: But to whom? Nay, that thou knoweft not. III 


warrant you ſome Waiting - Woman corrupted in a civi 


e 
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Family, and reduc'd to one of the Play-houſes, remoy'd 
from thence by ſome Keeping Coxcomb, or — 

Cla. Hold, Scapin, hold 

Scat. No Offence, Lady, I ſpeak but another's Words. 
Thou abominable Raſcal, thou ſhalt not have a Groat, 
not a Groat. Beſides, 1 will break all thy Bones ten times 
over; get thee out of my Houſe Why, Sir, you 
reply not a Word, but ſtand as baſhfully as a G'rl that is 
examin'd by a baudy Judge about a Rape. 

Oct. Look, yonder comes my Father, 

Scap. Stay, Shift, and get you two gone : let me alone 
to manage the old Fellow. P. OR; and Clara, 
| Enter Thriſty. 

Ti Was there ever ſuch a raſh Action? 


= Scap. He has been inform'd of the Buſineſs, and is now 

dr ſo full of it that he vents it to himſelf. 

8 Thrif, 1 would fain hear what they can fay for hem 
ſelyes. 

1 Scap, We are not unprovided. CA. 4 Diſtance. 

WR 7hrif. Will they be ſo impudent to deny the Thing ? 

= Scap. We never intend it. 

. Thrif. Or will they endeavour to excuſe ie? 


Scap. That perhaps we may do, 
| Thrif, But all ſhall be i in vain. 
5 Scap. We'll try that. | 
Thrif, 1 know how to lay that Kone my Son fat, 
Scap. That we muſt prevent, 7 
Thrif. And for the Tatterdemallion Shift, I'll Wah 
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* him to Death; I will be three Years a cudgelling him. | 9 
Au- Shift, 1 wonder'd he had forgot me ſo long. | '% 
Tri. Oh, oh! Yonder the Raſcal i is, that brave Go: 1 
alas yernor ! he tutor'd my Son finely, | | 
Did Scap, Sir, I am overjoy'd at your ſafe Return. if 
for — Tri Good morrow, Scapin Indeed you have fol- iy 
1nce low'd my Inſtructions very exactly, my Son has behaved 4 
vhat himſelf very prudently in my Abſence, has he not, Raſ- | 
d? cal, has he not? | [To Shift. 
Vl Scap. I hope you are very well, 
ciyil Thrif, Very well—— thou ſay'ſt not a Word Vaflet, 


nily thou ſay'ſt not a Word. "va — 
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Scrap. Had you a good Voyage, Mr. Thrifty 2 
Thrif Lord Sir! a very good Voyage; roy give 2 
Man a little Leave to vent his Choler. 

Scap. Would you be in Choler, Sir? 

Fhrif, Ay, Sir, I would be in Choler, 

Scap. Pray with whom? 

Thrif. With that confounded Rogue there. 

Scap, Upon what Reaſon? 

Thrif. Upon what Reaſon ! Haſt thou not heard what 


bath 4 N in my Abſence ? 


Scap. I heard a little idle Story. _ 

Thrif. Allittle idle Story, quoth-a! why Man, my Sor?'s 
undone, my Son's undone, 

Scap, Come, come, Things have not been well carry'd; 
but I would adviſe you to make no more of it, 

 Thrif. I'm not of your Opinion,” I'll make the whole 
Town ring of it. 

Scap. Lord, Sir, I have ſtorm'd about this Buſineſs: as 


much as you can do for your Heart, but what are we 
both the better? I told him, indeed, Mr. Offavian, you 


do not do well to wrong ſo good a Father: I preached 
him three or four times afleep, but all would not do; 
till at laſt, when I had well examin'd the Buſineſs, I 


found you had not ſo much Wien done yor as yu 


imagine. 
Thriſ. How, not Wrong done me, to bave my Son 


marry'd without my Conſent to a Beggar! 


Scap. Alas, he was ordain'd to it. 
Thriſ. That's fine indeed; we ſhall ſteal, cheat, murder, 
and ſo be hang'd, then ſay we were ordain d to it. 

Scap. Truly, I did not think you ſo ſubtle a Philoſopher ; 
I mean, he was fatally engag'd in this Affair. 

T brif. Why did he engage himſelf ? 

Scap. Very true indeed, very true; but fy upon you 
now, would you have him as wiſe as your ſelf ? Young 


Men will have their Follies, witneſs my Charge Leander; 
who has gone and thrown away himſelf at a ſtranger 


rate than your Son. I would fain know if you were not 


once young your ſelf; yes T warrant er od had your 
Frailties, 


A 


r Yes, but they never coſt me any thing}; ; a Man 
may be as frail and as wicked as he Pleaſe, if it coſt him- 
nothing. 


Scap. Alas, be was ſo in love with the young Wench, 


that if he had not bad her, be muſt have 1 hang -d 5 


bimſell. 

Shift, Muſt! why he bad already done it, but that 1 
came very ſeaſonably and cut the Rope. 

Thrif, Didſt thou cut the Rope, Dog? Tl 8 


chee for that; thou ſhouldſt have let him hang. 
| Scap. Beſides, her Kindred ſurpriz'd him with her, 
and forc'd him ts marry her. 


Thrif. Then ſhould he have preſently gone, and pro · 


| t:fed againſt the Violence at a Notary's. 


Scap. 0 Lord, Sir, he ſcorn'd that. 


riage. 
Sap. Diſannul the Marriage 2 
- Thrif. Les. 


Scap. You ſhall not break the Marriage. 
Thrif. Shall not I break it ? 
Scap. No. 


| Thrif, What, ſhall. not 1 daim Fa Privilege of a 1 5 
and have Satisfaction for the Violence done to my Son? 


Scap. Tis a thing he will never conſent to. 
Ihrif. He will not conſent to! 
Kap. No: Would you have. bim confeſs he was hec- 


| tor'd into any thing? that is to declare himſelf a Coward: 
Oh fy, Sir, one that has the Honour of being your Son, 
can never do ſuch a thing. 
| Thrif. Piſh, talk not to me of Honour ; he ſhall do it,, = 
| or be ie 1 


Scap. Who ſhall dif nherit. him? ps 
Tori. That will I, Sir. 

Scap, You diſiaherit, him! very 3 
Thrif. How very g good? 

Scap, You ſhail not biſcnberi him. 
Thrift, Shall not J diſiaberi him? 
Scah,” No. 
Thrif, No! 


! 
oy F 
y * — 1 8 2 . . ˙ : — ˙—Ü1 el 4 
— —— 1 £2.44 fv —— —— boy — — rere — . g — — > Co g 
- 2 R — ; — ——— — — — : — , 
IT 9 1 ; W b . tC” vo Tg” "IS. — — ot ws n Wh = Hm, — — 22 . % 
98 EIS» _—_ EEE 2x of. IE — N 2 — _— — 
. - 2 ro g : — * 4 Dons ab _— ; Som p - 
8 3 e — OS: 2 — — x — 3 r — 2 > * 


Torif. Then might I eaſily have diſannul's he Mar- 


l 
— HO 


bows lem an 


an = — 


— — Free the  ESS 


—— 2 — ood: 


: 

' 
! 
£ 
2 
x 
* 


1 
0 
* 
I 
3 
3 
A 
„ 


_ — 4 


jk 
t 
| 
* 


n. 


— — — 9 — e—> Aon nn — 


202 The Cnrars of SCAPIN. | 


Scap. No. 
Thrif. Sir, you are very merry z 1 ſhall not abel 


my Son? 


Scap. No, I tell you. 
Thif. Pray who ſhall hinder me? 
Scat. Alas, Sir, your own (elf, Sir; your own telt 
Thrif. 1 my ſelf? 
8 Scap. Yes, Sir, for you can never haye the Heart to do 
Thrif. You ſhall find I can, Sir. 
Scap. Come, you deceive your ſelf; Fatherly Affecton 
muſt ſhow it far, it muſt, it . do not I know you 
were ever tender-hearted Y 
 Thrif. Ware miſtaken, Sir; y'are miſtaken wo Piſh, 


why do I ſpend my time in Tittle-tattle with this idle el. 
low ?——Hang-dog, go find out my Rake-Hell— 


10 Shift, ] whilſt I go to my Brother Gripe, and inform 
him of my Misfortune, 
Scap. In the mean time, if I can do you any Series 
Thrif. O! I thank you; Sir, I thank you [Ex. Thrif, 
Shift. 1 muſt confeſs, thou art a brave Fellow, and our 


Affairs begin to be in a better Poſture——but the Money, 
the Money —— we are abominable poor, and my Maſter 


has the lean vigilant Duns, that torment him more than an 
old Mother does a poor Gallant, when ſhe ſollicits a Main- 


tenance for her diſcarded Daughter. 


Scap. Your Money ſha}l be my next Care let me ſee, 
1 want a Fellow to canſt thou not counterfeit a I 


_ roaring Bully of Alſatia ?*——S$talk——-look big — very 
well. . me, I have Ways to diſguiſe thy Voice and 
©:untenance, 


Shift. Pray take a litile Care, and lay your Plot ſo that 


1 may not Qt the Bully always; 1 would not be beaten 
like a Bully. 


Scab. Well ſhale me Danger, we'll ſhare the Dapper. 
Ae. 
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ACT IL SCENEL 


Enter Thrifty and Gripe. 


Gripe, ( IR, what you tell me concerning your Son, 
hath ſtrangely fruſtrated our Deſigns, 

Thrif. Sir, trouble not your ſelf about my Son; I have 
undertaken to remove all Obſtacles, which is the Buſineſs | 
I am fo vigorouſly in purſuit of, 

Gripe. In'troth, Sir, I'll tell you what 1 ſay to you: 


| The Education of Children, after the getting of em, ought 


to be the neareſt Concern of a Father. And had you tu- 
tor'd your Son with that Care and Duty incumbent on you, 


he never could ſo ſlightly have forfeited his. 


Thrif. Sir, to return you a Sentence for your sentence: 
Thoſe that are ſo quick to cenſure and condemn the Con- 
duct of others, ought firſt to take care that all be well 


at home, 


Gripe. Why, Mr. Thrifty, have you heard any thing | 


concerning my Son! 


Thrif. It may be I have; and it may be worſe than of 
my own, _ . 

Gripe. What is't I pray ? my Son? 

Thrif. Ev'n your own Scapin told it me, and you may 
hear it from him or ſome body elſe: for my part, I am 
your Friend, and would not willingly be the Meſſenger of 
ill News to one that I think ſo to me, Your Servant: I 
muſt haſten to my Council, and adviſe what's to be done 
in this Caſe, God-bu'y till 1 {ee you again. 
[Exit Thrifiy. | 

Grigy, Worſe than his Son! For my part I cannot ima- 
gine how; for a Son to marry impudently without tbe 
Conſent of his Father, is as great an Offence as can be 
imagin'd, I take it: But yonder he comes, 

Enter Leander, 

 Teand, Oh my dear Father, how joyful am I to ſee you 
fafely return'd | Welcome, as the Bleſling which J am now 
£raying will be. | 

Oripe, 
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1 Gripe. Not ſo faſt, Friend a'mine; ſoft and fair goes 
1 far, Sir. You are my Son, as 1 take it. 8 
| Leand. What d'ye mean, Sir? 
Ul. Gripe. Stand ſtill, and let me look ye in the face. 
Wl Leand, How muſt I ſtand, Sir? | 
\ | Gripe. Look upon me with both Eyes. 
_ SE Teand, Well, Sir, I do, 
1 Gripe. What's the meaning of this Report? 
Teand. Report, Sir? | 
Gripe. Yes, Report, Sir, I ſpeak Engliſh, as I take it; 
W hat is't that you haye done in my Abſence ?_ 
Leand, What is't, Sir, which ing would have had me 
done ? | 
| Grife. I do not ask you, what I would have had 5ou 
done,; but what have you done? — - 
„ Teand. Who I, Sir ? why, 1 have done noching at all, 
| not I, Sir. | 
7 ripe, Nothing at all? 
Leand, No, Sir. | 
Gripe. You have no Impudence to ſpeak ot RG 
fraud, Sir, I have the Confidence that becomes a Man, 
n and my Innocence. | 
1 Gripe, Very. well, but Scapin, d' ye 8 me, young 
Man, Scapin has told me ſome Tales of your Behaviour. 
Teand. Scapin “ 
F Gripe, Ob, have 1 caught ous That Name makes ye 
„ bluſh, does it? *Tis well you have ſome Grace left, 
| Leand, Has he ſaid any thing concerning me? 
| Grippe. Thar ſhall be examin d anon: In the mean while 
|| Net you. home, dye hear, and ſtay till my Return ; but 
look to't, if thou baſt done any thing to diſhonour me, 
never Fink to come within my Hangs. or ſee my Face 
mamore; but expect to. be as nuſerable as thy Folly and 
| Boverty can make vhee, [Exit Gripes 
Teand. Very fine; Lam in a hopeſul Condition: This 
Raſcal bas betray'd my Marriage, and undone me: Noy 
1178 there is no Way left but to 1urn Outlaw, and live by Ra- 
1 pine; and to ſet my Hand in, the firſt. thing ſhall be 
| 4 cut the Throat of that -peridione Pick-thank Dog thao 
nas ruin'd: me. | j 
5 Eurer 
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Enter Octavian and Scapin. 

Oct. Dear Scapin, how. 5 am L obliged to thee 
for thy Care ! 

Leand. Yonder he comes: I'm overjoy d to foe you, 
good Mr. Dog! 

56 Sir, your moſt humble Servant, you honour me 
too far. 

Teund. Vou act an ill Fool s art; but I al teach you, 

eee Sir? 

04. Hold Leander. 

| Fes No, Octavian, III make him ak the Trea- 
| chery he has committed; yes, Varlet, Dog, I know the 
| Trick you have play'd me: you thought perhaps no body 


1 WH vould have told me. But I'll make you confeſs it, or 1'll 
| run my Sword into your Guts, 
„ cap. Oh Sir, Sir, would you have the Heart to do ſuch. 


3 a thing? have I done you any Injury, Sir ?- 

Leand. Yes, Raſcal, that you have, and I'll make you 
| own it too, or III. ſwings it out of your already tann'd 
| thick Hide, [Beats him, 
| Scap,. The Devil's in t. ard,” Sir, what dye mean ? 
N ay good Mr. Leander, pray, Mr. Leander; Squire Le- 
ander As 1 hope to be ſav'd 
0X, Prithee be quiet; for ſhame; enough:  [tnterpoſeth. s 
Scap. Well, Sir, I confeſs indeed that- 
Leand. What! ſpeak, Rogue. 
| Scap, About two Months ago you my remember, a 

Maid-ſervant dy'd in the Houle. 
W 7eand. What of all that? 
Scap. Nay, Sir, if I confeſs you mult not t be angry. 
Leand. Well, go on. 
Scap. Twas ſaid ſhe dy'd for love of me, sir: But let 
| that paſs, | 
Leand, Death, you ifling Buffoon. 
Scap. About a Week after her Death, 1 dreſt up my (elf 
like her Ghoſt, and went into Madam Lucia, your Mi- 
| tireſs's Chamber, where ſhe lay half in, half out of Bed, 
with her Waman by her, rea ling an ungodly gs -Book. 
Leand. And was it your Impudence did . 


Scap. 


| 
[| 
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Scap. They both believe it was a Ghoſt to this How, 


But it was my ſelf play'd the Goblin, to frighten her from 


the ſcurvy Cuſtom of lying awake at thoſe unſeaſonable 


Hours, hearing filthy Plays, when ſhe _ never ſaid her 


Prayers. 


Leand. I ſhall remember you for all in Time and Place: 
But come to the Point, and tell me what thou haſt ſaid 


to my Father, 


Scap. To your Father? 1 have not lo much as ſeen him 


ſince his Return, and if you'd ask him, he'll tell 855 lo 
himſelf; 


Leand. Yes, he told me himſelf, and told me all that 


hon haſt ſaid to him. 


Scap. With your good Leave, Sir, then he ly d; I beg 


your Pardon, I mean he was miſtaken. 


Enter Sly 
Sly, Oh, Sir, I bring you the moſt unhappy N News. 
Leand. What's the Matter? 
Sly. Your Miſtreſs, Sir, is yonder arreſted in an Action 
of 200 l. They ſay tis a Debt ſhe left unpaid at London, 
in the haſte of her Eſcape hither to Dover ; and if you 


don't raiſe Money within theſe two Hours to diſcharge her, 
ſhe'll be hurry'd to Priſon. 


Leand. Within theſe two Hours? 
Sly. Yes, Sir, within theſe two Hours. | 
Leand. Ah my poor Scapin, I want thy Aſſiſtance, 
[Scapin walks about ſurhiy, 
| Scap. Ah my poor Scapin  N ow I'm your poor W | 


now ye've need of me. 


| Leand, No more: I pardon thee: all that thou haſt 
done, and worſe if thou art guilty of it. | | 
gap. No, no, never pardon me; run your Sword in 


my Guts, you'll do better to murder me. 


Leand. For Heav'ns ſake, think no more upon tha 


| but ſtudy now to aſſiſt me. 


Oct. Jou muſt do ſomething for bim. 
Scap. Yes to have my Bones broken-for my Pains. 
Teand. Would oY leave me, Scepin, in this ſevere 


Extremity ? ? 


N To put ſuch an Aﬀfront ppon me as you did. 
5 Leand, 
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Teand. 1 wrong'd thee, I confeſs. 
Scap. To uſe me like a Scoundrel, a Villain, a Raſcal, 
to threaten to run your Sword in my Guts. 1 
Leand. I cry thy Merc 7 with all my Heart; and if thou 
wilt have me throw my felf at thy Feet, II do't. : 
Oct. Faith, Scapin, you muſt, you cannot but yield. | 
Scap. Well then: But d'you mark me, Sir, another time 
better Words, and gentler Blows. 5 
Leand. Will you promiſe to mind my Buſi neſs ? 
Scap. As I ſee convenient, Care ſhall be taken. 
Teand. But the Time you know is ſhort, 
Scap. Pray, Sir, don't be ſo troubleſome: How muck 
Money is't you want? 85 
Leand. Two hundred Pounds, 
Scap. And you? = 
Oct. As much. 
crap. to Leander.) No more to be faid; ; it ſhall be done: 
For you the Contrivance is laid already; and for your Fa- 


on WW ther, tho he be covetous to the laſt degree, yet, thanks: 
on, be to Heav'n, he's but a ſhallow Perſon, his Parts are not 
7Ou extraordinary: Do not take it ill, Sir, for you have no Re- 
er, ſemblance of him, but that y are very like him. Be gone; 


I ſee n, 8 NE coming, I'll begin with him. 
| [ Exeuns Oct. and Leand-- 
Enter Thrifty. | 
Here he comes, mumbling and chewing the Cud, 
prove himſelf a clean Beaſt, 
| Thrif. Oh, . audacious Boy, to commit ſo inſolent a 
| Crime, and plunge himſelf in ſuch a pena 3 | 
Scap. Sir, your humble Servant. 
Thrif, How do you, Scapin? 
Scap. What, you are ruminating on your Son's raſh 
Actions? 
Thrif. Have I not Reaſon to be troubled ? 
Scap. The Life of Man is full of Troubles, that's the 
Truth on*t : But your Philoſopher is always prepar'd. I 
| remember an excellent Proyerb of the Antients, very * 
for your Caſe; 
Thril. What's that Z: © - - 
Xp Fray, mind it, twill do yea World of Good, 
Tkrif. 
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_ Thrif., What is't, I ak you? © _ 
Scap. Why, when the Maſter of a Family ſhall be ab- 

ſent any conſiderable Time from his Home or Manſion, 


he ought rationally, gravely, wiſely, and philoſophically, 
to reyolye within his Mind all the concurrent Circumſtan- 
ces, that may, during the Interval, conſpire to the Con- 
junction of thoſe Misfortunes and troubleſom Accidents 
that may intervene upon the ſaid Abſence, and the Inter 
ruption of his Oeconomical Inſpection into the Remill: 


neſs, Negligences, Frailties, and huge and perillous-Er. 
rors, which his Subſtitutes, Seryants, or Truſtees, may 


be capable of, or liable and obnoxious unto 5 which may 


ariſe from the Imperfection and Corruptneſs of ingenera- 
ted Natures, or the Taint and Contagion of corrupted Edu. 


cation, whereby the Fountain-head of Man's Diſpoſition 


becomes muddy, and all the Streams of his Manners and 


Converſation. run conſequently defil'd and impure: Theſe 
things premis'd, and fore-conf{ider'd, arm the ſaid pru- 


dent philoſophical Pater-Familias, to find his Houſe laid 


waſte, his Wife murder'd, his Daughters deflower'd, his 
Sons hang d: 955 


Cum multis aliis que nunc per ſcribere longum eſt, 


and to thank Heav'n tis no worſe too. D'ye mark, Sir? 


Thif. S'death! Is all this a Proverb ? 5 
Scap. Ay, and the beſt Proverb, and the wiſeſt in the 


World. Good Sir, get it by Heart: Twill do ye the great» 


eſt Good imaginable; and don't trouble your ſelf : I'll re- 
peat it to you till you haye gotten it by Heart. 
 Thrif. No, I thank you, Sir, I'll haye none on't. _ 


|  Scap. Pray do, you'll like it better next time; hear it 
once more, I fay —- When the Maſter of a 


Thrif. Hold, hold, 1 haye better Thoughts of my own; 


Tim going to my Lawyer; l'll null the Marriage. 


Scap. Going to Law! Are ye mad to venture your ſelf 


among Lawyers? Do ye not ſee every Day how the 


Spunges ſuck poor Clients, and with a Company of fooliſh, 
nonſenſica! Terms, and knaviſh Tricks, undo the Nation? 


No, you ſhall take another Way. FR 


Thrif. You have Reaſon, if there were any other Way. 
Scap. Come, I haye found one. The Truch is, I have - 
= ee IC pOP 0 


— 


e 


ſpect for your Perſon. 
| Thrif. Thank you with all my Heart; in troth we ſhould 
have a Fellow-feeling, 8 1 5 
| Scap. Ay, ſo we ſhould; I aſſure you there is not a 
| Perſon in the World whom J reſpe& more than the no- 
ble Mr. Thrifty. . = 


tender Fathers afflicted for their Sons Miſcarriages, but 
haye Bowels for em; I have much ado to refrain weep- 
ing for you. 3 Wo | | 
Thrif, Truly my Caſe is ſad, very ſad, | 
Scap. So it is; Tears will burſt out; I have a great Re- 
[Connterfeits weeping. 


Thrif. Thou art honeſt, Scapin. Ha'done, ha'done. 
Scap. Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 
Thrif. But what is your Way? _ ot 16-1] 
Scap, Why, in brief, I have been with the Brother of 
her whom your wicked Son has married. *' 
Thrif. W hat is he ? e 


Scap. A moſt ourrageous roaring Fellow, with a down 
| hanging Look, contracted Brow, with a ſwell'd red Face 


enflamed with Brandy ; one that frowns, puffs, and looks 
big at all Mankind, roars out Oaths, and bellows out 
Curſes enough in a Day to ſerve a Gariſon a Week; bred 


up in Blood and Rapine, uſed to Slaughter from his Youth 
| upwards ; one that makes no more Conſcience of killing 
| a Man, than cracking of a Louſe; he has killed Sixteen, 

Four for taking the Wall of him, Five for looking too big 
| upon him, Two he ſhot piſſing againſt the Wall: In ſhort, 


he is the moſt dreadful of all the Race of Bullies. 


Thrif, Heav'n! how do I tremble at the Deſcription? 


But what's this to my Buſineſs ?: . 

Scap. Why, he (as moſt Bullies are) is in want, and I 
have brought him, by threatning him with all the Courſes 
of Law, all the Aſſiſtance of your Friends, and your great 
Purſe, (in which 1 ventured my Life ten Times, for ſo of. 


| ten he drew and run at me) yet, I ſay, at laſt I have made 


him hearken to a: Compoſition, and to null the Marriage 
tor a Sum of Money. e EPS PESTS 
Trif, Thanks, dear Scapin; but what Sum? 


Scap. 
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a oreat Compaſſion for your Grief; I cannot, when I ſee 
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take him 
me for a Mad-man ? 


ſcore Guineas. 


' Horſes ? But 1 care not if 1 give threeſcore Guineas to be 
rid of this Affair. 


: and all, will coſt twenty more, 
Art. Then I muſt have one for my mo will coſt weny 
mor e. 


be damn'd, I'll give him nothing. 


1 a-foot ? 
with him. 


Doctors: Commons, you are; you will ſtand out for fuch 4 
muſt be ſo, let him have the other twenty. 
tous Rogue! I wonder he is not aſnam d to be ſo cove: 


A 3 


Scap. Faith he was damnably unreaſonable at . and 
gad 1 told him ſo very roundly. 

Thrif. A Pox on him, what ie he ask? | 

Scap, Ask? Hang him, why he ask'd 500 J. 

Thyif. Ouns and Heart, 500 J. Five hundred Dey 
and fry and frigaſſee the Dog; does be rake 


Scap, Why, ſo I ſaid; and after much Argument, 
brought him to this: Damme, ſays he, 1 am going 0 
the Army, and I muſt have two good Horſes for my fell 
for fear one ſhould die; and thoſe will coſt at leaſt tres 


Thrif, Hang bim Rogue! why ſhould he bave two 


Scap. Then, ſays he, 1 my Piſtols, Saddle, Hoſe Cloth, 


Thrif. Why, that's fourſcore, 
Scap. Well reckon'd : Faith this Avihmedich is a fine 


Thrif. Oh the Devil! confounded Dog ! let bim go and 


Scap. Sir. | | 

Thrif. Not a Sous, damn'd Raſcal, 101 him turn Foot: 
Soldier and be hang'd, | 

Scap. He has a Man beſides; ; would you have him 90 


ITyriſ. Ay, and his Maſter oo, 1 I'll have —_— to 00 
Scap. Well, you: are reſolv d to ſpend twice as much : 


Sum as this, do. 
 Thrif. Oh damn'd — ale Raſcal ! well, if it 


| Scap. Twenty! why it comes to forty, 
_ Thrif, No, I'll have nothing to do in it. Oh, a cove- 


tous. 
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and | Kea. Why, this is nothing to the Charge at Doctors- 
Commons; and tho her Brother has no Money, ſhe has 
an Uncle able to defend her. 


: Thrif. O eternal Rogue ! well I muſt do' t, the Devil's 
a in him, I think! 


ake Scap. Then, ſays he, I muſt carry into France Money 

io buy a Mule, io carry ———— 
„ Thrif, Let bim to the Devil with his Mule, 1'll appeal ; 
{0 to the Judges, 
ſelf Scap. Nay, good Sir, think a liitle. 
fee. Tyhrif. No, I'll do nothing. 

F Sir, but one little Mule ? 
tuo  Thrif. No, not ſo much as an Aſs! 
be Scap. Conſider. 
Thrif. 1 will not conſider, I'll go to Law, "x 

ot", Scap. I am ſure if you go to Law, you do not confider 


the Appeals, Degrees of Juriſdiction, the intricate Pro- 

| ceedings, the Knaveries, the Craving of ſo many 8 

nous Animals that will prey upon you, villanous Harpies? 

"7 Promoters, Tipſtaves, and the like; none of which but 
will puff away the cleareſt Right in the World for a 

and Bribe. On the other 1ide, the Proctor ſhall fide with 
: your Adverſary, and ſel] your Cauſe for ready Money: 
Your Advocate ſhall be gain'd the ſame Way, and ſhall 


00 not be found when your Cauſe is to be heard. Law is 
| a Torment of all Torments, | 
1 Thrif. That's true: Why, what does the damn'd Rogue 
A reckon for his Mule? 
0 00 Scap. Why, for Horſes, Furniture, Mule, and to pay 


{ome Scores that are due to his Landlady, he demands, 

| and will have, two hundred Pounds. 
Thrif. Come, come, let's go to Law. | 
1 CThrif. walks up and down in à great Feats 
u rap. Do but reflect upon 
IThrif. 1'll go to Law. 

| Scap. Do not plunge you elf. 
ore: Thrif. To Law, I tell you. 
oh Scap. Why, there's for procuration, Preſemmicn, 
Councils, Productions, Proctors, Attendance, and ſeribling 


vaſt Volumes of lnterrogatories, Depolitions, and Articles, 
S cap. | | Con- 


and Commutings in their Courts. 


the Faſhion. 


ther of Octavian ? Null the Marriage! By all the Honour 
of my Anceſtors I'll chine the Villain, 


. WO Hou S. 


were in him, I'd cut off Root and Branch: Diſhonour my 


Torif.. Do not «proves him, Scapine 
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| Conſultations and Pleadings of Doctors, for the Regifter, 
Subſtitute, Judgments, Signings ——Expedition- Tecs, 
beſides the vaſt Preſents to them and their Wives, Hang! 


the Fellow is out'of Employment, give him the Money, 
give him it, I ſay. 


Thrif. What, two bundred Pounds! 
| Scap. Ay, ay, why, you'll gain 150 J. by it, I hays 
fumm'd it up; I fay, give it him, Pfaith do. 

Tyrif. What, two hundred Pounds! 


Scap. Ay; beſides, you ne'er think how they'll rail at 
your in pleading, tell all your Fornications, Baſtardings, 


Thrif. I defy em; let 'em tel] of my Whoring, * lis 


Scap. Peace ; here's the Brother. 
Thrif. O Heaven! what ſhall I do? _ | 
Enter Shift diſguis'd like a Bully. 
Shift. Damme, where's this confounded Dog, this Fa. 


Thrif. Oh, oh ! [ Hides himſelf behind Scapin, 
Scap. He cares not, Sir, he?ll not give the 200 l. 
Shift, By Heav'n he ſhall be Worms-meat within theſe 


Scap. Sir, he has Courage, he fears you not. 
Thrif. You lye, 1 have not Courage, I do fear him 
mortally, _ 


Shift, He! he be! Ounds he ! would all his Family 


Siſter ! This in his Guts: What Fellow's 121 ha! 
Scap. Not he, Sir. 


Shift. Nor none of bis Friends? | 
Ihrif. No, Sir: Hang him, I am his mortal Enemy, 

Shif. Art thou the Enemy of that Raſcal ? 

Thrif, Oh! ay, hang him—Oh damn'd Bully! [4 ae, 


Shift, Give me tby Hand, old Boy. the next Sun ſhall 
not ſee the impudent Raſcal alive. 


Scap. He'll muſter up all his Relations againſt you, 


Shift 
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Shift. Would they were all here: Ha! hah! hah 
5 [He foyns every Way with his Sword. 
Here I bad one thro' the Lungs, there another .into the 
Heart: Hah ! there another into the Guts: Ab, Roguer? 
there I was with you: Hah! an: ---.-; 1 
| $cap, Hold, Sir, we are none of your Enemies; 
Shift. No, but I will find the Villains out while my 
Blood is up; I will deſtroy the whole Family, Ha, ha, 
1 1 5 [Exit Shift, | 
Thrif. Here, Scapin, I have 200 Guineas about me, 
| take em. No more to be ſaid. Let me never ſee his 
Face again; take em, I ſay This is the Devil. 
Scap. Wil you not give em him your ſelf? | 10 75 
Thrift, No, no! I will never ſee him more: I ſhall not 
recover this theſe three Months. See the Buſineſs done. 
I truſt in thee, honeſt Scapin : I muſt repoſe ſomewhere ; 
am mightily out of Order= A Plague on all Bullies 


12 I ſay. Exit Thrifty. 

; Scap. So there's one iſparch'd; I muſt now find out 
ON Grite: He's here; how Heav'n brings 'em into my Nets 
one after another! 
= Enter Gripe. | | 
ofa Scap, Oh Heav'n ! unlook'd for Misfortune ; poor 


Mr. Gripe, what wilt thou do? [Walks about diſtractediy. 
Gripe, What's that he ſays of me? 


Scap. Is there no Body can tell me News of Mr. Gripe ? 
Gripe, Who's there? Scapin ! 


Scap. How I run up and down to find him to no pur- 
| poſe ! Oh! Sir, is there no Way to hear of Mr. Gripe 2 


Gripe, Art thou blind! 1 ; have been jul under old Noſe 
this Hour. 


Scab. Sir. 8 

Gripe. What's the Matter! 

Sap. Oh! Sir, your Son — 
Gripe, Ha, my Son 


Scab. Is fallen into the ſtrangeſt lere in the 
World. 


Gripe. What is't ? 
Scap, I met him a while ago, diſorder'd for ſomething 
5 had (aid to him, wherein you very idly made uſe of 
| my 
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bf my Name. And ſeeking to divert his Melancholy, we 
W |! went to walk upon the Pier: Amongſt other things, he 
i / | took particular Notice of a new Caper in her full Trim: 
| The Captain invited us aboard, and gave us the handſome 
Collation I ever met with | 
| Gripe. Well, and where's the Diſaſter of all this? 
48 Scap. While we were eating, he put to Sea; and when 
0 we were a good Diſtance from the Shore, he difcoyered 
himſelf to be an Engliſþ Renegade that was entertained 
in the Dutch Service, and ſent me off in his Long-boat 
to tell you, That if you don't forthwith ſend him two 
hundred Pounds, he*ll carry away your Son Priſoner : 
"ff | Nay, for ought I know, he may carry him a Slave 10 
j Algters, 5 „ 
1 Gripe, How, in the Devil's Name? 200 J. 
\ Scap. Yes, Sir; and more than that, he has allow'd me 
1198 but an Hour's Time; you muſt adviſe quickly what Courſe 
{i to take to fave an only Sov. 
„ Gripe. What a Devil bad he to do a Shipboard? 
FE Run quickly, Scapin, and tell the Villain, 1'll ſend my 


. Lord Chief. Juſtice's Warrant after him, TY 
þ Scap. Olaw! his Warrant in the open Sea : d'ye think 
Pirates are Fools ? _ = 
mn _ Gripe, I'th' Devil's Name, what Buſineſs had he a 
iu Shipboard? : 
I Scap. There is an unlucky Fate that often hurries Men 
1 to Miſchief, Sir. 5 1 
118 © Gripe. Scapin, thou muſt now act the Part of a faithful 
"rv, = 5 5 
Stab As how, Sir? 
Gripe, Thou muſt go bid the Pirate ſend me my Son, and 
Ray as a Pledge in his Room, till I can raiſe the Money. 
Scap. Alas, Sir, think you the Captain has fo little Wit 
as to accept of ſuch a poor raſcally Fellow as I am, inſtead 
of your Son? e Oy „ 
Gripe. What a Devil did he do a Shipboard? © 
Scap. D'ye remember, Sir, that you have but two Hours 
Time? 55 
| Gripe. Thou ſay'ſt he demands. 
| if Scat. 200 l. eee 
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Gripe, 200 l. Has the Fellow no Conſcience ? 
Sap. O law! the Conſcience of a Pirate! why very 
y lawful Captains have an 

Grize. Has he no Reaſon neither? Does he know what 
he Sum 200 J. is? 

Scap. Yes, Sir, Tarpawlins are a fort of People that un- 
erſtand Money, tho they have no great e 
ith Senſe. But for Heav'ns ſake diſpatch. 
| Gripe.- Here take the 1 of my Compring- -Houſe, 
Scap. SO, = 


cb 


0 Gripe, And open it. 
ab. Very good. 
10 rie. In the Left-hand Window lies the Key of my 


aret ; go take all the Clothes that are in the great Cheſt, 
nd ſell *em to the Brokers to redeem my Son. 

| Scap. Sir, y'are mad; I ſhan'r get fifty Shillings for all 
drs there, and you "know how I am ſtraitned for 
ime. 

Grip. What a Devil did he do a Shipboard 3 5 

| Scap. Let Shipboard alone, and conſider, Sir, your Son. 
ut Heav'n is my Witneſs, I ha' done for him as much 
s was poſſible, and if he be not redeem'd, he may thank 
is Father's Kindnels, 

Gripe, Well, Sir, I'll go ſee if I can raiſe the Money, | 
Nas it not nineſcore Pounds you ſpoke of? 

Scap. No, 2001. 

brite. What, 200 l. Dutch, ha ? | 
Scap, No, Sir, I mean Engliſh Money, 200 l. Sterling. ; 
| Gripe, Pth' Devil's Name, what Buſineſs had he a _ 
oard ? Confounded Shipboard! | 

Scap, This Shipboard ſticks in bis stomach. 38 
Gripe, Hold, Scapin, I remember I receiv'd the very 
um juſt now in Gold, but did not think I ſhould haye 
darted with it ſo ſoon. 

[He preſents Scapin his Purſe, but will not let it go; 
1 and in his Tranſportments, pulls his Arm to and 
urs fro, whilſt Scapin reaches « at it. 

Scap. Ay, Sir, 

Gripe. But tell the Captain, be is a 2505 of a Whore, 
Lech. Les, Sir, 
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Gripe. A Dogbolt, 
9 Scap. I ſhall, Sir. | 
0 Gripe, A T bief, a Robber, and that he forces me to 
WW pay him 200 J. contray to all Law or Equity, 
Wl Scap. Nay, let me alone with him, 
1 Sripe. That I will never forgive him, dead or alive, 
5 Scap. Very good. 
5 Grip. And that if ever I light on him, Pll murder hin 
privately, and feed Dogs with him. 
{He puts up his Purſe, and is going aw, 
Scap. Right, Sir, 
Gripe. Now make haſte, and go redeem my Son, 
. Scap. Ay, but d'ye hear, Sir? Where's the Money? 
Gripe. Did I not give it thee? | 
Scap. Indeed, Sir, you made me believe you would 
18 but you forgot, and put it up in your Pocket again, 
| '"n_ _ Grype. Ha 


my Griefs and Fears Tos my Son make 
. me do I not what. 
44 S cap. Ay, Sir, I ſee it POR indeed, 


0 Gripe. What a Devil did be do a Shipboard ; nd 
1 Damn'd Pirate, damn d Renegade, all the Devils in Hd 
vt purſue thee, _ l xi 
5 Scap. How eaſily a Miſer ſwallows a Load, and hoy 
8 difficultly he diſgorges a Grain? But I'll not leave him (0, 
q he's like to pay? in other Coin, for telling Tales of me i 
his Son. 


Enter Octavian and Ian der, 125 
Scap. Well, Sir, I have ſucceeded in your, Buſinek 
$i there? s 2001, which 1 A ſqueez 'd out of your Father, 
4 4 : | kids O 
Oct. Triumphant gan 
Scap. But for you 1 can do REY PILE [To Leande 
1 Then may I go hang my ſelf. Friends bol 
jeu. 
 Scap. D'ye hear, d'ye hear, the Devil has.n no ſoch „ 
ceſſity for you yet, that you need ride Poſt. Wich mucl 
ado I've got your Buſineſs done R 
Leand. Is't poſſible? | K 622 
S cap. But on condition that you permit x me to o revenſ 
* elt on your Father for the Trick he has ſery d * 1 
eanh 
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Leand. With all my Heart, at boy own - Diſcretion, 
o00d honeſt Sraply. 

Scap. Hold your Hand, there's :col, | 

Leand. My Thanks are too many to pay now: Fare- 
wel dear Son of Mercury, and be proſperous. 


Sap, Gramercy, Pupil, Hence we gather, 
Give oem the We N up Father. 


48 * III. SCENE I. 
Enter Lucia and Clara, 
i. NT As ever ſuch a Trick play'd, for us to run 
careful Fathers had plac'd us, to follow a Couple of young 
was a very noble Enterprize ! I am afraid the good For- 


tine we [hall get by it, will very hardly recompents the 
Reputation we have loſt by it, 


"Pal (1a, Our greateſt Satisfaction is, that they are Men of 

£7 foſbion and Credit, and for my part I long ago reſolv'd 

boot marry any other, nor ſuch a one neither, till 1 had 

n (68 * perfect Confirmation of his Love; and *twas an Aﬀſu- 

meu ace of Octavian's that brought me hither, 

| Luc, I muſt confeſs, J had no lets a Senſe of the e Faith 
and Honour of 33 

Cineh Cla. But ſeems it not wonderful, that the Circumſtan- 


ces of our Fortune ſhould be ſo nearly ally'd, and our 

ſelyes ſo much Strangers? Beſides, if I miſtake not, I 
ſee ſomething i in Leander, ſo much reſembling a Brother 

of mine of the ſame Name, that did not the time ſince 
: ay him make me tearſul, I ſhould be often apt to call 
oo RS 

Luc. J have a Brother too, whoſe Names Oele 
bred in Italy, and juſt as my Father took his Voyage, re- 
turn'd home; not knowing where to find me, I believe 
is the Reaſon I have not ſeen bim yet, But if I deceive 
no! my ſelf, there is ſomething in your Oriavian that ex- 
tremely retreſhes my Memory of him. 
Vor. I, | K Ro Cla. 


away from our Governeſles, where our 


Gentlemen, only becauſe they ſaid they lov'd us? I think. 
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fatherly Authority. 


of a nauſeous Blockhead, that has no other Senſe than tg 


Countenance, that looks as if he always wanted Phyſ ck 


Cla. ] wiſh we might be fo happy as we are indlin'; 
to hope; but there's a ſtrange blind ſide in our Natures, 
which always makes us apt to believe, what we moi! 
earneſtly deſire. 

Luc, The worſt at laſt, is but to be (tibia by our 
Fathers: And for my part, I had rather Joſe an old Fg. 
ther than a young Lover, When I may with Reputation 
keep him, and ſecure ws felt againſt the 8 ol 


Cla. How unſufferable it is to be ſacrific'd to the Arms 


eat and drink when 'tis provided for him, riſe in the 
Morning, and go to Bed at Night, and with much ado 
be perſuaded o keep himſelf clean! 

Luc. A thing of mere Fleſh and Blood, and that 10 
the worſt ſort too, with a ſ{quinting meager hang-dog 


for the Worms. | 

Cla. Yet ſuch their (i filly Parents are generally moſt in- 
dulgent to, like Apes never ſo well pleas'd, as when th'are 
fondling wich their ugly Iſſue. 

Fae. Twenty to one, but to ſome ſuch charming 
Creatures our careful Fathers had deſign'd us. 

Cla. Parents think they do their Daughters the greatel 
Kindneſs in the World, when they get them Fools tor 
their Husbands ; and yet are very apt to take it ill if they 
make the right uſe of them. 

Luc. I'd no more be bound ro ſpend my Days in Mar- 
riage to a Fool, becauſe I might rule him, than 1 would 
always ride an Aſs, becauſe the Creature was gentle. 

Cla. See, here's Scapin, as full of Deſigns and Affair, 
as a callow Stateſman at a Treaty of peace. 

Enter Scapin. 

Scap. Ladies! 

Cla. Oh, Monſieur Scapin / What's the Reaſon you 
have been ſuch a Stranger of late ? 

Scap. Faith, Ladies, Buſineſs, Buſineſs has taken up 
my time; and truly 1 love an active Life, love my Bu- 
ſineſs extremely. 

Luc, Methinks tho this ſhould be a difficult place for a 


Man of your Excollengies tO find Imployment in. 
Sc ag. 


—— — — 


The CHEATS of SCAPIN. 219 
Sap. Why faith, Madam, I'm never ſhy to my Friends: 
My Buſineſs is, in ſhort, like that of all other Men of 


Balineſs, diligently contriving how to play the Knave and 
cheat to get an honeſt livelihood, 


driven to indirect Courſes, 


Vinegar, with much ado mingle together, give a Reliſh 
to a '200d Fortune, and paſs well enough for Sauce, but 


be but Rogue enough, 


Wit, Scapin; 1 "hope yours has done you no prejudice 
of 55 e. 


j Scap, No, Madam, your den of Wit are good for no- 
8 thing, dull, lazy, reſtive Snails; 'tis your undertaking, 
imp adent, pullung Fool, that commands his Fortune, 


Cla. You are very plain and open in this Proceeding, 
whatever you are in others. 


5 Dame Fortune, like moſt others of the Female 


ung „(I ſpeak all this with reſpect to your Lady ſhip) is 
| N 3 molt indulgent to the nimble mettled Block eads ; 
= Iten of Wit are not for her turn, even 0 thou hiful 
* wien they ſhould be active: Why, who believes any 
9 | Manof Wit to have ſo much as Courage? No, Ladies, if 
Mar WB au Friends that bope to raiſe themſelves, adviſe 
od them to be as much Fools as they can, and they'll ne'er 
1985 want Patrons s And for Honeſty, if your Lady ſhip think 
gz, fit to retire a little further, you ſhall ſee me perform upon 
1 5 F 1 that's coming this way. 
Prichee, Lucia, let vs retreat a little, and take this 
„ of ſome Divertilement which has been very 
a you carce here hitherto, 
Enter Shift with a Sack. 
4 S:ap, Oh Shift ! - | | 
ay Bu Wi Shift. Speak not too loud, my Maſter's coming, | 
py cap. I am glad on't, I ſhall teach him to betray the 
« for 3 of his Friend. If any Man puts a Trick upon me 


vil return, may I loſe this Noſe with the Pox, with- 
ut the Neale of getting it. 


K 2 Sts 


la. Certain! y Men of Wit and Parts need never be 
Scap. Ob, Madam! Wit and Honeſty, like Oyl and 

aie very thin Fare of tbemſelves. No, give me your 
| Knaye, your thorow-pac'd Knave; hang his Wit, ſo he 


Luc. You're grown very much out of humour with 
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Shift, J wonder at thy Valour, thou art continuall 
venturing that Body of thine, to the Indignity of Bruiſes 
and indecent Baſtinadoes. | 

S:ap, Difficulties in Adventures make them Pleaſant 
when accomphlſh'J, 

St. But your Adventures, how comical ſoever in the 
Beginning, are ſure to be tragical in the End. 

Scap. Tis no matter, hate your puſillanimous Spirit: 
Revenge and Leachery are never ſo pleaſant as when you 
venture hard for them ; begone: Here comes my Man, 
Enter Gripe. 

Oh, Sir, Sir, ſhift for your ſelf, * _ Jun? Sir, 
for Heav'n's fake. 
Gripe. What's the matter, Man! * „ 

Scap. Heav'n! is this a time to ask Queſtions? Wil 
you be murder'd inſtantly ? I am afraid vou be kill'd 
within theſe two Minutes. 

Gripe. Mercy on me! kill'd ! for what 

Scap. They are every where looking out for you. 

Gripe, Who? Who? 7 

Scap. The Brother of her whom your Son has marry'd; 
be s a Captain of a Privateer, who has all ſorts of Rogue; 
Engliſh, Scorch, Welch, Iriſh, French, under his Command, 
and all lying in wait now, or ſearching for you to kill yo. 
becauſe you would null the Marriage : They run up ent 
down, crying, where is the Rogue Gripe? Where is the 
Dog? where is the Slave Gripe ? they watch for you o 
narrowly, that there's no getting home to your Houſe, 

Gripe. Oh, Scapin ! What ſhall I do} what will bt 
come of me? 

Scap, Nay, Heav'n Lan, but if you come within 
their Reach, wy. De Wit you, they'll tear you 1 
pieces; hark, 

Gripe. Oh Lord! 

Scap. Hum, *tis none of them. 


Scapin? 
Scap. I think 1 have once one. 
 Gripe, Good Scapin, ſhew thy ſelf a Man now. 
Scap. I ſhall ventute being moſt immoderately e 
rh 


Gripc . Cant thou find no way for my Eſcape, den E 
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Gripe, Dear Scapin, do; I will reward thee bounteouſly : : 
I'm give thee this Suit when . have worn it eight or nine | 
Mon: hs longer. | 1 
| Scap, Liſten ! who are theſe? _ | 
Gripe. God forgive me, Lord have mercy upon us. 7 


Scap. No, there's no body ; 925 if you'll fave your 
Life go inio this Sack 9 y. 


Gripe, Oh! who's there? | 
Scap. No body: Get into the Sack, and ſtir not, what- | 
ever happens ; I'll carry you as a Bund e of Goods thro 
all your Enemies to the Major's Houſe of the Caſtle. | 
Gripe. An admirable Invention, Oh Lord! quick. 


1 

[Gels into the Sack. | 

| Scap, Yes, tis an BEG Invention, if you knew all; [ 
keep in your Head, Oh, here's a Rogue Song to look | 
for you, CE | 1 
S⸗capin counter eit a Welſbman. 40 

Do WIL hear, 'l pray you, * where 15 Leander! 5 Father, 5 | 
look you. i 


In his own Voice, | JS 4 
How ſhould 1 know? what would you bave with bim ; 
Lie cloſe, [Aſide 10 Gripe. 
Have with him, Jock you ! hur has no creat pus neſs, j 
bat hur would have Satisfaftions and Reparations, lock you 
for Credits and Honours, by &. Tavy he ſhall not put the = 
Injuries and <font upon my Captains, look you now, q 
Sir. 
He affront the Captain, he meddles wh no Man. 
You tye, Sir, look you, and hur will give you Beatings 
and Chaſtiſements for your Contradittions, when kur 
Weiſz Plood's up, look You, and hur will cudget your Packs 
and your Nottles for it; take you that, pray you now. 
[Beats the Sack. 


a i Hold, hold, will you murder me ? I know not where 
he is, not J. 


Har will teach ſ[awcy Jacks how they profook Fa Welſe 
Ploods and hur Chollers: and for the old Rogue, hut will 
have his Gutts and his Plood, look you, Sir, or hur will 
never wear Leek upon St, Tavy' s Day more, look you. 
Oh! He has mawl'd me, a damn'd Welſh Raſcal. 


K 3 Erie. 
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 Grife, Lou? The Blows fell yon my Shoulders, Oh 
Oh! 

Scap. "Twas only the end of the Stick fell on you, the 
main ſubſtaniial part of the Cudgel lighted on me. 

Gr:je. Why did you not ſtand further off? 

Scap Peace Here's another Rogue. 

In a Loncaſhire Dialect. 

Yaw Felice, 1 Sack there, done 944 nau whear 
th awd Roſeatt Griap i? 

Not I; but here is no Raſcal, 

Tat Jen. Ya t Fm yaw knaw wel eenub hear 
he is, an yawden teel, ond that he is a foo Raſcati a 
any is in aw the Jaun; 1's till a that byr Lady. 

Not 1, Sir, I know neither, Sir, not ]. | 

By . Meſ,, an ay tach thee in hont, ay's raddle the 
Bones on thee, ay's keeble thre te ſome Tune, 

Me, Sir? I don't underſtand you, 

Why, Toa wart his Man, thaw Hobble, Pll fate th 

Na ſe 0. 3s 

Hold, hold Sir, what would you have with him? 

Why, I mun heck him dawne with my Kibbo, the 
firſt bawt to the grawnt, and then I mun beat him aw 

to pap, by th' Meſs, and after Ay mun cut off the Lugs 
and Naes on em, and Ay wot, hell be a pretty FRA) 
Fellee, bawt Lugs and Nats, 

Why, truly, 8 ir, I know not where he is, but be went 
down that Lane, 

This Lone, ſayn ye f Ays find him, by r Lady, an he 
te above graunt. 

So, he's gone, a damn'd Lancaſhire Raſcal, 

Gripe. Oh good Scapin I go on quickly, 

Scap, Hold, here's another, _ [ripe pops in his Head, 

In an Iriſh Tone. 

Doſt thou hear, Sackman 1 pridee fare i is de damn'd ( 
D 'Lz Gripe ? ? 

Why, what's that to you ? What know 1! 

Fuss dat to me, Foy * by my Soul, Foy, 1 will lay 4 
 grear Blow upon thy Pate, and a Devil take me, but | 

| Wis: 
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ill make thee know fare he is indeed, or I'll beat upon 
1700 thow fdoſt know, by my Salvation indeed. 

ih HO7. be beaten, | 

eto the Devil take me, I ſwear by him that made 
we, if thou doſt not tell fare is Gripe, but 1 will beat 
wy Father? Child very much indeed. 

7M hit would you have me do? I can't tell where he 

But what would you have with him? 

Tat would 1 gave wid him? By my ſoal, if 1 do ſee 
uin, I will make net her upon him for my Captain“, ſake. 

Murder him? He'll not be murder'd. | 

if 1 de lay my Eyes upon him, gad I wil! put my Sword 
1210 mis Bowels, de Devil take me indeed. Fat haſi dow 
1.1 Gas Sach, Fey ? by my Salvation I will look into it. 

Eu: you mall not. What have you to do wich it? 

By my Sul, Joy, I will put my Rapier into it. 

Grie. Oh! Oh. | | 
cCaap. Farr, it does grunt, 15 my Salvation 4 Devil 
abe me I will ſee it indeed. 
= You hall not ſee my Sack; I will defend it Woh my 
. 

Den 1 vill make beat uten thy pdys take . Jey, 

and that, and that, upon my Soul, and ſo I do take my 
leave, Joy. [Beats him in the Sack. 

A Plague on him, he's gone; he has almoſt kil'd me. 

Gripe. O a! I can hold no longer; the Blows all fell 
on my Shoulders! 

Scap. You can't tell me 3 they fell on mine: Oh my 
Shoulders ! | 

Gripe. Yours ? Oh my Shoulders! 

Scap. Peace, th'are coming. 

In a hoarſe Seaman's Ve ice. 

Where is the Dog ? I'll lay him on fore and aft, {winge 
him with a Cat o'nine-tail, Keel-haul, ane then hang 
vim at the Main-Yard, 

In broken French-Engliſh. 

If dere be no more Men in England, 1 vill kille him, 1 
vill put my Rapire in his . I vill give him to cree 

tuſbe in de Gutte, 


K 4 Here 
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Here Scapin acts a number of em together, 

We mun go this way o* rhe Right Hand, no to th' 
Leſt Hand lie cloſe —ſcarch ev ry where—— 
by my Salvation I will kill the damn*d Dog and we 
do catch 'en, we'll tear en in pieces, and I do heer he went 
thick way= no ſtreig ht forward, Hold, here is his 
Man, Where's your Maſter Damn me, where? in 
Hell? ſreak- Hold, not ſo furiouſly and you 
don't tell us where he is, we'll murder „ 
Do what you will, Gentlemen, I know not. 
Lay him on thick, thwack him ſoundly. 

Hold, hold, do what you will, I'll ne'er Fw my 
Maſter, 
| Knock en down, beat en zoundly, 1 to en, aren aren at— 
[ 4s be is going to ſirike, Gripe peeps out, and 
Scapin takes to his Heels, 

Gripe, Oh, Dog, Traitor, Villain! Is this your Plot? 
Would you have murder'd me, Rogue ? ? Unbeard of Im- 
pudence. os 


Enter Thrifty. 
Oh, Brother T hriſty | You come to ſee me loaden with 
dilgracez the Villain Scapin has, as I am ſenſible now, 
cheated me of 200 !, This beating brings all into my 
Memory. 

Thrifc The impudent V Varlet has gull'd me of he ſame 
Sum. 

Gripe. Nor was he content to take my Money, but halb 
abus'd me at that barbarous rate that I am alham'd to tel 
it; but he ſnall pay for it ſeverely, 

Tri. But this is not all, Brother; one Misfortune i i 
the Forerunner of another :- Juſt now I receiv'd Letters 
from London, that both our Daughters have run away 
from their Governeſſes, wich two wild debauch'd young 
Fellows, that they fell in love with. 

Enter Lucia and Clara. | | 
| Luc, Was ever ſo malicious Impudence ſeen hah— 
| Surely, if I miſtake not, that ſhould be my Father, 
Cla. And the other mine, whom Scapin has us'd thus, 
Luc. Bleſs us! Return'd, and we not know of it? 
Cla. What will they ſay to find us here? 


Luc. 
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Tuc. My deareſt Father, welcome to England. 

_Thrif, My Daughter Luce ? 

Tut. The ſame; Sir. 

Gf ie. My Clara here too ? 

Cla. Yes, Sir, and happy to ſee your ſafe Arrival. 
Thrif. What Wa Deſtiny has directed this Happineſs 

to us? | 

| | Enter Octavian. 

_ Gripe, Hey day 

Thrif. Oh, Son! I have a Wife for you. 

Oct. Good Father, all your Propoſitions are vain; 1 
muſt needs be free, and tell you, I am engaged. 
Thrif. Look you now; is not this very fine! Now I 
have a mind to be merry, and to be Friends with you, 
you'll not let me now, will you? I tell you, Mr. Gripe” * 
Daughter here | 
OR, I'll never marry Mr. Gripe's Daughter, Sir, as long 

as I live: No, yonder's ſhe that I muſt love, and can 

neyer entertain the Thoughts of any other, | 

Cla, Yes, Octavian, I have at laſt met with my Fa 
ther, and all our Fears and Troubles are at an End. 

Thrif. Law ye now, you would be wiſer than the Fa- 
ther that begot you, would you? Did not I always ſay 
you ſhould marry Mr. Gripe's Daughter ? But you do not 

Lacs your Siſter Luce. 

Oct. Unlook'd for Bleſſing! why ſhe's my Friend Lean 
= &Wer's Wife! | | 
el Y Thrif. How, Leander's Wife! 

E CGripe, What, my Son Leander! 
OF, Yes, Sir, your Son Leander. 


ns 3 Gripe. Indeed! Well, Brother Thrifty, tis true the Boy 
3 WE was always a good - natur d Boy. Well, now I am fo over- 
"> WW joy'd, that I could laugh till 1 ſhook my Shoulders, but that 


I dare not, they are ſo ſore, But look here he comes. 
Enter Leander. 

Leand, Sir, I beg your pardon, I find my Marriage i is 
| $ diſcover'd; nor would I indeed have longer conceal'd. it; 
us, this is my Wife, I muſt own her. 

Gripe. Brother Thrifty, did you ever ſee the like, did 
ä you ever r ſee the like? ha! 
Al. | K 5 Thrif.. 
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Thrif. Own her, quoth a! why kiſs her, kiſs her, Man; 
odsbodikins, when I was a young Fellow, and was fiſt 
marry'd, I did nothing elſe for three Months. O my 
Conſcience I got my Boy Oi there, the firſt Night, be. 
fore the Curtains were quite drawn! 3 
Gripe. Well, *tis bis Father's nown Child, Juſt ſo, Bro- 
ther, was it with me upon my Wedding-day, I could not 
look upon my Dear without bluſhing ; but when we were 
a Bed, Lord ha' mercy upon us but I' no more. 
Leand. Is then my Father reconcil'd to me? 
Gripe, Reconcil'd to thee! why I love thee at my Heart 
Man, at my Heart; why *tis my Brother Thrifty's Daugh- 
ter, Mrs. Lucy, whom J always deſign'd for thy Wife; and 
that's thy Siſter Clara marry'd to Mr. 07a there. | 
Tieand. Octavian, are we then Brothers? there is no- 
thing that I could have rather wiſh'd after the compleat- 
ing of my Happineſs with my charming Lucia. 
Tyr. Come, Sir, hang up your Compliments in the 
Fall at home, they are old and out of Faſhion. Shift, go 
to the Inn, and beſpeak a Supper may coſt more Money 
than I have ready to pay for't, for I am refoly'd to run 
in Debt to Night. 3 
Shift. T ſhall obey your Commands, Sir. 
Tyhrif. Then d'you hear, ſend out and muſter up all the 
Fidlers (blind or not blind, drunk or ſober) in the Town; 
let not ſo much as the Roaſter of Tunes, with his crack'd 
Cymbalin a Caſe, eſcape ye. 5 
Sripe. Well, what would I give now for the Fellow 
that ſings the Song at my Lord Mayor's Feaſt: I my ſelf 
would make an Epithalamium by way of Sonnet, and he 
ſhould ſet a Tune to it; 'twas the prettieſt be had laſt 
EE: --> | JE | 


LS Ener Sly. 3 
Sy. Oh, Gentlemen, bere is the ſtrangeſt Accident fal- 
In Out. 5 | | 
Thrif. What's the matter? 
Sly, Poor Scapin. 3 ; 
_  Gripe,, Ha! Rogue, let him be hang'd, 1'!] hang bim 


S'y, ; 


— — 
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Sly. Oh, Sir, that Trouble you may ſpare; for paſſing 
by a Place where they were building, a great Stone fell 
upon his Head, and broke his Scull ſo, you may ſee his 
Brains. 
Thrif. Where is he 
Sly. Yonder he comes. 


Euter Scapin between to, his Head wrapt up in Linen 
43 if he had been wonnded. 


— 


Scap. Oh me! Oh me! Gentlemen, you ſee me, you 


ſee me in a ſad Condition, cut off like a Flower in the 
Prime of my Years: But yet I could not die without the 
Pardon of thoſe I have wrong'd; yes, Gentlemen, I be- 
ſeech you to forgive me all the [njuries that I have done; 3 


but more eſpecially, I beg of you Mr. z, and my 


good Maſter Mr. Gripe. 
Thrif, For my part, I pardon thee freely; . 90, and die 
in Peace. 
Sab. But 'tis you, Sir, 1 have moſt offended, by the 
inhuman Baſtinadoes which 


Gripe. Prithee ſpeak no more of chat, I forgive thee _ 


Scap, Twas a moſt wicked Inſolence in me, chat 1 
nonld wich vile Crab-tree cudgel | 
_ Gripe, Piſh, no more, I ſay I am ſatisfy* d. 


Scap. And now ſo near my Death, tis an unexpreſſible | 


| Grief that I ſhould dare to lift my Hand againſt—— 


Gripe. Hold thy Peace, or die quickly, I tel] thee I have. 


forgot all 
S .ab. Alas! how good a Man you are! Bur, Sir, d'you 
pardon me freely, and from the Bottom of your Heart, 
thoſe mercileſs Drubs that 
Gripe, Prithee ſpeak no more of it; I forgive thee 
veely, here's my Hand upon't. | 
Scap, Oh! Sir, how much your Goodneſs revives me ! 
| [Pulls off his Cap. 
Gripe, How 5 that! Friend, take notice, I pardon thee, 
| but 'tis upon Condition that you are ſure to die. 
| 5:ap. Oh me! I begin to faint again. 
| Thrif. Come, fie Brother, never let Revenge employ 
Jour Thoughts now; forgive him, forgive him without 
any Condition. 


Gripes 
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Gride. A dewce on't, Brother, as 1 hope to be ſay'd, 
he beat me baſely and ſcurvily, never tir he did: But 
ſince you will have it ſo, I do forgive him. 
Thrif. Now, then let's to Supper, and in our Mirth 
drown and forget all Troubles. 
| Scap. Ay, and let them carry me to che lower End of 
the Table; ; 
Where in my Chair of State I'll fit at Eaſe, 
And eat and drink, that I may die in Peace. [.4 Dance, 
[Exeunt omnes. 


E PI. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. Mary Lee, when ſhe 


H OVW little do you gueſs what I'm to ſay! 

; Tin not to ask how you like Farce or Play: 
For you muſt know, I've other Buſineſs now ; 
Jt is to tell ye, Sparks, how we like yu. 
How happy were we, when in humble Guiſe 
Du came with honeſt Hearts and harmleſs Eyes; 
Fate, without Noiſe and Tumult in the Pit: 
Oh wwhat a precious Fewel then was Wit ! 


| Tho now tis grown ſo common, let me die, 


Gentlemen ſcorn to keep it Company. 
Indulgeut Nature has too bounteons been, 
Your too much Plenty is become your Sin. 


Did not in curſt Cabals of Criticks croud, 

Nor thought it witty to be very loud; 

But came to ſee the Follies you would hun; 

Tio now ſo fondly Antick here you're grown ;_ 

7” invert the Stage's Purpoſe, and its Rules; 

Make us Spectators, whilſt you play the Fool. 

£qually witty, as ſome valiant are; 

The ſad Defetts of both are expos'd here. 

For here you'll cenſure, who diſdain to write, 
As ſome make Quarrels here that ſtorn to 775 

8 f 


Time was ye were as meek as now you're 2 


. 


The rigged Soldier that from War returns, 

And ſtill with th' Heat of former Action burns ; 
Let him but hither come to ſee a Play, 
Proceeds an errant Courtier in a Day: 
Shall ſteal from th" Pit, and fly up to the Box, 
| There hold impertinent Chat with taudry Maus: 
Till ere aware the Bluſt'rer falls in love; 
And Hero grows as harmleſs as @ Dove. 

With us the kind Remembrance yet remains, 
When we were entertain'd behind our Scenes. 
Tho now, alas, wwe muſt your Abſence mourn, 
 Whiiſt nought but Quality will ſerve your turn, 

Damn'd Quality! that uſes poaching Arts, 
And (as tis ſaid) comes mask'd to prey on Hearts, 
The proper Uſe of Vizors once was made, 
When only worn by ſuch as ound the Trade: 
| Tho now all mingle with em ſo together, | 

That you can hardly know the one from t'other, 
But 'tis no matter; on, purſue your Game, 
Till awearied you return at laſt, and tame: 
Know then till be our Turn to be ſevere ; 
For when you've left your Sting behind you here 
You lazyDrones, you ſhan't have Harbour here. 
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4 To the Right Honourable 
CH ANLEEDS 
| Earl of Dorſet and Middleſex, 


| Gentleman of His M ajeſty's Bed- 
VV 


S AMy LORD, ; 5 
Fa O UR Lordſhip has ſo often and fo 
JT EX highly obliged me, that I cannot but 
5 condemn my ſelf for giving you a 
1 Trouble ſo impertinent as this is: Con- 
| fidering how remiſs I have been in my Reſpects 
to your Lordſhip, in that I have not waited on 
& you ſo frequently as the Duty I owe your Lord- 
& ſhip, and my own Inclinations required; but 
E the Circumitances of my Condition, whoſe 
daily Buſineſs muſt be daily Bread, have not, 
vor will allow me that Happineſs. Be pleaſed 
then, my Lord, to accept this humble Dedica- 
tion as an Inſtance of his Gratitude, who in a 
high meaſure owes his Well-being to you. I 
cannot doubt but your Lordſhip will protect it, 
for nothing ever flew to you for Succour unſuc- 
celsfully : I am ſure I have Reaſon to acknow- 
1 1 ledge 
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234 The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
ledge it. As for the unlucky Cenſures ſome have 
paſt on me for this Play, I hope your Lordſhip 
will believe I hardly deſerve 'em.. For to my 
beſt remembrance, when firſt I was accuſed of 
the thing by ſome People of the World, who had 
perhaps as little Reaſon to think I could be guil- 
ty of it, as to believe themſelves deſerved it, [ 
made it my Buſineſs to clear my ſelf to your 
Lordſhip, whole good Opinion is dearer to me 
than any thing which my worſt Enemies can 
wrong me of elſe: I hope I convincd your 
Lordſhip of my Innocence in the matter, which 
I would not have endeavour'd had it not been 
juſt. For, I thank my Stars, I know my {elf 
better than (for all the Threats ſome have been 
pleaſed to beſtow upon me) to tell a Lye to 
{ſave my Throat. Forgive me, my Lord, this 
Trouble, continue me in your Lordſhip's Fa. 
vour and good Opinion, and accept of the 
Prayers and Well-wiſhes of Pe 


Tour moſt Humble, and 


moſt Obliged Servant, 


— 
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Spoken by Mr. Smith. 


OW hard a Task hath that foor Drudge of Stage, 
That ſtrives to pleaſe in this Fantaſtick Age ? 
1 is a Thing ſo difficult to hit, 
That he's a Fool that thinks to do't by Vit; 
Toerefere our Author bid me prainly ay. 
Tu muſt not look for any in his Play. 
T- next Plase, Ladies, there's no Bawdy i in's, 
No, not ſo much as one well. meaning Hint; 
Nay more, „tas Written every Word he fays, 
On ſtricteſt Vigils, and on Faſting Days, 
When he his Fleſh to Penance did enſoin, 
Nay took ſuch Care to work it chaſie and fine, 
He diſciplin'd himſelf at ev'ry Line. ad 
Then, Gentlemen, no Libel he intends, DE 
Th1 ſome have ſtroue to wrong him with his Friends: 5 
And Poets have ſo very few of thoſe, | 
They'd need take care whoſe Favour is they loſes. 
Who'd be 4 Poet? Parents all beware, 


| Cher Wh and educate your ns with Care: 


Breed 'em to wholeſom Law, or give em Trades, 


| Ter em not follow th* Muſes, they are Jages: 


How many very hapefal riſing Citts 
Live we of late known ſpoil d by turning Wits ? 


Does by Critics are worſe treated here, 


oh on the Bankſide Butchers do a Bear. 

%% Sirs be kind, ſince now his Time is come, 
hg he muſt fland or fall as you ſhail doom: 
Give him Bear-Garden Law, that's fair Play for't, 
And he's content for one, 10 make you Sport. 


Dra- 


Dramatis Perſonæ 


M E N. 
Goodvuile, _ Mr. Betterton, 
Truman, Mr. Smith. 
Valentine, Mr. Harris. 
Sir Neble Chmſey, Mr. Underhill. 
Malazenc, Mr. Leigh. 
Caper, Mr. 7evon. 
daunter, Mr. Bowman. 
WOMEN. 
Mrs. Goodvile, Mrs. Barrey. 

Vittoria, | Mrs. Gzbbs. 

\ „„ Mrs. Price. 

Lady Squcamiſb, Mrs. Gin. 

| -Letrice, Mrs. Seymour. 
£&r zaget, Mrs. ——— 


Friend: 


riendſtip in Faſhion. 


"ADL ICENE ET” 


4 


SCENE, The Mall 


Truman reading a Billet, and Servant, 


T RU MA N. 


4 


4 
. 


ture without a Name is a Riddle to me.— 
You know me and ſee me often, I wiſn I may never ſee 
you more, except you know better where to place your Love, 
or I were abler to govern mine: As you are a Genile- 
man, burn this ſo ſoon as it comes to your Hands, —Adieu. 


Well, this can be no other than ſome Ranch Virtue of 
Thirty five, that is juſt now fallen under the Temptation; 


or what is as bad, one of thoſe cautoius Dealers that ne- 


ver venture but in Maſquerade, where they are ſure - 
| be 
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be wondrous kind, tho they diſcover no more to the 
Lover than he has juſt Occaſion to make uſe of, 
Enter Goodvile azd Valentine. 
. Pal. Truman, Good-morrow ; juſt out of yourLodgings? 
but that I know thee bener, I ſhould ſwear thou hadſt re. 
ſolv'd to ſpend this Day in Humiliation and TOY 
for the Sins of the laſt. 

Good. I beg your Pardon: Some Lady has taken up Jour 
Time. Thou canſt no more riſe in the Morning without a 
Wench, than thou canſt go to Bed at Night without 4 
Bottle. Truman, Wilt thou never leave W horing : 75 

Trum. Peace, Matrimony, Peace ſpeak more reve- 
rently of your dearly beloved Whoring. Palentine, he is 
the meer Spirit of Hypocriſ. bad hardly deen mar: 
ry'd ten Days, but he left his Wife to go home from the 
Play alone in her Coach, whilſt he debauch'd me with two 

Vizors in a Hackney to Supper. 
Val. Truly Goodvile, that was very civil, ond may e come 
to ſometbing—— But, Gentlemen, it begins 40 grow 
la e. Where ſhall we dine? 

Trum. Where you will, I am indifferent. 

Good, And | | | | 

1 Val. I had appointed to meet at Chatolins, RESINS 
$ Trum. With whom? 

val. Why, your Couſin Malagene Goodvile, 

Good. Valentine, thou art too much with that Fellow, 
"Tis true indeed, he is ſome Relation to me, but 'tis ſuch 

a lying Varlet, there is no enduring of kim,” ; 

Val. But Rogues and Fools are ſo very n tis hard 
always to eſcape * em. 
Trum. Beſides, he dares be no more a Friend than a 
Foe, he never ſpoke well of any Man behind his Back, nor 
in before his Face; He is a general Difperſer of nauſzous 
Scandal, tho it be of his own Mother or Siſter; prithee 

let's avoid him, if we can to day. 

Good, Twill be almoſt impoſſible, for he is as impu- 
dent as he is troubleſome; as there is no Company ſo 
i bur he'll keep, ſo there's none ſo good but he'Il pre- 
tend to. If he has ever ſeen you once, he'll be ſure of 


Tons, . And if be knows where you are, he's no more 1 
; : 
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be kept out of your Room, than you can keep him out 


of your Debt. 
1. He came where 1 was laſt Night, roaring drunk; 


aud had ſwallow'd three Quarts of Champaigne for his 
Share; ſaid he had much ado to get away, but came then 

particularly to drink a Bottle with me: I was forc'd to 

@ p omiſe him 1 would meet bim to Day, to * rid of 
him, 


| have ſnubb'd him of late, and hel] bardly venture that 
way lo ſoon again: At Night I'll promiſe you good Com- 


heedom ſhe pleaſes) has ſent for the Fiddles to come. 
Jrum. Goodvile, if there be any ſuch thing as Eaſe in 

Matrimony, thou haſt it; But methinks, there's as it were 
a Mark upon marry * Men, that makes them as diſtin- 

guſbable from one of us, as your W are from the reſt 

of Mankind. 

| - G:0d, Oh there are Pleaſures you dream not of; he is 


Condition as eaſy as he pieaſes, Mine is ſuch a fond 
Z wanton Ape, I never come home, but ſhe entertains me 
with freſh Kindneſs ; and Jack, when 1 have been hunt- 
ing for Game with you, and miſs'd of an Oppormaity, 
ſre ſtops a Gap well enough, 

„ 7, There's no Condition ſo wretched but has its 
n Revs : Your Spaniel turn'd out of Doors, goes conten- 
edly to his Kennel: Your Beggar, when he can get no 


d f vetter Lodging, knows bis old warm Buſh; and your mar- 
ry d W hore-maſter that miſſes of his Wench, goes honeſt- 
J home, and there's Madam Wife. — But Gredvile, who 


ae ſto be the Company at Night ? 
Good, In the firſt Place my Couſin Victoria your Idol, 


* an Occaſion, ihe unimitable Lady Sjueamiſh. 

0 Zzrum. That indeed is a worthy Perſon, a great Critick - 
e- orſooth; one that cenſures Plays, and takes it very ill 
f luz bas none dedicated to her yet; a conſtant Frequenter 


wore Damn him, he had been with my Lord ſuch-a- one, 


Good, Faith Gentlemen, let us all go dine at my Houſes 


pany 5 my Wife (tor 1 allow her for my own ſake what 


only confin'd by it that will beſo; A Man may make his 


Jack Truman ; then Mr. Valentine, there will be the 
charming Camilla, and another that never fais upon ſuch 


of 
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of all Maſquerades and Publick Meetings, a perfect Co. 
quet, very affected, and ſomething old, 

Val. Diſcourſes readily of all the Love-Intrigues of te 
Court and Town, a ſtrange Admirer of Accompliſhments 
and good Breeding, as ſhe calls it; ; a reſtleſs Dancer; one 
that by her good Will would neyer be out of Motion, 

Trum. How Valentine] you were once a great Admiter 
there, have a care how you ſpeak too harſhly of- your 
Miſtreſs, tho the Buſineſs be over, You ſtand well wk 
the Ladies yet, and are held a Man of Principles. 

Good, That indeed is a fine Creature. Your old ha. 
raſs'd Stager has always ſome ſuch reſty Whore-maſter 
or another, whom ſhe makes the beſt of her Deſpair 
withal; and after being forſaken by half the Town be- 
ſides, comforts her ſelf in ber Man of Principles. But 
now 1 think on't, we delay too long. I'll go before and 
prepare: Gentlemen, you'll be ſure to follow?! 

Trum. Sir, we'll not fail to wait on you. 

[Exit Goodvile 

Boy is the Coach ready ? Palentine / I have had the 
oddeſt Adventure this Morning ha —— Malagene ! 

Enter Malagene, | NY 

How came he hither ? 

Mal. Jach Truman, Monſieur Valentine, bon fou 
Was not that Goodvile I met coming in ha? 

Val. Ves, he parted hence but now. | 

Mal. Faith; I'il telL you what Gentlemen, Goodvil:'s 1 
very honeſt Fellow as can be, but he and I are fallen ou 
of late, tho Faith *twas nothing of my ſeeking. 

Trum. No, I'll be ſworn for thee, thou Joy'ſt thy ſell 
beiter. 

Val. Pray, what was the . Malagene e | 
Mal. Why, I was adviſing him to look after things be. 
ter at home: The Fellow has marry'd a young Wife, and 
| there he lets her make Balls and give Entertainments. | 


was very free with him, and told him of it to the Purpoſe: 


Fot Faith I ſhould be ſorry to lee any Ill come on't, vi! 
ſorry, 
Trum. But hark ye Malagene, Goodvile SA fan of (ur 


ly Companion, and apt to have ſo good an Opinion of 


himſcl 
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himſelf, that he is able to manage Affairs without your 
Advice ; He might have been very ſevere with you upon 
this Occaſion, | 

Mal. Seyere with me! I thank you for that with all 
my Heart; that bad been the way to have made a fine 
piece of Work on't indeed; hark ye, (under the Roſe) 
he's ſweetly fitted with my Couſin tho. | | 

Val, Pray, Sir, ſpeak with more Reſpect: We are his 
Friends, and not prepar'd to reliſh any of your Satir at 
reſent, V = 

Aral. O Lord, Sir, I beg your Pardon ; you are a new 
Acquaintance there, I remember, and may deſign an In- 
tereſt, Faith Ned, if thou doſt, I'll never be thy hindrance, 
for all ſhe's my Kinſwoman. „ 

Trum. The Raſcal, if he had an Opportunity, would 


nd pimp for his Siſter, tho but for the bare Pleaſure of tel- 
ling it bimſelf, „ „ 

Mal. Now when he comes home, ſhe will be hanging 
ie, about his Neck, with, O Lord, Dear! where have you 
the been this Morning? I can't abide you ſhould go abroad 


{o ſoon, that I can't ; You are never well but when you 
are with that wicked leud Truman, and his debauch'd. 
Companion young Valentine: but that I know you are 
good Dear, I ſhould be apt to be jealous of you, that 
| ſhould, ha, ha. 3 
| Trum. Sir, you are very bold with our Characters, me- 
i thinks. - | 5 = 

out Mal. I, ſhaw! your Servant; Sure, we that know one 
another may be free: You may ſay as much of me, if 

el ou pleaſe, But no matter for that, did you hear nothing 
ot my Butineſs laſt Night? “ba. | 
1r19, Not a Word I aſſure you, Sir. Pray how was 
it? Prithee let him alone a little, Valentine. | ; 
Mal. Why, coming out of Charolins laſt Night (where 
had coſt me a Guinea Club, with a Right Honourable or 
o of this Kingdom, which ſhall be nameleſs) juſt as I 
was getting into a Coach, who ſhould come by but a 
bluſtering Fellow with a Woman in his Hand, and ſwore, 
Dam him, the Coach was for him; we bad ſome Words, 
and he drew ; with that 1 put by his Paſs, clos'd with 
Vo L. J. L | him, 
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bim, and threw up his Heels, took away Toledo, gave him 
two or three good Cuts over the Face, ſe:z'd upon Da. 
mozel, carry'd her away with me to my Chamber, ma. 
nag'd her all Night, and juſt now ſent her of ——Faith z- 
mongſt Friends ſhe was a Perſon of Quality, I'll tell you that. 

Trum. What, a Perſon of Quality at that Time oth 


Night, and on Foot too? 


Mal. Ay, and one that you both know very well, but 
take no notice on't. 5 
Val. Oh, Sir, you may be ſure we ſhall be very cau- 
tious of ſpreading any Secrets of yours of this Nature 
Lying Rakehel]; the highelt he ever arriv'd at was a Bayd, 
and ſhe too baniſh'd him at laſt, becauſe he boaſted of 
her Favours. | „„ | 
Mal. Nay, not that I care very much neither ; you may 
tell it if you will ; for I think it was no more than any 
one wou'd have done upon the ſame Occaſton—ha—— 
Trum. Doubtleſs, Sir, you were much in the right, But, 
Valentine, we ſtay too long z tis time we were going, 


8 7 


Mal. What, to Dinner? I'll make a third Man 


where ſhal} it be? 


Trum. Sir, I am ſorry, we muſt beg ycur Excuſe this 
Time, for we are both engag de. 

Mal. Whoo ! prithee, that's all one, I am ſure I knoy 
the Company; I'll go along at a venture. 


Fal. No, but Malagene, to make ſhort of the Buſine{s, 


we are going into Company that are not very good 
Friends of yours, and will be very uneaſy if you be there, 
Mal. What's that to the purpoſe ?2-—— I care as lite 


for them as they do for me; tho on my Word, Sparks, 


of honeſt Fellows, you keep the oddeſt Company ſome: 


times that ever I knew. 


Trum. But, Sir, we are reſoly'd to reform it, and in order 
thereunto deſire. you would leave us to our ſelves to day. 

Mal, No — but I'll tell you, go along with me; | 
have diſcover'd a Treaſure of pale Wine — I'll aflure 
you 'tis the ſame the King drinks o. Wbat ſay you, 
Jack ? Iam but for one Bottle or two; for Faith I have 
reſolv'd to live ſober for a Week, 5 
Trum. Prichee Tormenter, leave us; do not J 8 
| the 
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the Wine thou drink'ſt is as baſe as the Company thuu 
| keep'ſt ? To be plain with you, we will not go with you, 
nor muſt you go wich us. 

| Mai. Why, if one ſhould ak the Queſtion now, whi- 
| ther are you going? ha! 

Val. How comes it, Malagene, you are not with your 
two Friends, Caper and Saunter? you may be ſure of 
| them; they'll eat and drink, and 80 all over the World 
wich you. 

Aal. How aft thou think thar I would keep ſoch 
ſoathſome Company? a Brace of lilly, taking, dancing, 
| ſinging Raſcals; Tis true, I contrafted an Acquaintance 


) 

Lich 'em, I know not how; and now and then when I 
am out of Humour, love to laugh at and abuſe em for an 

Hour or two but come what will — 5 I am reſoly'd 

y WH to go along with you to day. 


Lum. Upon my Word, Sir, you can't Why 
neu! d you make ſo many Dificukies with your Friends ? 
Ada. Whoo! prithee leave fooling You would 
2 "ke me off now, would you ? But i know better things. 
The Sham won't paſs upon me, Sir, it won't, look you. 


bis Lam. Deith, we muſt uſe him ill, or there i is no get- 
ting rid of bios; Not paſs, Sir? 
W Mal. No, Sir. 
_ 7:2. Pray, Sir, leave us. 
els, Aal. I ſhan't do t, Sir. 
00d 3 oy you mult, Sir. 
re. Mal. be not, Sir. | 
ile Trum, mo am going this Way. [Walking off. 
rks, Mal. So am l. ; 
me. T-4m, But, Sir, I muſt ſtay here a heile longer. 
{al. With all my Heart; *tis the ſame thing, I am net 
det in haſte. | Fl a 
. Val, Have a care, Malagene, how you provoke Tru- 
e | WW 47 you'll run the hazard of a a ſcu vj Beating, my 
(ure Friend, if you do. 
you, Mal. Beating; I am ſorry, Sir, you know no better: 
have WE Por, I am uſed to ſerye him ſo, Min let him alone, you 
| lhall ſee how I'll teaze him. Hark you, Jak, 
know irum. Sir, you are an impudent truubleſome Coxcomb, 
the Mal. No matter for that, I ſhan't leave you. 
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60 about your Buſineſs. | 


How like you the Jeſt now, Sir 


man had a Quarrel laſt Night, and we are juſt now going 


puh hate to preſs into any Man's Company againſt hi 


you pleaſe from your Servant. Malagene, good morrow, 


and divert my ſelf a little with them at preſent. 


— 


Trum. Sir, ] ſhall pull you by the Noſe then, 
Mal. Tis all one to me, do your worſt. 
Trum. Take that then, Sir — Now d'ye hear 

= [Tweaks him by the No, 


Mal, Nay, faith, Fack, now you drive the Jeſt too fir; 
What aPox I know you are not in earneſt; prithee lers ga 
Trum. Death, Sir, you lye; not in earneſt!, E 
this convince ou [ Kicns him, 


Mal, Hark you Truman, we ſhan't dine together then, 
ſhall we? | 8 
Val. Faith, to tell you the Truth of the Matter, 7ry 


to make an End on't ; Tis that makes him ſo ſurly. Ne 
yertheleſs, now I think on't better, if you'll go, you ſhall 
perhaps we may have Occaſion for a third Man. 

Mal. No, no, if that be the Buſineſs Il ſay no more; 


Inclination. Truman, upon my Reputation you are ye 
ry uncivil now, that you are, But hark you, I ranto 
the Groom-Porter's laſt Night, and loſt myMoney—Prithee 
lend me two Guineas till next Time I ſee thee, Child, 
Tram, With all my Heart, Sir, I was ſure would 
come to this at Jaſt ; *tis here, you may command whit 


Enter Caper and Saunter, 
Mal, Dear Jack Truman, your humble. [Ex. Truman, 
Val. Won't you go along with us then, Malagene * 
Mal, No, here are two filly Fellows coming; 1'll go 


Val, Why, thoſe are the very People you rail'd at (0 


but now: You will not leave, us for them, at a Time 
when you may be ſo ſeryiceable, TY, 

Mal. Hang't, you'll have no Occaſion for me, Man; 
ſay no more on't, but take my Advice; be ſure you ſtand f 
faſt, don't give Ground, d'ye hear, puſh briskly, and 1: 
warrant you do your Buſineſss. 

Val. Sir, I thank you for your Counſel, and am forr 
we can't haye your Company ; but you are engag'd. . 


Mii. 
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Mal. Are you ſure tho it will come to fighting? 1 have 
Iro mind to leave your Company, methinks. 

= /:!. Nay, nothing fo certain as that we ſhall fight; 
wil you would gO, for I fancy there will be three in 05 
Wd, 

= 1). A Pox on't, now I remember, I promis'd to 
meet theſe People here, and can't avoid them now; I'd 
4 go with you elſe with all my Heart, Faith and Troth, but 
ud have me ſend a Guard, I'II do't. 

Il. No, Sir,—there's no danger Notbipg but the 
WR 02ue's Cowardice could have rid us of him. Fx. Val. 

: Gal, How now Bullies, whither ſo faſt this Morning? 


. 1 pate juſt now with Fack 1ruman and Ned Valentine : 
1 hey would fain have had me to Dinner with them, but 
wi was not in a Humour of drinking, and to ſpeak the 
Idi; 


Truth on't, you are better Company ten to one. They 
lingroſs Nil all the Diſcourſe to themſelves: And a Man 
Wc 255 er be free with them neither. 

iper, Oh Lord, Malagene ! we met the delicat'ſt Crea- 
ture 5 now as we came round; I am a Raſcal, if I don't 
think her one of the fineſt Women i in the World; 1 ſhan” t 
ger her out of my Mind this Month, | 
aun. *Twas Vittoria, my Lady Fairfield's Daughter, 
ah came to Town laſt Summer when Goodviie was mar- 
yd. He in Love with her, poor Soul! I ſhall beg 
his Pardon there, as I take it [ Sings, | 
Mal. That's Truman's blowing: : She's always lingring 


10re; 
ſt bis 
e We 
an 0 
rithee 


yould 
whit 
OW. 


mn after him here, and at the Play- a her felt . 
1 9 there every Morning againſt the general Courſe at Night, 


where ſhe comes as conſtantly as myLady $114eamiſh her ſelf, 

$147, I vow that's a fine Perſon; don't you think ſhe 

Tims bas abundance of Wit, Malagent : ? She and 1 did ſo rally 
Caper t'other Day. 

Caper, Ay, it may be ſo, 

Saun. But did yon never hear her ſing ? She made me 
ſit with her till Two a Clock rother Morning to teach 
ber an Italian Song. 
forn | have, and I vow ſhe ſings it wonderfully, 

Mal. Dam her, ſhe's the moſt affected amorous Tit, 
%%% loves young Fellows more than an old Kite does 
„ young 


— — — 
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young Chickens ; There is not a Coxcomb of eighteen in 


for a Shape and a Face: Or, what is all one, write amo— 


like Rivals, I would not be in Love for all the World 
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Town can eſcape her, we ſhall have her draw one of you 
into Matrimony within this Fortnight, 

Caper. Malagene, thou art the moſt Satirical Thief 
breathing: I'd give any thing thou didſt but love dancing, 
that I might have thee on my fide ſometimes, 

Saun. Well Malagene, I hope to ſee thee ſo in Love one 
Day, as to leave off drinking, as I have done, and ſet u 


rous Sonnets, and fight Duels with all that do but lock 


I vow and (wear. 5 
[Walks up and down with an affected Motion. 
Caper, Nor I. 5 
—, Phi, if yo would not love 8 
I) e Shepherd, & c. | [Sings 
But d'ye hear, Malagene, they ſay Goodvile gives a Bal 
to Night. is't true? „ ; | 
Mal. Yes, I intend to be there, if I do not go to Cour, 
Caper. I am glad of it with all my Heart—— Saunt 
here's my Lady, to be ſure ſhe'!] not fail. 
Saun. But will you go, Malagene  Goodwvile and you 
are at a Diſtance, | ER Es 
Mal, Woo! pox that's nothing, I'll go for all that: 
But faith, I ſhould meet my Lord at Court to Night, 
Beſides, 1 have not been in the Drawing Room theſe three 
Days; the Company will wonder what's become of we, 
Enter Lady Squeamilh, 
She here! nay then — mT 
Caper, Madam, your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant, 
1 | [ Congees affected). 
L. Squeam. Mr. Cafer, your moſt devoted. On 
dear Mr, Saunter ! a thouſand Thanks to you for my Song. 
Saun. Your Ladyſhip does your Servant too much Ho- 
nour. | (Sings, As Chloe full of, Kc. 
I. Sgueam. Mr. Caper, you are a Stranger indeed, | 
have not ſeen you theſe two Days: Lord, where d'ye live! 
Caper. I ſhould have waited on your Lady ſnip. but wa 
ſo tired at the Maſquerade at my Lord Flutter's tother 
Night. Daxces and 22 
| Ee ain 
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gaun. Madam, Madam, Mr. Gcodvile gives a Ball to 
Night; Will your Ladyſhip be there? 

N Squeam, Ves, I heard of it this Morning ; victoria 
ſent we Word. 

Caper. Oh, Madam, d'ye hear the News? Goodvile 
makes a Ball to Night: 1 hope 1 ſhall haye the Honour 

of your Ladyſhip's Companv. 

L. Squeam. Oh, by all means: Mr. Caper, pray don't 
you fail us. 

Oh Lord, Mr. Malazene, 1 beg your Pardon, upon my 
Honour i did not ſee you; I was ſo engag'd in the Civi- 
lities of theſe Gentlemen. 

Mal. Your Wit and Beauty, Madam, lt command 
the Honour and Admiration of ali the World. But when 
did your Ladyſhip ſee Mr. Valentine? 

L. $;ueam. Oh, name him not, Mr. Malagene, he's the 
un worthieſt baſeſt Fellow beſides, he has no Prin- 
ciples nor Breeding; J wonder you Gentlemen will keep 
him Company, 1 Il ſwear he's enough to bring an Odium 
on the whole Sex. 

Mal. The Truth on't is, Madam, I do Kind with him 
now and then, becauſe the Fellow has ſome Wit, but it 
is when better Company is out of the Way ; and faith he's 
always very civil to me as can be: I can rule him. 

L. Sꝗqeam. Oh Lord, "tis impoſſible, Wit! why, he was 
abroad but two Years, and all that time too in an Academy 3 
he knows nothing of the Intrigues of the French Court, 
and has the worſt Mien in the World: He has a ſort of 
an ill-natur'd Way of talking indeed, and they ſay makes 
bold with me ſometimes, but Il 11 aſſure you I ſcorn him. 

Mal, Truly he has made very bold with you, or he is 
fonlly bely'd: Ha, ha, ha. 

L. Squeam. They ſay, he's grown a great Aamir of 
Madam Camilla of late, who paſſes for a Wit forſooth. 
'Tis true, ſhe's well enough, but I ſuppoſe i is not the firſt 
that has been troubled with his impertinent Addreſſes. 


Mal, Indeed he would not let me alone, till I brought 


bim acquainted there: He owes that Happineſs to me. 
hut methinks your Lady ſhip ſpeaks with ſomething of 
Heat ——By Heay'n ſhe's jealous ! Aſide. 

b 4 L. Squeam. 
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L. Squeam. No, 1 aflure you, Sir, I am not concern d 
at it in the leaſt, 

But did you ever hear 'em diſcourſe any thing of me? 

Mal. Never any 1], Madam, only a little idle Raillery 
now and then; but Truman and he are wont to be ſome- 
thing laviſh when they have been drunk in my Compa: 
Dy. Twill work. 

L. Szueam. Nay, I know he has ſpoken diſhonourah!y 
of me behind my Back, becauſe he fail'd in bis fiithy De 
ſigns. Madam Camilla may deferye better of him, I doubt 
not: But if J am not reveng'd on his Faiſhcod, [ Aſigt,] 
Mr. Caper, | | 

Caper. 0 Madam. 
$1147, 
L. Sjueam. Where do you go to day! 
Caper, Will your Ladyſhip be at the new Play ? 
L. Squeam. No, I ſaw it the firſt Day, and don't like it, 
Mal, Madam, it has no ill Character about the Town, 
T5 Squeam. 2 Lord, Sir, the Town is no Judge. "Tis 
a Tragedy, and 150 afre you there's nothing in it that's 
moving. 
I love a Tragedy that moves mightily, 
Saun. Does your Lordſhip know who writ it? 
I., Squeam. Yes, the Poet came and read it to me at my 
i Lodpings; be is but a young Man, and ] ſuppoſe he has not 
3 been a Writer long; belides, he has had little or no Con- 
1 verſation with the Court, which has been the Reaſon he has 
1 committed a great many 81 in the Conduct of it. 
Saun, I did not like it neither for my part 3 there was 
never a Song in it, ha! 
'F Caper. No, nor ſo much as a Dance. p 
© Mal, Ob, 'tis impothble it ſhould take, if there were 
L; neither Song nor Dance in it. | 
i I. Squeam. And then their Comedies now-a-days are 
bs the filthieſt Things, full of bawdy and nauſeous Doings, 
5 which they miſtake for Raillery and Intrigue : Beſides, 
they have no Wit in 'em neither; for all their Gentlemen 
and Men of Wit, as they ſtyle WES are either filly con- 
ceited impudent Coxcombs, or elſe rude. ill-mannerly 


| drunken Fellows ſougn——1 am aſham'd any one 
: thould 


- 
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ſnould pretend to write a Comedy, that does not know 
the nicer Rules of the Court, and all the Intrigues and 
Gallantries that paſs I vow. _ 5 

Mal. Who would improve in thoſe Things, muſt con- 1 
ſu't with your Lady ſhip. — 

L. Squeam. 1 ſwear, Mr. Malagene, you are an obliging f 
perſon: I wonder the World ſhould be ſo malicious to 
give you ſo undeſerving a Character as they do: I always 
found you extremely generous, and a Perſon of Worth. 

Aal, In troth, Madam, your Ladyſhip and my ſelf are 
the Subjects of abundance of Envy; for I love to be ma- 
Jicious now and then, and, faith, am the very Scourge 
of the Court; they all ſtand in awe of me, for I muſt 
{peak what I know, tho ſometimes I am uſed alittle ſcur- 
vily for it; but faith I can't help it, 'tis my Way. 

L. Squeam, Ha, ha, ha, really 1 love Scandal extremely 
too ſometimes, ſo it be decently manag'I———But as I 
was ſaying, there is not a Perſon in the World under- 


s WE {iands the Intrigues of the Court better than my ſelf; 1 * 

s am the general Confident of the Drawing-Room, and 1 

know the Loves of all the People of Quality in Town. | 

Caper. Dear Madam, how ſtands the Affair between F 

my Lord Sapple and Madam Lofty ? „ | 1 

L. Squearz. Worle than ever; *tis very provoking ta a 
ot | {ce how ſhe uſes the poor Creature: But the Truth is, ſhe | 
n. on never be at reſt for bim; he's more troubleſome than 


an old Husband, continually whiſpering his Softneſs and 
making his Vows, till at laſt ſhe is forc'd to fly to me for 
Saclter, and then we do ſo laugh which the good-natur'd 
Cieature takes fo pattently——-—1 ſwear, I pity him. 
daun. But my Lady Colt they ſay, is kinder to the 


Sparkiſh Mr. Preeneir, 3 | | 

i. Squeam, O Lord, Mr, Saunter, that you ſhould un- 

Ie gerſtand no better; to my knowledge it is all falſe; I q 

885 $109 all that Intrigue from the beginning to the ending, 4 

es, bas been off this Month beſides, he keeps a | 

en per again Oh, Mr. Saunter “ whatever you oo 

n- do, never concern you ſelf with thoſe Players. | 
rly Lian. Madam, I have left the Folly long ſince; when 
ne i: I came to Town, I muſt confeſs 1 had a Gallantry 
ld 5 L 5 e 21, tens 3 


Creature 
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there: But ſince I have been acquainted with your Lady. 
ſhip's Wir and Beauty, 1 haye learned to lay out my 
Heart to bever Advantage I think that was finely ſaid. 

L. S4.eam. I ſwear, Mr. Saunter, you have the moſt 
court 'ile Way of -xpreſſin your [elf ——— 

S444, Oh Lord, Madam! [ Bow's and eringer, 

L. Squeam. Mr. Malagene, theſe are both my Intimate 
Acquaintance, and I'll ſwear Jam proud of 'em. Here 
is n. Sam ter ſings the French manner better than ever! 
heard any Hngliſt Gentleman in my Lite: Beſides, he pro- 


nounces ms F215 in ſipging with a French kind of a 
ne on Accent, that wives it A ſtrange Beauty——Syeet 
Sir, do me ti Favour of the laſt new Song. 


Sa ' Lei me © ; your Lad) ſhip ob lizes me beyond 
! Malagexe, chou ſh:lt bear me. | 
[S1:-g: a Seng in a French Tone. 

Ne b What a Devi was this? I underſtand not a a Word 
on' t. 

Sau”, Ha, Malarere, ha, 

L. Squeam. Dd ou ever hear any thing ſo fine? 

Mal. Never, Madam, never: I' ſwear your Lady ſbip 


WA great Judg e. 


L. Squean. But. bow pun and ditinaly too eyery 


Word was pronoun." d 2 
Mal. Oh, to Adu iration, to Admiration. 
[ Makes Mouths aſide. 
L. Squeam. Well, Mr. Saunter, you are a charming 
— O fad, Mr. Caper, I long till Night comes: 
I' dance with no Body but you to Night, for 1 ſwear | 


believe I ſhall! be out of Humour. 


Mal. That's more than ſhe ever was in her Life, ſo 
Jong as ſhe had a Fool or a Fiddle in her Company. 

L queam. Tho really I love dancing immoderately— 
But now you talk of Intrizues, I am m. ſtaken if you dont 
ſee ſomething where we are going to Night, | 

Mal. What, Goodvile is to commence cuckold, is it 
not ſo ? 5 

L. Squeam. Oh, fr. Mr. Malagene, fy: I vow you'll 


make me hate you, if you talk ſo ſtrangely — but let 


me die, I can't but lugt, ha, ha———VWell, Gen- 
2 llemes, 


N 


tlemen, you ſhall dine with me to day 
you. Mr. Malagene, will you go? 
Mai, Your Lady ſhip may be ſure,of me, I hate to break 


What ſay 


good Company. 


L. Squeam. And pray now let us be very Tavere; and 
talk maliciouſly of all the Town. Mr. Caper, your Hand : 
Oh, dear Mr. Saunter, how ſhall 1 divide my ſelf—1lL 
ſwear, i am ſtrangely at a loſs Mr. Malagene, you: 
muſt be Mr. Saunter's Miſtreſs I think at preſent. 

Mal. With all my Heart, Madam———Sweet Mr. Saun. 
ter, your Hand: I (wear, you are a charming Creature, 


and your Courtſhip i is as extraordinary as your Voice... 


Let me die, and I vow 1 muſt have t'other Song after 
Dinner, for I am very humourſome and very whimſical 


1 ibink : ha, 25 . 3 


ACT I. SCENE L 
SCENE, the Ordivary. 


* Mrs. Goodvile and Lettice: 


Mrs Good, I D you deliver the Billet ? 
) Let. Yes, Madam, faithfully. 

Mes, Good. But are you ſure you did? 

Let, Can your Ladyſhip think I would be uilty of the 
leaſt Neglect in a Concern of ſuch moment? 

Mrs. Good. And are you ſure he dines here to day? 

Let. Madam, they are now at Dinner below: Mr. Va- 
lentine's there too. Oh, I'il ſwear he's a fine Man, the 
moit courteous Perſon, 

Mrs, Good, What, becauſe he hunts and kiſſes you when 
he's drunk ? No, Le! tice, Truman, Iruman,OhthuTlruman! 

Let. I wonder your Lady ſhip ſhould be fo taken with 
bim; Were I to chuſe, I ſhould. think my Maſter the: 
more agreeable Man, 

Mrs, Good. And you may take him if you will; TOY is 
as much a Husband as one would wiſh ; I have ack ſeen 
him this Fortnight ; he never comes home till Four in tae 
Morning, and then he {ncaks to his 2 us @ 

: ©: 
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he lies till Afternoon, then riſes and out again upon bis 
Parole; Fleſh and Blood can't endure it. 


Let. But he always viſits your Ladyſhip firſt. 


Mrs. Good, That's his Policy, as great Debtors are al. 


ways very reſpectful and acknowledging where they neyer 


mean to pay. *Tis true, he gives me what Freedom I can 
deſire, but God knows that's all. 
Let. And where's the Pleaſure of going abroad and get- 


ting a Stomach, to return and ſtarve at home? 
' Mrs. Good, 1 laugh tho to think what an eaſy Fool he 


believes me; he thinks me the moſt contented, innocent, 
harmleſs Turtle breathing, the very Pattern of Patience, 
Let. A Jewel of a Wife, | 
Mrs. Good. And as blind with Love, as his own good 
Opinion of himſelf has made him. 
Let. and can you find in your Heart to wrong fo good 
a natur'd, complete, well-meaning, harmleſs Husband, that 
bas fo good an Opinion of you ? 
Mrs. Good. Ha, wrong him ! what ſay you, Lattice i 


I wrong my Hurband'! ! ſuch another Word forfeits my 


good Opinion of thee for ever. 
Let. What meant the Billet to Mr. Truman then this 


Morning? 


Mrs. Good, To make TW my Friend perhaps, and diſ. 


cover if I can, who it is that wrongs me in my Husband's 
Affection; for 1 am ſure I have a Rival. And I am apt 


to 3 Victoria deſerves no better than ordinary of me, 
if the Truth were known, 

Let, Why, ſhe is his near Kinſwoman, and lives here 
in the Houſe with you; beſides, he would neyer diſhonour 
his own Family ſurely, | 

Mrs. Good, You are a Fool, Lertice, the Nearneſs of 
Blood is the leaſt Thing conſidered. Beſides, as I have 
heard, tis almoſt the only Way ane care to be kind 
to one another now-a- days. 

Let. Yes, Madam, you never meet but you are as kind 


and fond of him, as if you had all the Joys of Love about 
you. Lord! bow can you diſſemble with him {o ? Be- 


ſides, Mr. Truman, Madam, you know is bis Friend. 
Mre. Good. Ob, if 1 would ever conſent to wrong my 
Hucband 
1 


re — — — —— —ñu— — 1 
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Husband (which Heav'n forbid, Lerrice “) it ſhould be, to 
chuſe, with his Friend. For ſuch a one has a double 
Obligation to Secrecy, as well for his own Honour as mine. 


much of this, that you are: *Tis enough to put ill 
Thoughts into one's Head, which I am the moſt ayerſe 


to of all things in the World, | 


| in good Humour, But it would make any one laugh, to 
E think Mr. Tram an ſhould be in love with Madam Victoria, 
it all be real which your Ladyſhip ſuſpects. 

Mrs. Good. Ay, and with a deſign of Marriage too: 


hut a ranging Gallant thinks he fathoms all, and counts 

it as much beneath his Experience to doubt his Security in 
| WE a Wie, as Succeſs in a Miſtreſs, „„ 
t Let. Beſides, after a little time, he is ſo very induftri- 


? WH fiimmingly his own Affairs are manag'd at home, 
y Enter Victoria. : 
Mrs, Good, But hun ſhe's here. 

is ict. A happy Day to you, Madam. 


Mrs. Good, Dear Couſin, your humble Servant: Have 
you heard who are below? 


's i. Yes, young Truman, and his inſeparable Compa- 
pt nion Valentine. . . 


| Mrs, Good, Well, what will you do Couſin ? Truman 
comes reſoly'd on Conqueſt; for with the Advantages he 
| has in your Heart already, *tis impoſſible you ſhould be 
ale to hold out againſt him. 


after a Bottle, than a drunken Country Vicar can ayoid 


nd dilputing of Religion when his Patron's Ale grows ſtronger 
| than his Reaſon. | | | 4 5 
ind Mrs. Good, Come, come, diſſemble your Inclinations 
out as artfully as you pleaſe, I am ſure they are not ſo indit- 
Be- terent but they may be eaſily diſcerned, | 
| Vict. Truly, Madam, you may be miſtaken in your 
my Pucls, : | IR | 


But I'll ſwear, Lettice, you are an idle Girl for talking ſo 


Lor. But, Madam, Thoughts are free; and it is as hard 
not to think a little idly ſometimes, as it is to be always 


E ous in cuckolding others, that he never dreams how 


Vicl. Yes, powerful Champaign, as they call it, may do 
much; a Spark can no more refrain running into Love 


Mrs, 
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has cauſed this Alteration in you. 
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Mrs. Good, How! I doubt it is ſome other Man then 
Lord, Lertice, is ſhe 


not extremely alter'd ? 
Vict. Alter'd, Madam, what do you mean? 
Mrs, Good, Nay, Lettice, fetch a Glaſs, and let her ſes 
her ſelf: Lord, you are paler than you uſe to be, 
Let. Ay, and then that Blueneſs under the Eyes. 
Mrs. Good. Beſides, you are not fo lively as I haye 


| known you: Pardon me, Couſin. 


Tet. Well, if there be a fault, Marriage will cure all, 
Vie. I'll aſſure you, I have none that 1 know of ſtands 
in need of ſo deſperate a Remedy. Marriage! Fault 
What can all this tend to? 
Enter Page. 
Mrs. Good, Well, what now? 
Page. Madam Camilla is coming to wait upon your 


Ladyſhip. 


Mrs. Good, Ha, „ Camlla 4 1 Tell 85 I'll attend her : 


Wor't you £0 with me, Victoria? | 
Y.. I'll but rep into my Chamber, and follow you 


| inſtantly. [Ex. Mrs, Good. ad Page. 


Whither can all this drive ? Surely ſhe has diſcovered ſome- 
thing of Goodvile' Love and mine: If ſhe has, | am ruin'd, 
Enter Good vile. 

Good. Pictoria! your Couſin is not here, is ſhe ? What, 
in Clouds? I ftole this Minute from my Fr nds on purpoſe 
to ſee thee, and muſt nor I bave a Look ? not a Word? 

Vit. Oh, I am ruin'd and loſt for ever. I fear your 


Wife has had ſome knowled ze of our Loves: And if It 


be ſo, what will then become of me ? 

Giek, Prithee no more: My Wife ! ſhe has too good 
an Opinion of her ſelf, to have an ill one of me; " ood 
would as ſoon believe ber Glaſs could flatter her, as I be 


_ falſe to her; My Wife! ha, ha. 


Vic. Yes, I am ſure it muſt be ſo; it can be no other: 
wiſe : But you are ſatisfy'd, and row ' have nothing more 
to do, but to leave me to be miſerable, - 

Gied. Leave thee ! By Heav'n 1'd ſooner renounce my 
Family, and own my ſelf the Baſtard of a Raſcal: Come, 
quiet thy Doubis; Truman is here; and take my Love 
for thy Security, he ſtall be thine to Night, Vith 


en 


he 
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1:4, 1 have great Reaſon to expect it indeed, that you 
would hazard your Intereſt in fo good a Friend for the 
Reparation of my Honour, that ſo little concerns you, 
and which you have already made, your beſt of, 

Good. No more of that, Love's my Province; and thine 
is too dear to me to be neglected. *Tis true, I have 
made him my Friend, and I hope he will deſerve i it, by 
doing thee that Juſtice which I am incapable of. 

Vic. You can promiſe eaſily, 

Goo, Ay, and as reſolutely perform: When I haye 
heated him with Wine, prepare to receive him. 

Enter Mrs. Goodvile, 
Ha, ſhe here! 

Mrs. Good. So, ſo, Mr. Goodvile, e are you there indeed ? 
I thought I ſhould catch you. 

Good, Faith, my Dear, 1 have bean ſpeaking a good 
Word for Jack Truman; my Coulin Victoria's too cruel. 

Mrs. Good, Oh iy, Vicloria] Can you be ſo bard-heart- 
ed to deny any thing, when Mr, Goo@wile is an Advocate? 

Vict. I muſt confeſs it with ſome difficulty ; but ſhould 
I too eaſily comp'y upon Mr. Goodvile's Interceſſion, 
who knows but your Lady ſnip might be jealous? For he 
mat can prevail for another, may | preſume there's hopes 


tor himſeif 


Mrs, Good. Ay, but Couſin, 1 know you are my Friend, 
and would not, tho but in regard of that, do me ſuch 
Injury: Beſides, Mr, Goodvile knows 1 dare truſt him. 
Don't you, Love! | 

Good, Truſt me ! yes, for if you don't, '%s all one — 
Credulous es] | 4jide. 
Alas, my Dear, were I as falſe as thou art good, thy ge- 
nerous Confidence would ſhame me into Honeſty. 

Enter Camilla running and ſqueaking; Truman and 

Valentine after her. | 

Cam, For Heav'ns ſake, Madam, fave me !- Mr, 
Goodvile, 'tis ſafer wavelling thro? the Deſarts of. Aralia, 
tian em'ring your Houſe; Had I not ran hard for it, I 
had been devour'd, that's certain. | 

Val, Oh, Madam, are you herded? It will be to little 


purpole ; ; L am Karen, and never change my 9 
am. 
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Cam. -But when you have loſt it, if freſh ſtart up, you 
can be as fully ſatisfied, who hunt more for the loye of 


. the Sport, than for the ſake of the Prey, 


Pal. But, Madam, ſhould you chance to be taken, look 
to't; for I ſhall touze and worry you moſt unmercifully, 


till I have reyeng'd my ſelf ſeyerely, for the pains you 


coſt me catching. TH | | 
Cam. Therefore I am reſoly'd to keep out of your 


reach; Lord! what would become of ſuch a poor little 
Creature as J am, in the Paws of ſo ravenous an Animal? 


Trum. But are you too, Lady, fo wild as Mrs. Camilla: 
Pic. Oh, Sir, to the full! But I hope you art not ſo 


unmerciful as Mr. Valentine. 


Trum. No, Madam, quite on the contrary, as ſoft and 
pliant as your Pillow; you may mould me to your own 
eaſe and pleaſure, which way you will. 

Piet. Tis ſtrange two of ſuch different Tempers ſhould 
ſo well agree : Methinks you look like two as roaring, ran- 
ting, tory rory Sparks as one would wiſh to meet withal. 
Pal. Yes, Madam, at the Play-houſe in a Vizor, when 
you come dreſt and prepar'd for the Encounter; there in- 
deed we can be as unanimouſly modiſh and impertinent as 
the perteſt Coxcombs of 'em all, till like them too, we 
loſe our Hearts, and never know what becomes of em. 

Cam. But the comfort is, you are ſure to find 'em a-. 
gain in the next Bottle. „ 

Mrs. Good. Then drink 'em down to the Ladies Healths, 
and they are as well at eaſe as ever they were. | 

Trum. Why, you would not be fo unconſcionable as 


to have us two ſuch whining crop-ſick Lovers, as ſigh 


away their Hours, and write Jamentable Ditties to be ſung 
about the Town by Fools and Bullies, in Taverns. 
Good. Till. ſome Smithfield Doggrel taking the hint, 


ſwells the Sonnet to a Ballad, and Chloris dwindles into a 


Ritchen- Wench, ET 
Vi, Tis preſum'd then you are of that familiar Tribe 
that never make Loye but by contraries, and rally our 
Faults when you pretend to admire our Perfections. 
Cam. As if the only way to raiſe a good Opinion of 
your ſelyes, were to let us know how ill a one you have 


of us. a N | Trum, 


r 2 Enid, 
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Trum. Faith, Madam, *tis a hard World; and when 


Peauty is held at ſo dear a rate, 'tis the beſt way to beat 
down the Market as much as we can. 


Val. But you ſhall find, Ladies, we'll bid like Chapmen 
for all that. 


Vie. You had beſt have a care tho, leſt you over-reach 


your ſelves, and repent of your Purchaſe when *tis too 


late, 
Cam, Beſides, I hate a Dutch Bargain that's made in 


beat of Wine; for the Love it raiſes is generally like the 


Courage it gives, very extraordinary, but very ſhort-liv'd. 
Geol. Row, Madam! have a care what you ſay; 


Wire is the Prince of Love, and all Ladies that ſpeak 
| againſt it forfeit their Charter. 1 mult not have my 


Favourite traduc'd. 


oy, bring ſome Wine, you ſhall prove its good effects, 
| and then acknowledge it your Friend. We'll drink—— 


Cam. Till your Brains are afloat, and all the reſt ſink. 
Val. I find then, Ladies, you have the like Opinion of 


| our Heads, as you have of our Hearts. 


Cam, Really, Sir, you are much in the right, 
Trume But if your Lady ſhip ſhould be in the wrong— 


Tho Love, like Wine, be a good Refreſher, yet 'tis much 
more dangerous to be too buſy withal, And tho now and 


nen I may over-heat my Head with drinking; yet con- 
found me, I think I ſhall have a care never to break my 
Heart with loving, 


Mrs. Good, But, Sir, if all Men were of your cruel 


| Temper, what would become of thoſe tender-hearted 


C:eatures that cannot forbear ſaluting ye with a Billet in 
a Morning, tho it comes without a Name, and makes 


you as unſatisſy'd as they poor Creatures are themſelves } 


1rum, Hah, this concerns me! Blockhead, dull leaden 


| Sot that I was, not to be ſenſible it muſt be ſhe, and 
none but ſFe, could ſend mine this Morning, Well poor 
Jack Truman, look to thy (elf, Snares! are laidf or thee ;— 
| $ the Virtuous muſt ſuffer Temptation: And Heav'n 


knows all Fleth | is frail, LAſi de. 


Enter. 
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Enter Boy with Wine, 

Good, Now Boy, fill the Glaſſes, But before we pro- 
ceed, one thing is to be conſider'd: My Dear, you and! 
are to be nv Man and Wife for this Day, but be as indif. 
ferent, and take as little notice one of another, as we may 
chance to do ſeven Years hence: But at Night — 

Val, A very fair Propoſal. 

Mrs, Gord. Apreed, Sir, if you will have it ſo. 

Good. The Wine — now each Man to his Poſt, 

[They ſeparate, Good, to Cam, Val. to Viet. Trum. to 

Mrs. Goodvile. | 
The Werd. | [11 take Glaſſe 
 Trum, Love and Wine. 

Good, Paſs. 


[ They drink, 
Enter Lettice. 
Now that nothing may be wanting, Let tice you muſt ſing 
the Son? I brou by home t'other Morning; for Muſick i; 
as great an Encouragement to drinking, as fighting, 


Letrice ings, | 
How bleſs'd he appears, 
That revels and loves our his hapby Years; 
Toat fiercely ſpurs on till he finiſh his Race, 
Ard knowing Life? hrt, chuſes living apace ! 
To Cares we were born, *twere a Folly to doubt it; 
Then love and rejoice, there's no living without it, 


II. 
Each day we grow older; 
Dat as Faie approaches, the Brave fall are bolder 1, 
Toe Joys of Love with our Youth ſlide away, 
But yer there are Pleaſures that never decay: 
M hen Beauty grows dull, and our Paſſions grow cold, 
Wine ſtill keeps its Charms and we drink when w'are old, 


Gool, So, now ſhew me an S8 to divine harmo- 
ni ous Drinking! 1 


1 Boy. Sir, my Lady Squeamiſh is below, juſt alighted 
f out of her Coach. 

1 Good, Nay then drinking will have the major Vote 
1 againſt it: She is the moſt exact Obſerver of Decorums 
Þ and Decency alive. But ſhe is not alone, J hope. 


B55. 
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Boy, No Sir, there is Mr, Malagene with her, and three 


& more Gentlemen; one they call Sir Noble Clumſey, a full 
1 WT poity Gentleman. ; | | 
. Lum. That's a hopeful Animal, an elder Brother, of 
aj 2 fair Eſtate, and her Kinſman, newly come up to Town, 


whom ner Ladyſhip has undertaken to poliſh and make a 

fine Gentleman. | | ” | | 
Val. *Tis fuch a fulſom overgrown Rogue! yet hopes 

to be a fine Spark, and a very courtly Youth ; be has 


„ been this half Year endeavouring at a Shape, which he 
| loves eating and drinking too well ever to attain to. The 
WW other, ll warrant you, are the nimble Mr, Caper, and 
WH his polite Companion Mr. Saunter. | 
, Good, She's never without a Kennel of Fools at her 
heels; and we may know as well when ſhe is near by the 
no noiſe her Coxcombs make, as we know when a ceriain 
1 Spark of this Town is at hand by the new-fangled gingle 
ot his Coach. She comes——and wo be to che Wretch 


whom ſhe firſt lights upon. | 
Enter L. Squeamiſh, Sir Noble Cluinſey, Malag, Ca- 
per, and Saunter, - 
I. Squeam, Dear Madam Goodvile, ten thouſand Happi- 
| | nefles wait on you! Fair Madam Y'i&or/a, ſweei charming 
ie Camilla, which way ſhall 1 expreſs my Service to you? 
U 
„ Couſtn your honour, your honour to the Ladies. | 
Clum. Ladies, as low as Knee can bend, or Head can 
bow, I fajute_you all: And, Gallants, 1 am your moſt 
humble, moſt obliged, and moſt devoted Servant. 
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- That 1 learn'd at the end of an E piſtle Dedicatory. 
Good, Sir Noble Clumſey is too great a Courtier. ; 
} Clum. Yes, Sir, I can compliment upon an Occaſion : | 
ld, my Lady knows I am a pretty apt Scholar, | 
L. Squeam, Gallants, you muſt pardon my Couſin here, 
mv: he is but as it were a Novice yet, and has had little Con- 
verſation but what I have had the honour to inſtruct him in. 
Ned Mal. But let me tell you, he is a Man of Parts, and 
, one that I reſpe& and honour : Pray Gentlemen know 
bs my Friend. | | 


Val. Hark you Malagene, how durſt you venture hither, 
knowing that Good vile and Truman care ſo little for your 
B50. Company 2 | Mal. 


\ 


— 
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Mal. O Sir, your Servant, your Servant, Sir ; ; 1 gueſod 


this was the Duel you were going about: 1 ſhould not 


have left you elſe, faith, Ned, 1 ſhould not. 


Good, Bur, Madam, can the worthy Knight your Kin. 


man drink > What think you, Sir Noble, of the Ladies Healths 


Clum. In a Glaſs of ſmall Beer, if you pleaſe. 
I.. Squeam. Oh ſweet Mr. Good vile, don't tempt bim 
to drink, don't! I' ſwear, I am ſo afraid he ſhould ſpo. 


bimſelf with drinking. Lord, how I ſhould loath a Fel. 


low with a red Noſe |! 


Mal. See, Truman, the two Coxcombs are aread 
boarding our Miſtreſies. 

Trum. Oh, *rwere pity to interrupt 'em: a Woman 
loves to play and fondle with a Coxcomb ſometimes as 
naturally, as with a Lap Dog; and I could no more be 
jealous of one than of the other. 

Val, I am not of your Opinion 3 they are too ) apt to 
love any thing that but makes em ſport: And the Famili- 
arity of Fools proceeds oftentimes from a Privilege we 
are not aware of. For my part, I ſha!l make boſd to 
divert. Mr. Saunter, a word: Haye you any Pre- 


tences with that Lady? hah! 


Saun, Some ſmall] Encouragement I have had, Sir; 
but I neyer make my boaſt of thoſe Favours, never. 

Pal. No, Sir, *twere not your beſt courſe. 

Saun. Oh Lord, you are pleas'd to be merry: Sure he 


takes me for a Fool; but no matter for that, —-Sings,— 


Would Phyllis be mine, and for, &c. 
Enter Boy. 
Boy. Madam, the Fiddles are below; ſhall I call 'em a up? 
Mrs. Good. No, let *em ſtay a little, we'll dance below, 
Caper. Hah, the Fiddles! Boy, where are you ?( Cap. capers, 
| Boy. Here, Sir. 
Caper. Have you brought my Dancing: ſhoes? 
Boy. No, Sir, you gave me no order: But your Fiedle 


is below under the Seat of the Coach, 


Caper. Raſcal, Dog, Fool; when did you ever know 


me go abroad without my Pancing- -ſhoes ? Sirrah, 1 


home and fetch 'em quickly, or I'll cut off both your Naas 
and haye em faſten'd to the Heels of thoſe J have on. 


Trum. 
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Trum. It is an unpardonable fault, Sir, that your Boy "| 
ſhould forget your Dancing: ſhoes, i 8 
Caper, Ay, hang him, Blockhead, he has no ſenſe; I i 
muſt get rid of him as ſoon as I can; I would no more {9 
dance in a pair of Shoes that we commonly wear, than I 
would ride a Race in a pair of Gambado's. Pts 

L. Squeam, Mr. Valentine I hope is a better bred Gen- 
tleman, than to leave his Miſtreſs for Wine. I hear, Sir, 
there is a Love between you and Madam Camilla? Thou 
Monſter of Perjury. 15 „ x 

Val. Faith, Madam, you are much in the right; there i} 
is abundance of Love on my ſide, but I can find very lit- 
tle on hers; If your Ladyſhip would but ſtand my Friend 
upon this occaſion I think this is civil, 

L. Squeam. I'll ſwear Sir, you are a moſt obliging Per- 
ſon Ladies and Gallants, poor Mr, Valentine here is fal- 
len in love, and has deſired me to be his Advocate: Who 
0 could withſtand that Eye, that Lip, that Shape and Mein, | 
beſides a thouſand Graces in every thing he does? Oh love |} 

ly Camilla guard, guard your Heart; but I'll ſwear, if it 

were my own caſe, I doubt J ſhould not—ha, ha, ha 
Val, Madam ? what means all this ? | 
Good, Poor Ned Valentine 5 
Trum. Tis but what I told him he muſt look for: but 
ſtay, there is more yet coming. 
L. Squeam, Nay, this is not half what thou art to ex- 
| pet; I'll haunt thee worſe than thy ill Genius, take al- 
opportunities to expoſe thy Folly and Falſhood every where, 
till I have made thee as ridiculous to ou: whole Sex, as 
thou art odious to me, | . | 
Val. But has your Ladyſhip no Mercy? Will nothing | 

but my Ruin appeaſe you? Why ſhould you chuſe by 5 

your Malice to expoſe your decay of Years, and lay open | 
pour poor Lover's Follies to all, becauſe you could im- "i 

prove 'em to your own uſe no longer? Approaches. 
I. Squeam. Come not near me, Traitor Lord, Ma- 
dam Camilla, how can you be fo cruel? See, ſee, bow 

wildly he looks: For Heav'ns ſake have a care of him; I 

fear he is diſtemper'd in his Mind: What pity *tis ſo hope · | 

ful a Genileman ſhould run mad tor Loye, — ha, ha, . | 
. 5 8. 
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Mrs. Good. Dear Madam, how can you uſe Mr. Vale. 
tine ſo? *Tis enough to put him out of humour, and ſpoil 
him for being good Company all the Day after . 

L. Squeam. Ob Lord, Madam, *is the greateſt Pleaſut 
to me in the World: Let me dis, but 1 love to rally 2 
baſhtul young Lover, and put him out of Count'nance, 
at my Heart. 

Saunt. Ha, ha, ba! and I'll ſwear the Devil and all' 
in her Wit, When ſhe' ſets on't. Poor Ned Valentine! 
Lord, how {illily he looks! : 
Caper. Ay, and would fain be angry if he knew but hoy, 
Val. Hark you Coxcomb, I can be angry, very angry, 
d'ye mark me? 
Clum. No, but Sir, don't be in a Paſſion: my Lad 


will have her humour; ; but ſhe's a very good Woman a 
the bottom. 


Val. Very likely, Sir. 

Mrs, Good, Now, Madam, if your Ladyſhip thinks fit 
we'll withdraw and leave the Gentlemen to themſelyes a 

little; only Mr. Caper and Mr. Saunter muſt do us the 

honour of their Company. 

Saun. Say you ſo, Madam? Pfaith and you ſhall have 
it. Come Caper, we are the Men for the Ladies, I ſee 
that. Hey Boys! 

L. Squeam. Oh dear! and ſweet Mr. Saunter - ſtal 
oblige us with a Song. 

Saun. O Madam, ten thouſand, ten thouſand if you 
pleaſe! I'll ſwear I believe I could ſing ail Day and all 
Night, and never be weary, _ | Singh 
When Phyllis walcht her harmleſs Sheep, 
Not one poor Lamb, &. 
Fx; Saunter, Caper, and Ladies, 

Good. A happy riddance this! Now Gentlemen, for 
one Bottle to entertain our noble Friend and new Ac 
quaintance, Sir Noble Clumſey. 

Clum. Really Gallants, I muſt beg your Pardon, l dare 
not drink, for 1 haye but a very weak Brain, My and 
my Head won't bear it. 

Trum. Oh, ſurely that honourable Bulk could never be 
maintain'd with thin regular Diet and ſmall Beer. 

ER : | 0 Cum. 


l love thee with all my Heart 
3 give me thy Hand. | 
E Good. But, Sir, ſhould 1 allow you my Counters; vou 
E would be very drunk, very rude, and very unmannerly, 

I fear. 


1 
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Clam. J muſt confeſs, Sir, I am ſomething plus p; | 


but a little fat is comely ; I would not be too lean, 


"pak No, by no means, my Dear, thou haſt an heroick 


WF ace, which well becomes the noble Port ana Fulneſs of 
Why Body. | 


Val. Goodvile, we have a Suit to you : Here i is Mala- 


ene bas been ſome time in a Cloud; for this once receive 
YZ Em into good Grace and Fayour again; 


Mal. Faith, Goodwile do, for iryour any more Words, 
—Faith and trotb. | 


Mal. Drunk, Sir, I ſcorn your Words, I'd have you 


1 know I han't been drunk this Week; no, I am the Son of 
& 2: ore if 1 won't be very ſober, This noble Knigehi ſhall 
* eme for my good Behaviour. Wilt thou not, Knight 2 ? 


Clum. Sir, you are a Perſon altogether a Stranger to 


ne; and I have ſworn never to be e for any Man. 


um. But, Sir Noble, you are oblig'd in Honour to 


bre a Gentleman and your Friend. 


Cum. Say you ſo, Sir? oblig'd in Honour? I am ſatisfy'd. 


Se, this Gendemin is my Friend and Acquaintance, and 
4 Wh ale he ſays I'll ſtand to. 


Mal. Hark thee Son of Mars, thou art a Knight al- 


1 ready, I'll marry thee to a Lady of wy Acquaintance, 
and have thee made a Lord, 


God. Boy, the Wine, give Sir Noble his . 
G-ntlemen, Sir Noble's Lady s Health. 


Clam. Od's my Life, I' drink that tho 1 die for't. 
Gallants, I have a Lady i in this Head of mine, and that 


| you ſhall find anon. By my Trot, I think this be 


a Glaſs of good Wine, 


Val. Say you ſo? Take the other Glaſs then; Sir Noble. 
Clum. Fore George, and ſo I will, Pox on't, let it 


be a Brimmer; Gentlemen, God ſave the King. 
Mai, Well ſaid my lovely Man of Might ; His Wor- 
ſnip grows good Company. 
lrum. Sir Noble, you are a great Arquaintance with 
Mr, Caper and Mr. Sauter ; z they are Men of pretty 8 
Clum. 
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hang Sobriety. 


| neſt, do'ſt hear, be honeſt, 


damn'd Billet this Mor ning won't out of my head. Well 
Madam Goodvile, if any miſchief comes on't, tis you 


an end on't, 1 = [Muſt ick within, 
your Company. Mr. Truman, my Lady wants you. 


all my Heart, The Devil J ſee will get the better on ' 
| and there is no reſiſting. 


Nation, and cannot come, 
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Clum. Oh Sir, the fineſt Perſons -the moſt Obliging 
well-bred complaiſant modiſh Gentlemen: They are ac 
quainted with all the Ladies in Town, and are Men ch 
fine Eſtates. | | 
Trum. This Rogue is one of thoſe earthly Mongrel; 
that knows the value of nothing but a good Eſtate, ani 
loves a Fellow with a great deal of Land and a Title, tho 
his Grandfather were a Blackſmith, _ 
Clum. How ſay you, Sir, a good Eſtate ? od's hear, 
give me the other Glass, I have two thouſand Pounds aYear, 
Mal, Say'ſt thou ſo? Boy, bring more Wine? Wine 
in abundance, ' Sirra d'ye hear? Frank Goodvile, thoy 
ſee'ſt I am free, for Faith I hate Ceremony, and wou' 
fain make the Knight merry, 
Good. Malagene, it ſhall be your Task; drink him y 


luſtily, and when that's done, we'll bring him to my Li 


dy his Couſin, it may make ſome ſport. 

Val. A very good Propoſal, 

Mal. Say no more; thy Word's a Law, and it tall be 
done : Come, bear up my luſty Limb of Honour, and 


Clum. Ay, ſo ſay I, hang sobriety- drink, whore, 
rant, roar, ſwear, make a noiſe, and all that: But be ho- 


Trum. I would very fain be ſo if I could: But the 


own fault, not mine. I did not ſtrike firſt, and there's 


Enter - Lettice. | 
Let. Sir, the Fiddles are ready, and the Ladies defire 


Trum. Say'& thou ſo? I thank thee for thy News with 


Let. Sir Noble, my Lady Squeamiſh ſent me to el 

yon, ſhe wants your Company to dance. 7 
Cium. Tell her, Iam buſy about a grand Affair of the 
Dance ? I look like a 
Dancer 
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Dancer indeed ! but theſe Women will be always putting 


us on more than we can do———Boy, give me more Wine. 
Good. Malagene, remember, and uſe Expedition. 


bere's a Health to all the Whores in Criſtendom. 
al. Not forgetting all the Ladies within, Now we 
are alone I may talk. [Drinks, 
S Clum, So, there's for you, do you ſee ? [ Breaks a Glaſs, 
Sirrah, don't you look {curvily; ; I have Money in my Pocket, 
you muſt know that. Bring us more Wine. 
Aalagene, thou art a pretty fellow; doſt thou love me ? 
Give me thy Hand: I will ſalute thy under Lip. LStaggers. 
gal. Ha, what's the meaning of this? 1 doubt I ſhall 
almoſt be drunk as ſoon as the Knight, Sir Noble, canſt 
chou whore? | 


but be my Pimp, and I'll prefer thee, 


I worthy a Perſon as himſelf a Pimp, and one that thought 


hore, Enter Lady Squeamiſh at the Door, 

e h0- um, Hah, my Lady Couſin! Faith, Madam, 
vou i ſee I am at it. 285 

t the e 31a“. The Devil's in it, I think ; we cou'd no ſooner 

Wel, e of Whores, but ſhe muſt come in, with a- pox to her. 

* Madam, your Lady ſhip's moſt humble Servant. 

er 


thought, Couſin, you would have ſerv'd me ſo—fough, 
how be ſtinks of Wine, I can ſmell him hither. How 


ſpend your time in naſty drinking: 5 


: Cl, Hum! *tis a good Creature : Lovely Lady, thou 
yy lat take thy Glaſs. 


L. Squeam. Uh gud ; murder! 1 bad rather you bad 


tel oftzr'd me a Toad. 


f the Clum. Then Malagene, here's a Health to my Lady 


[Coulin's Pelion upon Offa. [Drinks and breaks the Glaſs, 
L. Squsam. Lord, dear Mr. Malagene, what's that? 


[ Ex. Good. Trum. Val. Lettice. 
Clum. Sirrah, do you know me? I am a Knight; And 


Clum. How, whore ! what a Queſtion's there? Thou 
Mal. What a Raſcal this Knight is? I have known as 


no Blemiſh to his Honour neither. "2 © 


L. Squeam. Oh, odious ! inſufferable ! who would have 


yz you the Patience to hear the Noiſe of Fiddles, and 


Fort. 1, M Mal. 
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Mal. A certain Place, Madam, in Greece, much talkt 
of by the Antients; the noble Gentleman is well read. 
L. Squeam. Nay, he is an ingenious Perſon I'll aſſure you, 
Clum. Now Lady bright, I am wholly thy Slave: Gixe 
me thy Hand, I'll go ſtrait and begin my Grandmother's 
kiſſing Dance; but firſt deign me the private Honour of 
thy Lip. 5 | Ea „5 
L. Squeam. Nay, fy, Sir Noble! how I hate you now! 
for ſhame be not ſo rude : I ſwear you are quite ſpoiled, 


Get you gone, you good-natur'd Toad you. [ Exeunt. 


ACT III. SCENE 1. 
| Enter Goodvile a little heated. 
_ Good. HAT a damn'd Chicken-brain'd Fellow am 


15 I grown? If I but dip my Bill I am giddy. 
Now am I as hot-headed with my bare two Bottles, as 2 


drunken Prentice on a Holyday. Truman marries Victoria, 
that's reſolv'd on; and ſo one Care is over. But then Ca- 
milla! how ſhall I get poſſeſſion of her. Well, my 


Mind miſgives me, I ſhall do ſomething may call my Dil- | 
cretion in queſtion ; and yet I cannot avoid it. Camilla! 
do love, and muſt have her, come what will on't: And 
no time ſo fit to begin the Enterprize as this; ſhe may 


may make a good Wife for Valentine for all that. 
8 Enter Truman and Valentine. Muſick, 


Fie, Gentlemen, without the Ladies! Did you quit 
Champain for this? Faith I begin to deſpair of you, and 


doubt you are grown as weak Lovers as Drinkers. 


Trum. Goodvile, thou haſt no Conſcience : A decay'd | 


Cavalier Captain, that drinks*Journey-work under a Depu- 


ty-Lieuienant in the Country, is not able to keep thee Com- 
pany. Two Bottles, as I take it, is no ſuch trifling Matter. | 
Good. Oh but 1 hate to be baulk'd ; and a Friend that 


leaves me at two Bottles, is as unkind as a Miſtreſs that 


jilts me when I thought I had made ſure of the Buſineſs. | 


But Gallants, how ſtand the Affairs of Love? Traman, is 
Victoria kind? I queſtion not your Friendſhip in the Matter, 
but truſt the Honour of my Family in your Hands. 


Pal. 


agre 
little 
ſom 
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val. He little thinks Truman is inform'd of all, and no 
longer a Stranger on what ſcore he is ſo wondrous ci- 
vi, But 1 am miſtaken, if he be behind with him in 


Kinineſs long. f 5 Af, 
Tram, A pox on't, I am afraid this Marriage will never 


agree with me; methinks the very Thought on't goes a 
little againſt my Stomach : Like a young Thief, tho I have 


ſome itching to be at it, yet I am loth to venture What 


may follow. 5 


G10d, Well, I'll go in, and better prepare Victoria: in 


the mean time believe it only my Ambition to be as well 
ay'd in Blood, as Friendſhip, to ſo good and generous a 
Perſon as Truman. e Exit. 


Lum. What a damn'd Creature Man is! Valentine, 


didſt thou believe this Fellow could be a Villain? 


Val. J muſt confeſs it ſomething ſurprizes me; he: 
might have found out a fitter Perſon to put his Miſtreſs 
upon, than his Friend: But bow the Devil got you the 


Knowledge of it ? „„ 
Trum. Faith I'll tell thee; for I think I am no way 
oblig'd to conceal it 
old me . * | 
Val. I begin to ſuſpect that Mrs. Good vile has no ill Opi- 
mon of you; 1 obſerv'd ſomething but now very obliging 
towards you: Beſides, when a Woman begins to betray 


her Husband's Secrets, 'tis a certain ſign ſhe has a mind a 


o communicate very important ones of her own. 
Irum, Valentine, no more of that; tho it would be 
arare Revenge to make a Cuckold of this ſmiling Rogue. 


Val. Tis fifty times better than cutting his Throat; that 


were to do him more Honour than he deſerves. 
os Enter Malagene, 
Mal. Ha, ha, ha, the rareſt Sport 
Ned Valentine, 8 
rum. Why, what's the matter? Where? 


— Jack Truman, 


Mal. Londer's my Rogue of a Knight, as drunk as a 


Porter; and faith Fack J am but little better. 
Val. Dear Sir, and what of all this? = 

Mal, Why with a Bottle under his Arm, and a Beer- 
dais in his Hand, I ſet him full drive at my Lady Squea- 


M 2 | miſh „ | 


eo a eee ayer, Fats oi tn Ol ener 


— his Wife, ev'n his very Wife 
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miſh, for nothing elſe but to make miſchief, Ne4—t, 
thing elſe in the World; for every body knows I am h 
worſt-natur'd Fellow breathing : Tis my way of Wit. 


Val. Do you love no body then? ( 
Mal, No not I: Yes, a pox on't I love you wel! Wi ©; 
nough, becauſe you are a Rogue I have known a or am 
while. Tho ſhould I take the leaſt Prejudice againſt von en, 
I cou'd not afford you a good Word behind your Back iv 7 
my Heart, „ 8 5 | beſe 
Trum. Sir, we are much oblig'd to you; 'Tis a . © 
the Rogue is drunk that he ſpeaks Truth. __ WM ther 
Mal. I tell you what I did other Day: Faith 'tis mar 
good a Jeſt as ever you heard. | 1 
Val. Pray, Sir, do. „ Nob 
Mal, Why walking alone, a lame Fellow follow'd me C 
and ask'd my Charity, (which by the way was a pretty Pro- 4 
poſition to me.) Being in one of my witty merry Firs, nas 
ask'd him how long he had been in that Condition ? Th C 
poor Fellow ſhook his Head, and told me he was born fo but 
But how d'ye think I ſerv'd him? com 
Val. Nay, the Devil knows. | 7. 
Mal. I ſhow'd my Parts I think; for I tripp'd up bohnere 

his Wooden Legs, and walk'd off gravely about my Buſiiſ9is \ 

x | % oO „„ C! 
Trum. And this you fay is your way of Wit? me; 
Mal, Ay altogether, this and Mimickry: I'm a very go, ! 
Mimick ; I can act Panchinello, Scaramouchio, Harl qui L. 
Prince Prettyman, or any thing. I can act the rumd ing . 
of a Wbeel-barrocgg. . ſwear 
Val. The rumbling of a Wheel-barrow ! _ Cl, 
Mal. Ay, the rumbling of a Wheel-barrow, ſo I fi 
Nay, more than that, I can act a Sow and Pigs, Sauſage 47: 
a broiling, a Shoulder of Mutton a roaſting: I can al JF L. 
Fly in a Honey-pot. | . 5 1 ang 
Trum. That indeed muſt be the Effect of very curiougſ-0rd, 

_ Obſeryation, 825 jt Ma 


Mal. No hang it, I never make it my Buſineſs to ot 
| ſerve any thing, that is Mechanick, But all this 14 
you ſhall ſee me if you will: But here comes her Lady 
and Six Noble. 5 

i 3 e 
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Enter Lady Squeamiſh and sir Noble Clumſey. 

L. Squeam, Oh, dear Mr. Truman, reſcue me. Nay, 
Sir Noble, for Heay*ns ſake, | 

N 1 tell thee Lady, I muſt embrace thy lovely Bo- 

: Sir, do you know me ! 1 am Sir Noble Clumſey : I 

am a Rogue of an Eſtate, and I live - Do you want 

any Money ? I have fifty Pounds. | | 

Il. Nay good Sir Noble, none of your Generoſ ity we 
beſeech you. The Lady, the Lady, Sir Noble. 

Clam, Nay, *is all one to me if you won't take it, 
there it is. — Hang Money, my Father was an Alder- 
wo, 
tal. *Tis pity good Guineas ſhou'd be poll d, Sir 
Noble, by your leave, [Picks up the Guineas, 

Clam. But, Sir, you will not keep my Money? 
Mal, Oh, hang OY Sir, your Father was an Alder- 
| [FR 
cn. Well, get thee ous tor an Arch-W Wag—1 Jo 
ba ham all this while 7. but by Dad he's pure 

Company. | 

Tram, Was there ever ſuch a Blockhead! Now has he 

I nerertbeleſs a mighty Opinion of bimſelt, and thinks all 

this Wit and pretty Diſcourſe, 
Clum, Lady, once more I ſay be civil, and come kiſs 
we; I ſhall raviſh elſe, I ſhall raviſh mightily. 
al. Well done, Sir Noble, to her, never ſpare. 
L. Sgieam. I may be even with you tho for all this, 
Mir. Valentine: Nay, dear Sir Noble: Mr. Truman, Vl 
wear he*!] put me inro Fits, 
Clum, No, but let me ſalute the Hem of thy Garment, 
Vt thou marry me? [Kneels, 
Mal, Faith Madam do, let me make the Match. 
L. Squeam, Let me die, Mr, Malagene, you are a 
range Man, and I'll ſwear have a great deal of Wit. 
ord, why don't you write? 
Mal. Write? 1 thank your Ladyſhip for that with all 
ny Heart. No, I have a Finger in a Lampoon: or ſo 
ometimes, that's all. 
Trum. But he can act. 


M 3 I. Squeam. 
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Tragedy, take my Counſel: Be ſure to ſay ſoft melting 


270 FRIENDSHIP zu FASHION, 
L. Squeam. I'll ſwear, and ſo he does better than any 
one upon our Theatres ; I have ſeen him. Oh the Engl 
Comedians are nothing, not comparable to the French or | 
Italian: Beſides, we want Poets. 5 
Clum. Poets! why I am a Poet. I have written three 
Acts of a Play, and have nam'd it already. Tis to be a | 
oh; Oo ph 5 | 


L. Squeam. Oh Couſin, if you undertake to write 3 


tender things in it, that may be moving, and make your 
Ladies Characters virtuous, whate'er you do. 5 
Clum. Moving! Why, I can never read it my ſelf but 
it makes me laugh: well, tis the prettieſt Plot, and ſo ful 
of Waggerxß. 1 „„ 
L. Squeam. Oh ridiculous! | . 
Aral. But, Knight, the Title; Knight, the Title. 
Clum. Why let me ſee; tis to be call'd, The merry Cen- 
ceits of Love; or The Life and Death of the Emperor} 
Charles che Fifth, with the Humours of his Dog Bobadi..oll 1; 
005 Ha. 2d bd. = „ | 
Val. But Sir Noble, this ſounds more like a Comedy. 
Clum. Ob, but I bave reſolv'd it ſhall be a Tragedy, be vc 
cauſe Bobadillo's to be kill'd in the Play. Comedy! no, . tri 
ſcorn to write Comedy. I know ſeveral that can ſquirt Co be 
medy.— I'll tell you more of this when I am ſober, to 
L. Squeam. But dear Mr. Magalene, won't you let u 
fee you act a little ſomething of Harlequin? I'll ſwear yo 
do it ſo naturally, it makes me think I am at the Louv N. 
or Whitehall all the time. [Mal. as.) Oh Lord, don is 
don't neither: I' ſwear you'll make me burſt, W. 
there ever any thing ſo pleaſant? fol 
Trum. Was ever any thing ſo affected and ridiculous * 


Her whole Life ſure is a continued Scene of Impertinence c 
What a damn'd Creature is a decay'd Woman, with all cn 1 . 
exquiſite Sillineſs and Vanity of her Sex, yet none of ore 

Charms! [Malagene ſpeaks in Punchinello's Jν, mer 

L.. Squeam. O Lord, that, that; that is a Pleaſure i C 


| tolerable. Well, let me die if I can hold out any on; or { 
Pray Mr. Malagene, bow long have you been in love vi cin 
Mrs, Tawdry the Actreſs? 


A 


FRIENDSHIP i FASHION. 271 


Mal. Ever ſince your Lady ſnip has been off from the 
Hooks with Mr. Valentine. In his own Voice aloud, 


L. *queam, Uh! gud, I always thought Mr. Malagene 


had been better bred than to upbraid me with any ſuch baſe 
_ thing to my Face, whatever he might ſay of me behind 
my back: But there is no Honour, no Civility in the : 


World, that I am fatisfy'd of, 
al, Can your Ladyfhip take any thing ill from Mr. Ma- 
lagene? A Woman ſhould bear with the unlucky Jerks of 
her Buffoon or Coxcomb, as well as with the il] Manners 
of her Monkey ſometimes : The Fools and Raſcals _ 
Sex delights in, ought to have the Privilege of yg, os 


well as they have of do ing any thing, 


L. Squeam, Which you Men of Wit (as you think your 


ſelves N are very angry you ſhould be debarr'd of: Lord, 

_ pity *ris your good Parts ſnould be your Misfortune. 

Ay Madam, I feil the Curſe of it: I who had juſt 

ceaſe enough to fell in love with ſo much Beauty and 

Merit, yet could not be able to keep the Paradiſe 1 was 
to happily poſſeſt of. 


L. Squeam. This Malice and Ill nature mall not Gere | 
your Turn ; I ſhall know all your Proceedings and In- 
trigues with Camilla, and be reveng d on your Love to 
ber, for all the Affronts and Injuries you have done 


to mine. 
Enter Caper and Saunter. 

Caper- Oh dear Madam, we are utterly undone for want 
of your Ladyſhip's Company I'll vow, Madam Goodwle 
is coming wirb the Fiddles to wait on you here. 

{Oe backwards, 


Clum, Sir, are you a Dancing- Maſter 2 you are very. 


nimble methinks. 5 
Caper. Ay Sir, I hate to ſtand ſtill, But Sir Noble, 1 
thought you had known me, I doubt you may be a liitle 


over-taken ; Faith, dear Heart, I am glad to ſee © hes ſo 


merry. 
Clum. Yes, I do love dearly to be drunk once a Year 


or ſo, 'tis good. for my bodily Health. But do you never 
drink? 


M 4 pm 
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Caper. No, Sir Noble, that is not my Province you 
know: I mind dancing altogether. 

Clum. Nor you? can't you drink, ha? 

Saun. No, I make love and ſing to Ladies, 

Clum. Whores to my Knowledge, errant rank com- 
mon Whores, A pox on your Woman of Quality that 
you carry'd me to in the Mall, 

Jrum. Why, what was the matter, Sir Noble ? 

Clum. By yea, and by nay, a foul over-grown Strum- 
per, with a running Bawd inſtead of a Waiting-woman, 
a great deal of Paint, e of old Clothes, and 1 

to eat. 

L. Squeam. Oh dear, let me die, if that was not ex- 

travagantly pleaſant. 
Trum. I believe Sir Noble i is much in the right; for 
never came near theſe giddy intriguing Blockheads,®but 
they were talking of Love and Ladies; nor ever met 
with a hackney ſtripping Whore that did not know 'em. 

Caper, Ned Valentine, I have a Kindneſs io beg of Us 

Val. Sir, you may command me any thing. 

Caper. Why, you muſt. know I am in love wich Ca- 
93. „ 

Val, Very good. 

eee Now I would have you ſpeak to Frank Goodvilt 
not to make love to her as he does, ifaith I can't bear it; 
for to tell you the truth on't, I intend to marry her; | 


catch'd him at it but now : Faith i it made my Heart ache, 


never ſtir if it did not. 

Pal. In trotb, Sir, *tis very uncivil, Truman, this Good: 
vile has a mind to oblige us both; he's providing a Wife 
for me too as faſt as he can. Cats s his Quarrey now 
J underſtand, and by that time ke has play'd as fair a Game 


With her as he has done with your Miſtreſs Victoraa, | may 


ſtand ſair to put in for the Rubbers. 
Trum. Valentine, thou art upon too ſure Grounds for 
him there; Camilia has both too much Wit and Virtue, 
and each with as little Affectation as the other. 
Pal. Jack, after this I cannot but be very free with 
ou. I know there is ſome Love hatching between you 
and his Wife! Both our Revenge lies in thy hands; and 


if 
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if thou doſt not thy (elf and me Juſtice, I'll diſown thee 
for-ever,. „„ „„ 
Trum. See Where he comes, with a Heart as gay and 
lizbt, as if there were nothing but Honeſty in it. 
Enter Goodvile ſinging. 
When Beauty can't move, and cur Paſſions grow cold, 
Wine ſtill keeps its Charms, and we drink when we're olds. 
Good, Jack Truman, yonder have I and Victoria 
been Jaughing at thee till we were weary. She ſwears. 
thou art ſo very modeſt, ſhe would not for all the world 
marry thee for fear of ſpoiling that Virtue 2 
Lum. Nay, then 1 doubt I have loſt her for ever; for. 
if ſhe complains of my Modeſty, the has found a Fault 
which I never thought 1 had been guilty of before. | 
Cod. But that is a Quality, which tho they hate never ſo 
much in a Gallant, they are apt for many Reaſons to value 
n a Husband: Fear not, Diſſimulation is the natural Ap- 
ſunct of their Sex; and I would no more deſpair of a 
Woman, tho ſhe ſwore ſhe hated me, than I would believe 
ber tho ſhe ſwore ſhe lov'd we. re i 
En:er Lady Squeamiſh, and the reſt of the Company, 
| with the Fiddles. N | 


x L. Squeam. Oh a Country Dance, a Country Dance! 
I. Caper, where are you ? you ſhall dance with Madam 
„cava. Mr. Saunter, wait on Vittoria. Mr. Goodvile, 
bor humble Servant, Dear Mr. Truman, won't you 
. obige me? Madam Good vile — ha, ha, ha: I' (wear. 
fe ed utterly forgotten Mr. Valentine. 


a Val. Your Ladyſhip knows me to be a civil Perſon if 
ge Wo: picaſe, I'll keep good Orders. All rake out the Namen. 
y Mal. Faith Ned do, and l'l keep the Muſick in tune: 
Away with it; [ Maftck plays. ]. Hold, hold — what: 
or nlufferable Raſcals are theſe? why: ye. ſcurvy: thraſhing 
i, W'"4ping Mongrels, ye make a worſe noiſe than crampy 
Heoghogs..' An old gouty Dancing-Maſter that teaches to. 


ih Nonce with his Spectacles on, makes better Muſick on his. 
ou Mack d Kit——'Sdeath ye Dogs, can't you play. ag: as a 
ind Nenemen fings Þ ha | by 


—-A- — — — 


dance a Scotch Jig to one of em. 
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Good. Sir, will you never leaye this nauſeous Humour 
of yours? I can never be with you but 1 muſt be forc'd 


to uſe you ill, or endure the perpetual Torment of your 
Impertinence. 5 | 


Mal. Well Sir, 1 ha'done Sir, 1 ha'done : But *tis very 

hard a Man cannot be permitted to ſhew his Parts. Sdeath 

Frank, doſt thou think thou underſtand'ſt Mulick ? 
Groll. Sir, 1 underſtand it ſo wel, at 1 won't nave it 


interrupted io my Company by you. 


Mal. l am el:d on'c with all my Heart; I never thought 
you had underſtood any thing before. — I think there! 
was pretty even with you, 2 5 
Sood. Saucineſs and Ill manners are ſo much your Pro- 


Vince, that nothing but kicking is fit for you. 


Mal. Sir, you may uſe your Pleaſure; but I care no 
more for being kickt, than you do for kicking, But pri 


thee, Frank, why ſhouid you be out of bumour ſo? The 
Devil take me, if I ſhal} not give thee ſuch a Jerk preſently 
will make thee angry indeed. | | 


I. Squcam. Lord, Mr. Geodvile, how can you be ſo 
ill natur'd? l' ſwear Mr. Malagene is in the right, 
Theſe People have no Manners in the leaſt, play not at all 
to dancing: But I yow he himſelf ſings a Tune extreme 


.  Goed, Death, Hell and the Devil, how am I teaz'd!l 
Jhall have no Opportunity to purſue my Buſineſs with C. 
milla: I muſt remove this troubleſome Coxcomb, and that 
perhaps may put a ſtop at leaſt to her Impertinence. I {ſide 

L. Squeam. Mr. Iruman, Mr. Goodwile, and Ladies, | 


beſeech you do me the Favour to hear Mr Malagene ling} 


a Scotch Song: VII ſwear 1 am a ftrange Admirer of 
Scotch Songs, they are the pretty'ſt ſoft melting gentle 
harmleſs Things. 2 | 

Saun. By Dad, and fo they are — I Januar 
laſk—— 8 8 ER: SL „ BONN 
Val. Deliver us! A Scotch Song! I hate it worſe than? 
Scotch Bag pipe, which even the Bears are grown weary 0}, 
and have better Muſick. I wiſh 1 could fee her Ladyſhi 


Mil, 
IS | 
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Mal. I muſt needs beg your Lady ſhip's Pardon, I have 
forgotten the laſt new Scotch Song: But if you pleaſe, PII 
entertain you with one of another Nature, which I am- 
apt to believe will be as pleaſant. . 5 
L. Squeam. Let me die, Mr. Malagene, you are eter-- 
nally obliging me. = | | 1 5 
55 [Malagene ſings an Iriſh Cronon. 
Mal. Well, Madam, how like you it Madam, ha? 
L. Squeam. Really it is very pretty now the pret · 
ty'ſt odd out of the way Notes. Don't you admire it 
ſtrangely ? „ 355 5 
Mal. I'll aſſure your Ladyſhip I learnt it of an Iriſp 
Muſician, that's lately come over, and intend to preſent it 
to an Author of my Acquaintance, to put it in his next 
Play. | | 
I. $quear. Ha, ha, Mr. Valentine, I would have you 
learn it for a Serenade to your Miſtreſs.——ha, ha, ha,, 


Val, My Page, Madam,. is docible,. and has a pretty 
Voice, he ſhall learn it if you pleaſe ;, and if your La- 
dyſhip bas any further Service for bim ?: 
I. Squeam. Ah Lord, Wit, Wit, Wit, as I live? 
Come let's dance.. 3j 
Trum. Valentine, thou art ſomething too rough; I am 
afraid her Ladyſhip will be reveng'd; 1 ſee Miſchief in her 
Eyes: *tis ſafer provoking a Lancaſhire Witch, than an 
old Miſtreſs; and ſhe as violent in her Malice too. 
Good. Malagene, a word with you — hark ye, 
come hitber. [Goes to the Door. 
Mal. Well, Frank, what's the Buſineſs now ? I am 
clearly for Miſchief : ſhall I break the Fiddles, and turn. 
the Raſcals out of Doors? | 
Good, No, Sir; but Ill be fo civil to turn you out of. 
doors. Nay, Sir, no ſtruggling, I have Footmen within.. 
Mal. Whoo, prithee what's all this for.? What a pox, 
I know my Lady well enough for a filly affected fantaſti- 
cal Gipſy : 1 did all this but o'purpoſe to ſhew her — 
Let me alone, I'll abuſe her worſe. ä 
Good. No, Sir, but l' take more care of your Repy-- 
tation, and turn you out to learn better Manners. No Re- 
ſillance as you tender your Ears; but be gone. {Ex, Mal. 
Mal, | | Es ” | 80. 
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So, he's gone, and now I hope I may have ſome liule 
time to my felf— 

Trum. Thus, Madam, you freely enjoy all the Pleaſures 
of a ſingle Life, and eaſe your ſelf of that wretched fol- 
ma Aufterity which commonly attends a married one. 
Me. Good, Who would not hate to be one of thoſe 
ſimp'ring Saints that enter into Marriage as they would go 

into a Nunnery, where they keep very ſtri to their De- 

votion for a-while, but at laſt turn as errant Sinners as e'er 
they were? ; 
Trum. Marriages indeed ſhould be repair'd to as com- 
monly Nunneries are, for handſom Retreats and Conve- 
niences, not for Priſons ; where thoſe that cannot live 
without dem may be ſafe, yet ſometimes venture too a- 
broad a little, 

Mrs. Good. But never, Sir without a Lady Abbe, 0 or 

a Confeſſor at leaſt, 
Trum. Might 1, Madam, have the Honour to be your 
Confeſſor, 1 ſhould be very indulgent and laviſh of Abſo- 
lution to ſo pretty a Sinner, 


Mrs. Good, See, Mr Goodvile and Madam Camilla I be- 


lieve are at Shrift already, 

Trum. And poor Ned Valentine looks as penſively as if 
all the Sins of the Company were his own. ; 

Mts. Good, See Mr, Caper, your Miſtreſs, 

Caper. Ha Camilla] Sir your Servant, may have the 

Honour to lead this Lady a Coranto ? 
Good, No Sir, Death ! ſurely 1 have Fools that reſt and 
harbour in my Houſe, and they are a worſe Plague than 
Bugs and Moths : Shall I never be quiet ? 

Pal. Sir No le, Sir Noble, have a care of your Miſtreſs ! 
do you ſee there? 

Clam. Hum—ha—where ? oh— Urates and riſes, 

Sau, Nay, faith Madam, Harry Caper's as pretty a 
Fellow! 'Tis the wittieſt Rogue: He and 1 laugh at al! 
the Town. Harry, 1 ſhall marry her. 

Clum, Marry Sit! whom will you marry, Sir? you he. 
Sweet Heart come along with me, 1 ll marry thee my ſelf 
p eſeni]y. 

Viet. You, Sir Noble . dye mean ? ? [She 2 
Clum. 


Fiddles ſtrike up. [Dance. 
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Clum. Mean! hononrably, honourably, I mean ho- 
nourably. Theſe are Rogues, my Dear, errant Rogues. 
Come along | [Ex. Sir Nod. and Vic. 

Cap. Ha, Saunter. 

Saun, Ay Caper, ha! Letus follow this drunken Kaight. 

Cap. I faith and fo 1 will——t don't value him this 

(Cuts. [Ex. Cap. and Saunt, 

* Squeam. Ha, ha, ha! Well, Il (wear my Couſin 
Sir Noble is a ſtrange pleaſant Creature, Dear Madam, let 
us follow and ſee . e Sport. Mr. Truman, will you walk? 
Oh dear, tis. violem hot. Exeunt. 

val. I'll withdraw too, and at ſome diſtance obſerve how 
Matters are carry'd between Goodvile and Camilla. [Ex.. 

God. Are you then, Madam, reſolv'd to ruin me? Why 
hou'd all that ſtock of Beauty be thrown away on one 
that can never be able to deſerve the ee ok it? IL 
love you- 

Cam. And all the Sex bel des. That ever any Man | 
ſmou!d take ſuch Pains to forſwear himſelf to no purpoſe! 

Good, Nay, then there's Hopes yet; if you pretend to 
doubt the Truth of my Love, *tis a Sign you have ſome 
inclinations at leaſt that are my Friends. 

Cam. This Goodvile J ſee is one of thoſe foruce poliſke 
Fools, who have fo good an Opinion of themſelves, that 
they think no Woman can refiſt em, nor Man of better | 
Senſe deſpiſe 'em, I'll ſeem at preſent. to comply, and 

try how far 'twill paſs upon bim. | (Aſide, 

Good, Well Madam, have you confider'd on't ? Will 
the Stone in your Heart give way? , 

Cam. No, Sir, 'tis full as firm and hard as ever twas. 

Good, And I may then go hang or drown, or do what 
1 will with my felt ? Ha!” 5 

Cam. At your own Diſcretion Sir, tho 1 mould be oth 
to ſee ſo proper a handſom Gentleman come to an ill end 

Good, Good charitable Creature | But Madam, know I 
can be reyeng'd on you for this; and my Revang ze ſhall 
be to love you il; gloat on and loll after you where- 
eerl ſee you; in all publick Meetings haunt and vex you; 
write lamen: able Sonnets on yOu, and ſo plain, that every 


Fop that — em ſhall know is 8 I mean. 


Cam. 
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Cam. So Sir, this is ſomething; Cou'd not you as wel 
have told me you had been very ill-natur'd at firſt ? you 
did not know how far it might have wrought upon me; 
beſides, tis a thouſand ery wn than vowing and bog. 
ing, and making a deal of Love and Noiſe, and all 10 as 
little purpoſe as any thing you ſay elſe, 
| Good, Right exquiſite Tyrant! I'll ſer a Watch and 
Guard ſo {trift upon you, you ſhall not entertain a wel. 
dreſs'd Fool in private, but I'll know it; then in a leud 
Lampoon publiſh it ro the Town ; till you hall repoſe 
and curſe the Hour you ever ſaw me. 
Cam. Ah would I could, ill-natur'd crue] Man ! 
Good, Ha, how's that ? am I then miſtaken ? and haye 
I wrong you all this while? I ask ten thoufand Pardons; 
curſt damn'd Sot that I was! 1 have ruin'd "y {elf now 


for ever.. 
Cam. Well Sir, ſhould I now forgive you al), could you 


conſent to wrong your Lady ſo far? you have not yet been | 


married a full Year : How muſt I then ſuſpect your Loye 

to me, that can ſo ſoon forget your Faith to her? 

| Gord, Oh Madam, what do you do? The Name of a 

Wife to a Man in Love is worſe than cold Water in a 
Fever: *Tis enough to ſtrike the Diſtemper to my Heart, 


and kill me quite: my Lady quoth-a ! 


Cam. Beſides, Valentine you know is your Friend. 
Good. 1 grant it, he is ſo; A Friend is a thing I love to 
eat and drink and laugh witbal: Nay more, I would on 
a good Occaſion loſe my Life for my Friend, but not my 
Pleaſure. Say where and when it ſhall be: 

Cam. Never, I dare not. 


Good. You muſt by and by when *cis a little darker, in 


the lefi-hand Walk in the loweſt Garden. 
Cam. I won't promiſe you, can't you truſt my good 
Nature? 

Good. Charming Creature! 1 do: : Now if 1 can but 
make up the Match between Truman and Victoria, my 
Hopes are compleated. 

Cam. Haſte : baſte ! away Sir, J ſee yalentine coming 

Ex. Good 


Entir 
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pz Enter Valentine. 
Val. Madam, you are extremely merry; I am glad 
Mr. Goodvile has leſt you in ſo good a Humour, 


Camilla. Ay Sir, and what may pleaſe you more, he is 


arted hence in as good a Humour as he has left me here, 
Enter Lady Squeamiſh, Bridget at the Door. 


L. Squeam. Valentine and Camilla alone together! Now 
for an Opportunity to be. reveng'd ! ah how I love Malice! 


Val. Ungratefuli'ft of Women! | 

Cam. Fooliſheſt of Men! Can you be ſo very ſilly to be 
jealous ? for I find you are ſo; What have you ever ob- 
ſerv'd ſince your firſt Knowledge of me that might per- 


ſuade 3 I ſhould ever grow nd of a Man, as notori- 


ouſly falſe to all Women as you are unworthy of me? 
L. Squeam. Has Valentine been falſe io her too? Nay, 

then there is ſome Pleaſure left yet, to think I am not the 

only Woman that has ſuffer'd by bis Baſeneſs. [ Aſide. 
Val. What then, III warrant you were alone together 


half an Hour only for a little harmleſs Raillery or ſo? an 
Honour I could never obtain without hard Suit and hum 


ble Supplication. | | 8 
Cam. Alas! how very politick you are grown ! you 
would pretend Diſpleafure to try your Power. No- 1 


ſhall henceforth think you never bad a. good Opinion of 
me; but that your Love was at firſt as ill grounded as your 
fantaſtical Jealouſy is now, | | 


Val. What ſpecious Pretence can you urge? (I know a 
V/oman can never be without one ;) come, I am eaſy and 
good natur'd, willing to believe and be deceiv'd: 
W hat, not a Word ! 


of Love too; nay more, granted him an Appointment, 
but one I neyer meant to keep, and promiſed it only to 


get rid of him. This is more than I am oblig'd to tell 


you, but that I wanted ſuch an Opportunity as this to check 
your Preiences, which I found grew too unruly to be kept 
at a diſtance, wo 5 

Val. Tho I had ſome Reaſon to be in doubt, yet this 
true Reſeniment and juſt Proceeding has convinc'd 3 


Cam. Tho I can hardly deſcend to ſatisfy your Diſtruſt, 
for which I hardly value vou, and almoſt hate you; yet to 
torment you farther, know I did diſcourſe with him, and 


WS a? 


a G6 CW: "Ay 
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For Good vile is a Man I have little Reaſon to truſt, as 


will appear hereafter; and 'twas my Knowledge of bis 


Baſeneſs made me run into ſo mean a Diſtruſt of you: 


But forgive me this, and when. 1 fail again diſcard me 


for ever. _ 
Cam. Yes: but the next time I ſhall happen to diſcourſe 
with a Gentleman in private, I ſhall have you liſtening at 


the Door, or Eves-dropping under the Window. What, 
diſt.uſt your Friend, the honourable wor:hy Mr. Good- 


vile / Fy, how can you be fo ungenerous ? 
Val. There is not ſuch another Hypocrite in the World: 


He never made Love but to delude, nor Friendſhip but for 


his Ends. Even his own Kinſwoman and Charge, 


Vicloria, he has long ſince corrupted, and now would put 
her on his beſt Friend Truman for a Wife, 


cam. I cannot but laugh to think how eafily he (yal- 


low'd the Cheat: He could not be more tranſported at 
Poſſeſſion, than he was with ExpeRation ; and he went 
away in a gromer Tramph than if he had conquer d the 


Indies. 
pal. Where did you promiſe bim 
Cam. In the left-hand Walk in the lower Garden. 
L. Squeam. So, in the left-hand Walk in the lower 


Garden: I heard that, | I 4fide. 
But Mr. Valentine,you may chance to meet another there; : 


Let me die, this is pleaſant. 

Val. And when? 

Cam. Anon, when it begins to grow dark. 

L. Squtar, Enough, 1 know the Time and Place; and 
Madam Camilla, 1 ſhall make bold to chear you of your 
Lover to night, Alas, poor inconſiderable Creature, how 


this makes me loath her! | | C40 de. 


Cam. Now would this News be more 3 to her 
Lady ſnip Madam Squeamiſu, than a new Faſnion, a new 


Dance, or new Song. How many Viſits would ſhe 


make on the Occaſion! not a Family in Town would be 


at reſt for her till ſhe had. made it a Jeſt, from the Mother 


of the Maids, to the Attorney“ s Wite in Holburn. 


Val. But for ſome private Reaſons I would have it kept 


ſom her, and from Madam Geodvile oo. There = 
| ; | ALS, 


— — — 
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fairs to be carry'd on to Night, which the leaſt Accident 


may interrupt. Beſides, I have thought upon't, and 
will ſo contrive the matter, that Goodvile ſhall keep his 


Aſſignation, and her Ladyſhip her ſelf ſupply the Place 


of the much-· expected charming Camilla. 


Cam. But would you, Sir, do me ſuch an Injury 3 
make me break my Word with Mr. Good vile? that were 


„%%% i a ret 1 | 

Val. Good conſcionable Creature have Patience, and 
don't you think of paying Debts too faſt; there's an Account 
et between you and I which muſt be made even, and 1 
think I had beſt ſecure it now I have you in my Cuſtody, 


Cam, Ay, but, Sir, if I part with any thing, I ſhail ex- 


pet to have ſomething to ſhew for'r, 


Val. Nay, if 1 don't offer as Juſty Security and Con- 


| ditions as any Man, let me loſe all 1 lay claim to, that's 
if this Intrigue be not extremely ſurprizing. Bridget, go 
home and fetch me the Morning-Gown I had laſt made in 
| ding to night, or it may be not ; but fetch it nevertheleſs. 
nearer. any 5 „ 
L. Squeam. Impertinent Creature! and wouldſt thou 
dye hear, bring me a Mask with an Amber - Bead, for I 
fear I may have Fits to night. a | : 
Enter Victoria. 


for Happineſs ! the pleaſant'ſt Accident! the ſtrangeſt Diſ- 
covery ! the very Thought of it were enough to cure Me- 


ba, ha, ha. N | 
Vick. Dear Madam, what is't ſo tranſports you? 


ha, 


EL ei Rs [Exeunt, 
L. Squeam. So, are they gone? Now let me but live 


Imitation of Camilla's, for perhaps I ſhall go a maſquera- 
Brid. Madam, won't the other ſerve? you may remem- 
ber you left it at my Lady Foplove's rother Night; that's 
| haye me appear in it twice? Do as I bid you, I ſay; and 
Brid, I never knew her without fantaſtical ones, I am 
lure, for they coſt me many a weary Eriand, [Ex. 
L Squeam. Oh my dear Victoria! the moſt unlook'd 


lancholy. Valentine and Camilia, Camilla and Valentine, 


I. Squeam, Nay, *tis too precious to be communicated; 
Hold me, hold me, or I ſhall die with Laughter—ba, he, 
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ha, Camilla and Valentine, Valentine and Camilla 


ha, ha, ha O dear, my Heart's broke. 535 
Vic. Good Madam, refrain your Mirth a little, and let 


me know the Story that I may have a Share in it. 


L. Squeam. An Aſſignation! an Aſſignation to Night. 
in the lower Garden ; = by ſtrong good Fortune Io. 


* 


verheard it all juſt now but to think on the plea. 
ſant Conſequence that will happen, drives me into an Ex. 
ceſs of Joy beyond all Sufferance, 


Vick. Madam, in all probability the pleaſant'ſt Conſe. 
quence is like to be theirs, if any Body's; and I cannot 
gueſs how it ſhould touch your Ladyſhip in the leaſt, 

IL. Squeam. O Lord, how can you be ſo dull? Why, 
at the very Hour and Place appointed will I meet Valentine 
in Camilla's ſtead, before ſhe can be there her ſelf; then 
when ſhe comes expoſe her Infamy to all the World, til 
I have thorowly reveng'd my ſelf for all the baſe Injurie 


| her Lover has done me. | 


Vict. But, Madam, can you endure to be ſo malicious? 
IL. Squea m. That, that's the dear Pleaſure of the thing; 


for I vow I'd ſooner die ten thouſand Deaths, if I thought 
1 ſhould hazard the leaſt Temptation to the Prejudice of 


Vick. But why ſhould your Ladyſhip run into the Mouth 
of Danger? Who knows what ſcurvy lurking Divil may 


ftand in readineſs, and ſeize your Virtue before you are 


aware of him? | 


L. Squeam, Temptation! No, I'd have you know! ſcorn 
Temptation: I durſt truſt my ſelf in a Convent amongkt a 


Kennel of cramm'd Friers : Beſides, that ungrateful il|-brel 
Fellow Valentine is my mortal Averſion, more odious to me 


than foul Weather on a May-day, or ill Smell in a Morning, 


Vict. Nay, now, Madam, you are too violent. 


L. Squeam. Too violent! I would not keep a Waiting: 


ing · woman that ſhould commend any one thing about him: 
Dear Victoria, urge nothing in his Behalf; for if you do, 


you loſe my Friendſhip for ever: Tho I ſwear he wasa 
fine Perſon once, before he was ſpoil'd. - 
Vict. I am ſure your Ladyſhip had the beſt Share in bi 
ſpoiling then, | Een 
; | L. Squcan. 
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I. Squeam. No, were I inclin'd to entertain Addreſſes, . 
1 aſſure you I need not want for Servants; for I (wear lam | 
ſo perplex'd with Billet-Douæx every Day, I know not which 
way to turn my ſelf : Beſides, there's no Fidelity, no Ho- 
nour in. Mankind, Oh dear Victoria whatever you do, 
never let Love come near your Heart: Tho real!y I think 
true Love is the greateſt Pleaſure in the World. | 
Viet. Would I had never known Love; my Honour 
had not then lain at the Mercy of ſo ungrateful a Wretch 
as Good vile, who now has certainly abandon'd and for- 
gotten me. 5 8 
L. Squeam. Well, certainly I am the moſt unſt eddy, 
reſtleſs, humourſom Woman breathing: Now I am ſo 
tranſported at the Thoughts of what J have deſign'd, that 
Tlong till the Hour comes with more Impatience than— 
I'll ſwear I know not what to ſay — Dear Victoria, ten 
thouſand Adieus—Wiſh me good Succeſs Yet now I 
think on't, III ſtay a little longer I' ſwear I muſt not 
neither Well! Pl go—No, ÞIl ſlay —— Well, I'm 
reſolv'd neither to ſtand ſt ill ſit ſtill nor lie till }. 
nor have one Thought at reſt——till the Buſineſs is over 
Il ſwear I'm a ſtrange Creature. [ Ex, L. Squeam. 
Vi, Farewel Whirligig. 2 | 
Enter Goodvile. 3 
Good. Viftoria here! To meet with an old Miſtreſs when 
a Man is in purſuit of a freſh one, is a worſe Omen than 
a Hare in a Journey, ——1T']] ſtep aſide this Way till ſhe's 
paſt me; fo farewel Fubb. [Makes Mouths] [Fit Vit, 
Now for the lovely kind yielding Camilla How I long 
for the happy Hour! Swelling burning Breaſts, dying 
Eyes, balmy Lips, trembling Joints, Millions of Kiſſes, 
and unſpeakable Joys wait for me. | e 
Enter Truman and Valentine. 
Well, Gentlemen, now you have left the Ladies, I hope 
there may be Room near your Hearts for a Bottle or two. 
Trum. Dear Goodvile, thou art too powerful to be de- 
ny'd any Thing. *Tis a fine coo] Evening, and a ſwift 
Glaſs or two now were ſeaſonable and refreſhing, to waſh 
away the Toil and Fatigue of the Day. . 


Val. 
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Val. After a Man has been diſturb'd with the publick 
Impertinences and Folies he meets withal abroad, he 


| ought to recompenſe himſelf with a Friend and a Botile 


in private at Night, 8 . 
Good. Spoken like Men that deſerve the Liſe you en- 
joy. I'll in before, and put all Things in readineſs. =_ 
1 7 [Ex. Goodvile. 


Val. This worthy Perſon, for his Hone y and Sobrie- 


ty, would have made a very good Durch Burgomaſter ; | 


But he is as damnable an Engliſh Friend and Gentleman, 
as one would wiſh to meet withal, | 


FTrum. Valentine, thou art too much concern'd at him: 
Methinks Camilla's Juſtice, and the pleaſant Cheat ſhe has 
put upon him, ſhould rather make thee deſpiſe and laugh 


at him as I do, 


Val. Truman, thou indeed haſt Reaſon ; And when 1 


ſhall know the bappy Succeſs of the Revenge thou haſt in 


tore for him, 1 may do my ſelf and him that Juſtice as 


to ſcorn him, but am too angry yet. 


Trum. Then to give thee eaſe (for I dare truſt thee). 


know this very Night 1 alſo have an Aſſignation with 
his Wife in the Grotto at the upper End of the Garden, 
_ the oppoſite Walk to. that where he expects to meet Ca- 


Pal. Then J am at reſt; let's in. I have nothing elle 


to do but take care ſo to finiſh hem, as that you ſhall fear 


no Intei ruption: At leaſt he will be ſo full of his Expec- 


tation of Camilla, that he'Il never dream in what poſture 


his own Affairs ſtand in another Place, 
Trum. Away then; and may good Luck attend us: 


E'er yet two Hours are paſt his Wife's my own. Me. 


thinks already in that ſecure dark private Grotto, 


Cloſe in my Arms, and languiſhing ſhe lies, 
With dying Looks, ſhort Breath, and wiſhing Eyes ; 


And the ſupine dull Cuckold nothing ſpies. [Exeunt, 


* 


ACT 


t. 
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ACTI, SCENE-1T 


SCENE, Night Garden. 


Enter Goodvile at one Door; Mrs. Goodvile and Lettice 
_ fellowing her at the other. | 
Gocd, OO, I think I came off in good Time: Hold, 
now for Camilla: By Jove J think 1 am little 
better than drunk. Hah! who's there? Victoria as I live; 
nay, it muſt be ſhe, as I ſaid before, The poor Gipſy's jea- 
Jous; has had ſome Intimation of my Appointment with Ca- 
milla: I'll loof off, and obſerve which Way ſhe ſteers, 
Mrs, Good. Lettice, I fear that's Mr. Goodvile's Voice: 
Whatever you do, if any croſs Accident happens, be ſure 
you call me Victoria. . 
Good. Ay, ay, tis Victoria! vigilant Devil! but Ill 
take this Way, and wait at the lower End of the Walk. 
Mrs. Good. Lettice, look well round you that no body 
ſee us, and then follow me. e LEREOBt 
3 Enter Truman. „ 
Trum. Thus far all is well. How I pity poor Valentine! 
yonder is he plying Bumpers, as they call 'em, more fu- 
riouſly than a foreign Miniſter, that comes into England 
to drink for the Honour of his Country, I have waited 
ſomething long tho; who comes here ? ro 
| „ Enter Lettice. 
Tet, Tis I, Sir, your Servant Lettice. 
Tum. My little g00d-natur'd Agent, is't you? Where 


is thy Lady? She's too cruel to let a poor Lover languiſh 


here ſo long in Expectation: It looks as if ſhe rather 
meant to make a Tryal of my Patience than my Love: 
Is ſhe coming ? = | Z | 
Let, Well, 1 ſwear (as my Lady Squeamiſh ſays) you 
are a ſtrange Creature. But I'll go and tell her; tho VII 
yow 1 utterly diſown having any Hand in the Buſineſs; and 
if any Ill comes of it, tis none of my Fault. 3 
Trum. No, no, not in the leaſt, Prithee diſpatch. 
How's this! more Company ! who comes there! + 
N nter 
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bow I ſhall quake and tremble — 
dam, where are you? 7 


come of me — ab 
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Enter Valentine. 
Tat. "Tis I, Jack Truman; your Friend Valentine. 
Tram. My dear Encourager of Iniquity ! what News! 


5 Where's Goodwile 2 


Val, No matter for Goodwile ; here comes your Mittel. 
„ e Haenel Valentine retires, 

Trum. Now, now, now! what the Devil ails me? 
Madam, dear Mr. 


Mrs. Good. Mr. Truman, is t your Voice ? Lettice, you 
may go again if you will | Ex. Lettice, 
Well, Sir, 1 vow, Sir, had i it not been that I hate 10 
break my Word, 1 would not have ventur'd abroad thi 
cold damp Evening for a World. 

Tram. I'll warrant you, Madam, while you are in m1 


Pioſſeſſion, no Cold ſhall hurt you: Come, ſhall we Wit 


draw to the Grotto ? 
Mrs, Good, Withdraw to the Grotto ? bleſs me; Sir 


what do you mean? I'll ſwear you make my Heart ache, 


Trum. Oh Madam! I have the beſt Cure for the Paſſion 


of the Heart in the World, I have try'd it, Madam, t 
| Probatum : Come, home, let's retire. —— Do, make 1 
\ Diſturbance, and ruin your ſelf and me, do! 


Mrs. Good, Nay, I'll ſwear, Sir, you are inſufferabl 


rude: You had beſt make a noiſe and alarm my Husband, 
you had; for, hang me, I ſhall cry out. 


Trum. No, no, I'm fure you won't company before 
yu are huit; and I' uſe you fo gently hark — 


don't you hear, there's ſome body coming. 


Mrs. Good, Where, where, where? If we are ſeen me 
are undove for ever. Well, Pl! never give you ſuch an 


Advantage again. 


Trum. I'm ſure you would not, if l ſhould let ſlip this, 


Come, come, Delays are dangerous, and I can encurt 
em no longer. 


Mrs. Good. Ah Lord, vou kill me! bat will be 
—— [Carries her in 


Val. Nay, faith, Madam, your Condi ion is ſomethin? 
_ deſperate, that's certain. Tis a pretty Employ ment I an 
like to have here; but 1 it is for the ſake of my FRO and 

＋ 


| 
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my Revenge: And two dearer Arguments there cannat. 
be to perſuade me to any thing. 

Enter Malagene at ſome diſtance. 
Mal. So, Jack Truman and Madam Good vile have or- 
der'd Matters pretty well, I'll ſay that for my Kinſwoman, 


ſhe lays about her handſomely. But certainly I hear ano- 


ther Voice this way: I'll withdraw once again, there may 
be more Sport yet. 


7al, That ſhould be Goodvile : yl ſtep behind this 


Tree, and ſee how he and her Ladyſhip behave them- 


ſelves. This is like to be a Night of as civil ä as 
have known a great while, 


Enter Goodvile. 


time now, and miſs'd of my Appointment with Camilla— 
Iruman is reel'd home, that's certain; and Valentine, I 
believe, has follow'd bim by this time. Camilla, dear, 
lovely, kind, tender, melting Camilla, where art thou! 
Enter Lædy Squeamiſh, | 
E Squeam. That muſt be Valentine; nay, Fm ſure 


this miſtake? But I'll take care, if poſſible, that no ſuch 
bing ſhall happen; ſo mine be the Pleaſure, and Camilla's 
Ihe Scandal; PI ruſh by him thro? the Walke into the Wil- 
Ferneſfs. [Runs croſs the Walk, 


b; it the fear'd to be too late, looſely attired, and fit for 
Joys! Now all the Power of Love and good Fortune di- 
ect me. | LExit. 
eihinks this dry pimping is but a ſcurvy Employment. 


omes Truman and the Lady; I muſt not be ſeen, [ Exit. 
Enter Truman and Mrs. Goodvile. 


Trum. You ſhall not go: Come but back a little, have. 


Pmething more to tell you that nearly concerns 1 0th : 
beſides, Mr. Goodvile's in the Garden; and if he guid 


hagce | to meet wh what Excuſe could We make to bim?2. 
| Mrs, 


Grod, Death and the Devil! how that puny Rogue 
Valentine has ſous'd me? If 1 ſhould have overſtay'd the 


it is he! how ſneakingly will he look when he ſhall find 


Gord, That 0 be ſhe: : How ſwiftly ſbe flew along, 


al. So, thanks to our Stars, he's "Cali ; tho a Pox-on'r, 


1d I but a Siſter or Kinſwoman of his to keep doing 
virhal, there were ſome Comfort in it: — bur here 
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ver rob me of your Heart? She does not t deſerve i it, I am 


Palate, that could diſtinguiſh no better. 


| This was an unexpected Adventure; but let me die, it i 


reach'd me. 
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Mrs. Good. But will you promiſe me Viforia ſhall ne. 


ſure, half ſo well as I. | 
Trum. Kind tender-hearted Centre, I know it: Nor 


ſhall ſhe ever come ſo near it, as to know that I hays 
one Alas! we talk too long, Nei. 


I hear e coming, we ſhall be ſurpriz'd and diſap. 
pointed, and I am then undone. 


Mrs. Good. I'll (wear you make me tremble every Joint 

of me: What would you have me do ? 
Trum. See, ſee, who are yonder ? 

| IV xeunt Truman and Ars. Goochie 

Enter Goodvile and Lady Squeamiſh, 

| Good, What a Feaft of Delight have I had! ſurely ſh: Wi * 

was born only to make me happy! her natural and une: 

perienc'd Tenderneſs exceeded practis'd Charm 


Dear, bleſt, lovely Camilla, oh! ! my Joys ! 7 
L. Squeam, Ha, ha, ha! | ti 
Good. How's this? my Lady Squeam iſ bead, 

and the Devil. A. 

| 


L. Squeam. Truly ſeweet Mr. Palentine, the ame. Non, 
Sir, : hope Uh gad! Mr. Goodvile 

[They ſtare at each ke 

Cod. Have I hook mumbling an old Kite all this while 

inſtead of my young Partridge ? a pox of my Ceprayed 


L. Squeam. Lord, Mr. Goodvile, what ails you !— 
very pleaſant, ha, ha, ha! . 
Good. A pox on the Pleaſures, and you too, I fay. 
L. Squeam. This malicious Devil Camilla bas ove: 
Well, Mr. Good vile, you are the worthiel 


| Perfon;,———had 1 an only Daughter, I durſt truſt he” 
with you, you are fo very civil. - Well, Innocence il" © 
the greateſt Happineſs in the World. L, 
Good. Right, Madam, it is ſo, and you know we hag * 

been very innocent; done no Harm in the World, n * 

We. | or 
L. Squeam. The cen ſorious World, it they knew 0” © 

this Accident, I know would be apt enough to ſpeak 1 
6 


proachtu.)y 
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| proachſu'ly ; but fo long as I my (elf am Caticfied in the 

Integrity of my Honour, the World is a Thing I defy and 

(corn. . 

Cod. Very philoſophically ſpoken But, Madam, 
{> long as the World is to be a Stranger to our Happineſs, 
iy ſhould we deny our ſelyes the ſecond Pleaſure of 
Congratulation ? 

1. Squeam. Alas, alas, Mr. Sie lei you cannot ay 

Wh :t jou have had the leaſt Advantage over my Frailty : 

Vel, what might have happen'd, it the ſtrict Severity of 

Loh our Virtues had not ſecured us? 

C::d, This affected Impudence of hers is beyond all 
tre Impertinence I ever knew her guiity of, —— Virtue. 
with a Pox! I think I have Reafon to know her pretty 
well, and the Devil of any Virtue found I about her. 

L. Saueam. But dear Sir, let us talk no more of it: 

Tho 1 am extremely miſtaken if I ſaw not Mr. alen 

{ire enter the Garden before me, and am as much miſ- 

aken if a Lady was not with him too. 

Gocd, Hell and Confuſion ! that muſt be Vifteria: 1 
thought indeed I ſaw her, but being hot-headed, and ap- 


pre chending ſhe came with a malicious Deſign 'of diſco- 
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m”= 7 ng me, avoided ber -Falſe to me with Vaien- *% 
4 tn2 © = 
j L. Squeam. I'll (rear, Mr. . e I have long ſuſpec- L 
E an In: rizue between ycu and Madam Vieoria, and = 
__g''; ]-2iouſy has confirmed me: and I would not for all 1 
uu * il but have known it. Ha, ha, ha! . 3 
. Death Madam! this is bey ond all Sufferance 1 

. ore and j ed by Camilla ! abuſed by Victoria! ; 


over aud with Valentine too, Trumar"s Friend, who I thought 
biet ud have marry'd ber 1- Shame and Infamy light 
a beef 20" the whole Sex: may the beſt of em be ever om 
| ede, and the moſt cau:ious always betrzy = 
L. Squeam. Dear Mr. Good vile, be patient: Let me die, 
bare ant enough to frizhten our Whole Sex from ever lo- 
| no ing or ulis Men again Lord, I wcuid not be 
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dor Madam Victoria, 10 gain an Empire. Il ſwear if you 
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ak my Heart beats! 

an . N Goed. 


— — 


2 . 
n eg, 
Ee * — 


8 
8 
1 
a 


290 FRIENDSHIP zz FASHILON. 


Good. Patience! preach it to a galled Lion. — No, 
I am ſure ſhe is not far off, and I will find her; ſurprize 
her in the midſt of her Infamy and Proftitution, — 


death Madam, let me go. 


L. Squeam, I will not part with you, you ill natur 
Creature; you ſhall not go—lI vow, II cry a Rape if 
you offer to ſtir. Oh my Heart, here's Malagene. 

Enter Malagene ſinging, Frank, Frank, Frank, exc. 

Mal, Why how now Frank, what a Pox out of Hu. 
mour ? Why, Madam, what have you done to him; 
what have you done to him, Madam ? Lord how he 


looks! why Frank, I ſay, prithee bear up. 


Good. Hark you Dog, Fool, Coxcomb, hold that im. 


pertinent impudent Tongue of yours, or ol CUt it Out; 
*Sdeath you Buffoon I will. 


Mal. No, but hark you dear Heart, 8004 Words, good 
Words do you hear, or 1 ſhal] publiſh by my Soul „Jop, 


J ſhall. 


Good. How am [ continually plagu'd with Rogues and 
Owls ! I'll ſet my Houſe o' fire, rather than baye i it haun. 
ted and peſter'd by ſuch Vermin. 

Mal. Faith Frank do: I have not ſeen a Houſe o' fire 


this great while; it would be a OE Frolick, prithee let 
us about it preſently. 


I. Squeam. Dear Mr. Gudvile: you mall be perſuaded : 


Don't run your ſelf into Danger thus raſh!y, 
Good. Do you hear then, Monſieur. PLATE 2s you 


expect to live a quiet Hour, run in and call for ſome 
Lizhts, and return with 'em inſtantly, 
Mal. Say no more dear Heart, I'll do't; if Michi 


comes not of this, the Devil's in't. but dear Fra, 
ſtay till I come again, Vil be back in a trice; take tother 


tun with her Ladyſhip into the Wilderneſs ; or any ching. 
[Ex, Malagene, 


L. Sateen; Let me not live, this Mr, Malagene is iſ 


very obliging Perſon, and methinks Mr. Good vile you ule 


him too ſeverely 


Good. 1 wiſh, 8 he may deſerve that Character of 
you: He is one of thoſe Worldlings you were ſpeaking 0i 
that are apt to talk reproachfully; and 1 believe Xn9F 
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all that bas paſſed between us to Night, for he has a 
ſareud diſcerning Judgment in theſe Matters. 
L. Squeam. Lord, Mr. Good vile, what can be ſay of ine? 2 
1 defy even Envy it ſelf to do me or my Honour any Preju- 
dice: Tho 1 wiſh I had let this Frolick alone to Night. 
Good. Frolick with a Pox ! if theſe be her Fro- 
licks, what the Devil is ſhe when ſhe is in earneſt? O he 
returns with the Lights : Look who are theſe ? by 
Heav'n the ſame. 
Enter Truman Ad Mrs. Goodvile. 
Trum, Gently, gently Madam, for fear of an AmbuC. 
cade ; I wonder J hear nothing from Ned Valentine ſince. 
Mrs. Good. See, ſee, Sir, here's Mr. Goodvile : Haſte, 
hate down the other Walk, or we are ruin'd. 
Trum. Fear not, truſt all to my Conduct. [Ex. 
[A, Mrs Goodvile is going away, Goodvile catches 
hold of her Gown-——ſhe claps on her Maſque. 
Coed. Stay Madam Vittoria; nay, you muſt ſtay, "tis in 
ain to fly; I have diſcover'd all your Falſhood, I have: 
Vas mine a Paſſion to be thus abuſed? I who have given 
ou al my Heart! perfidious falſe Woman ! is 
your Lover too aſham'd or afraid to ſhew himſelf : ? where 
be? why comes he not forth? | 
| Enter Truman. 
Tum. Here I am, Sir. 
Good, Ha, Truman! | Mrs. Good. gets boſe, and "EY 
Trum, Yes, Sir, the ſame; Ready doth to acknowledge 
ind juſtify my being bere with Victoria, which I thought, 
, might have been allowed without any Offence to Mr, 
ndvile, That ſhe is innocent as to any thing on my part, 
am ready with my Sword to make good; but Sir, I 
ear it too to do my own Honour Juſtice, and to de- 
and of you on what Grounds you appear ſo highly con- 
$1 for a Woman you were pleaſed to commend io 
dur Friend for a Wife? 
G::4, Concern'd, Sir! have I not reaſon to be concern'd N 
or the Honour of my Family? for a Kinſwoman under 
Charge to be abroad and alone with a Gentleman at 
is unſeaſonable Hour, might alarm aMan leſs tender of 
5 Reputation than Lam. 85 
N 2 rum. 
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Trum. Sir, this Excuſe won't ſerve my turn; nor am! 
fo blind as not to be ſenſible (which 1 before ſulpeQes) 
that Victoria has been long your Miſtreſs :—A pox of the 
Honour of your Family; you had given her all your Hear, 
you ſaid z and your Paſhon was not a Thing to be thus a 
buſed ; Nor, Sir, is my Honour, | 


Good, No, but dear Jack Truman, thou art my Friend, 
T/4m. You would have made me believe fo indeed; 


but the Daubing was too coarſe, and the artificial Face ap. 


| pear'd too plain, — One would have thought, Sir, that you 
who keep a general Decoy here for Fools and Coxcombs 


might have found one to have recompenſed a caſt Mi- 


treſs withal, and not have endeayoured the betraying ti 


Honour of a Gentleman and your Friend. But Sir, I an 
glad I have heard it from your own Mouth : I hopei 
will not be eſteemed much III. nature in me, if worthy 


Mr. Malagene and I join Forces to publiſh a little, as l. 


 Gooduile———pug, 


-n convince you preſently Draw. 


calis t. 


Mal. Faith, Jack Truman, with all my Heart ; now| 


have him on my ſide, I dare ſay any thing 


Frank 


Good. Sir, I ſhall require T better account of this here 


after. | | 


L. Sjueam. Lord, Mr. Truman, what ails Mr. G1 
wile ? how happen'd this Difference ?—]'i] (wear I a 


* ſtrangely ſurpriz'd, 


Trum. Your Ladyſhip, I ſuppoſe, can beſt give an ad 
count how Matters are with him : I am apt to believe | 


bas been very free with you. 


L. Squeam. Dear Sir, What do you mean? I'll ſe 


you are a ſcandalous Perſon. 


Good. Sir, ſince you are fo :ough, be pleaſed not | 
concern your ſelf with the Honour of this Lady; jt 
may have enough to do, if you dare juſtify your own | 


morrow. 3 
Trum. If 1 dare? 


Enter Valentine. 


nay Sir, ſince you queſtion | 
05 [ They 100 


Vgl. Hold, hold, what's the Matter here N 


Truman, Fran Goodvile, for ſhame put up. 


Ext 
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Enter Mrs. Goodvile. 
1 Micr. Good. Where is this perfidious falſe Man! where 
4 is Me. Good vile! 5 So Sir, I have found now the Original 
„emp Misfortunes: I have a Rival it ſeems ; Vittoria, 
err 7ecforia poſſeſſed all my Joys: What, have you 
been lighting too for the Honour of your M. ſtreſs ? 


here, come kill me; Would I had been laid in wy Grave, 
1, ere L had raj thy odious polluted Bed. 

Gor, *Sdeath, I thought ſhe had been in her Chamber 
i tleaft ; ——'F Dear, I muſt ow 
oli eg a at iealt ; —— Tis true my Dear, I mult own 2. 
„ Nindneſs for Vicforia, as my K. inſwoman; but———— 
10 Mes. Good, | How ! dare you own it ? and to my Face 


oo? matchlefs Impudence! let me come at him, that E 
may tear cut thoſe hot laſcivious glowing Lyes that wander 
eber ſevery Beauty in their Way: 2Oh © that I could 
* blaſt him with a Look -Was my Love ſo deſpi- 
. WF ic, o be abandon'd for Victoria! Tize Thought of it 
makes me mad: l' endure it no longer, I will have Re- 
yenge,. or Il die! h!!! 
0 Tram, Delicate Diſſimulation! how J love her! [de. 
Good. Dear Madam, hear me eee I ſay 
| that. | 
"WM 5. Good. 1 know you cannot want an Excuſe 3 Diſli- 
„ walation and Falſhood have been your Practice —.— but 
et you ſhould wrong me with Victoria, a Woman that 
ſor the ſake of your Relation I had made my Friend, (for 
of £275 Thing that was ally'd to you was dear to me) -F 
ve bY loiary fo great, that it diſtracts my © 10) SLES could 
pardon any Thing but my wrong'd Love, — Let me be 
gone; ſend me tO A Nunnery; confine me to a Charnel 
Houſe, vile ungrateful Wretch! any Thing but tby Pre- 
jo; WM {ence I can endure, | 
Good, Is there eyery Way ſo damn'd a Creature as a 
un MBE Lord Madam, do you know what you do? 
| Mrs, Good. I'll warrant it, you would perſuade me I am 
on mad; Would I had been born a Fool, I might then 
y fil bare been happy ; patiently have paſs'd over the many te- 
dious Nights I have endured in your Abſence ; contented 
au ſelf with Prayers for your Safety; _ | N 
Mal. O Lord; Prayers! : 


Ext : N 'I Mrs. Good, 


; 
05 
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you would not certainly elſe have the Impudence to haye 


this fide of the World ;—— Go, let the Coach be 


ol all the Scandal in the Town, was by to be a Witnels; 
*rwas very diſcreetly done, and doubtleſs will be a Secret 


my Love, and Lady that ſhall be, Victoria? Before Geory 


Mrs. Good. When you in the very inſtant, were lan. 
vu:ſhing in the Arms of a Proſtitute. „„ 
Good. Lord, Madam, I thought you had been in your 
Chamber now —— Curſe on her, what ſhall I do! 

Mrs. Good, Tis a Sign you believe me ſafe enough; 


brought a new Miſtreſs under my Noſe !] ſee there 
how guilty ſhe ſtands have you a Stomoch ſo hot 
that it can digeſt Carrion, that has been buzz d about and 
blown upon by all the Flies in the Town ? or was it the 
Fantaſticalneſs of your Appetite, to try how ſo coarſe a Diſh 
would reliſh, after being cloyed with better feeding? — 
Nay, Sir, 1 have been inform'd of all- — 
Val. Has then your virtuous Lady ſnip been taking a 
liitle Love and Air with Mr. Gocd vile this Evening. 
4 en es 
Goog, Well, ſhe has dealt with the Devil, that's cer- 
tain; a Pox on't, I ſee there's no living for me on 


made ready; I'll into the Country. = 
Mrs, Good, Nay, Sir, I know my Prefence has always 
been uneaſy to you ; Day and Night you are from me, or 
if ever youcome home, *tis with an aking Head, and hes. 
vy Heart, which Victoria only has Charms enough to cure, 
This in the firſt Year of our Marriage! nay, and to own i 
proclaim your own Falſhood, and my diſgraceſul Injury in 


the Face of the World, when Malagene too, the Trumpet 


long. e ä | 
Good. Whirr,——— nay, ſince it is ſo, what the Devil 
ſhou'd I ſtrive to ſmother my good Actions Wen 
if you will have it ſo, Madam, Victoria has been my M! 
ſtreſs, is my Miſtreſs, and ſhall be my Miſtreſs, and ba 
a Pox would you have more? and ſo good-bye to you. WW 9 
Enter Sir Noble Clumſey, Caper and Saunter. 
Clum. How's this! who's that ſpeaks diſhonourably d P 
a 


ſhe's a Queen, and whoever ſays to the contrary, Ill firſt 


make him eat my Sword, and then beat out bis Teei b 
wich the Hilts of it. „„ 


Capi 


. 
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| Caper. Oh! dear Madam, yonder's all the Town in 
Maſquerade ; won't you walk in? they'll be gone if they | 
ſee no Company ; Jack Truman, dear Jack, prithee go 
and take one Friak * -as I hope to be ſaved, there are 
three or four the fineſt Ladies, the delicateſt ſhaped Wo- 
men; I am ſure I know em all, 
Trum. Sir, I wiſh you good Fortune, but I dare not ven- 
ture, you know my Temper; I ſhall be very boiſterous 


nd and miſtake em for Whores, tho if they be of your Ac- 
he quaintance e they muſt be of Quality. 
ih Caper. I Gad, and ſo they are; but mum for that ;— — 


One of 'em is ſhe that gave me this Ring ; and the other 
preſented me with a Gold enamelled Watch could not 
colt leſs than thirty Guineas ; Trifles, Fack, which 1 
have the Fortune to meet withal ſometimes, | 

Saun, Nay Sir, you muſt not come oft victoria 
your Miſtreſs ! 

Good. Yes Sir, and how you are  coticern'd/; nE 

Saun, Nay Sir, I can be as civil as any Body——— 
Victoria your Miſtreſs ! 


7ays Good. Sdeath you Coxcomb, mind your ſinging, do 

„ot you hear, and play the Fool by your ſelf, or 

heas Saun. Sing Sir? ſo I can, Fa La Da La La, &c, icke. 

cure. 112 your Miſtreſs ! 

nu Good. Yes Sir, I ſay my Miſtreſs, 

yin Clum. Ounds then draw. ER 

npet Val. Hold Sir Noble, you are too furious; : -whar's the 

els matter? | 

ecke Caper, Why, how now Saunter ? How doſt do dear 
Heart. Sir, this Gentleman's my Friend, and 

Devill Gord. Was ever Man ſo overwhelmed with Fools and 

Weh Blockheads > Why, you ill-order'd, addle-pated, wadling 

y Mi Brace of Puppies: du Fool in the firſt Place ſing 

wha and be fafe and you ſlight Graſhopper dance and 


ou, divert me: Dance Sirrah, do you hear? 

| Caper, Dance Sir? and ſo 1 think I can Sir, and fence, and 

ly of Play at Tennis, and make Love, and fold up a Billet-Doux, or 
Beo an; thing better than you Sir: Dance quoth a- there Sir. 

11 fi Mrs. Good. Nay Sir Noble, not only ſo, but own'd and 

Tec boaſted of it to my Face: Told m 


cap | „ Clum. 
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Alam. Soul of my Honour, tis unpardonab e; and I] 


eat his Heart for it, 
Good, Dear Raw: head and Bloody: bones, be patient a 


little. —See, fee you Beagles, Game for you, freſh Game; 


that great Yowſer has ſtarted it already on, on, on, hal. 
loo, halloo, balloo. { Thruſts em at his Wiſe, and Exit, 
L. Squeam, But dear Mr. Caper, Maſqueraders did you 


ſay! Ii] ſwear Ill among 'em; ſhall | not have your. 


Company? Oh! dear Maſqueraders! Pi] vow I can ſtay 
no longer, [Exit haſiily, 

Val. Curſe on her, ſhe's gone and has prevented me; 
Caper, Saunter, cid you not hear my Lady call ou? 


She's gone to the Mat 'queraders, for ſhame follow ber; 
ſhe'l! take it ill you did not wait on her. 


Saun. Faith Caper, and ſo ſhe will. Well, I am reſoly' 


to marry Victoria for fear of the worſt : nan Madam, your 


moſt devoted Sevant : I hope our Difference with Me, 
God vile too Night. ba. 

Mrs. Good. Dear Sir, it needs no Excuſe. 

Caper, My Reſentments, Madam — 

Tram. You are too ceremonious, Gentlemen, and my 
Lady will fear ſhe has loſt you. 

Caper, Dear Fack, as I told thee before, 1 muſt bring 


thee acquainted with thoſe Ladies. 


Saun. Prithee put on a e and come among us 
Jack, Faith do. ; 
Trum. Sirs, I'll wait on you in a Moment, 
Both. Dear Soul adieu. [Empracmg him, 
[Excunt Singing and Da ncing 
This Theſe Coxcombs,Madain,came i in a good Time; 
they were never ſeaſonable before. 
Mrs, Good. Diſeaſes and Viſitations are neceſſary ſome- 


times to ſweep away the noiſome Crouds that infeſt and 


incumber the World. 
Mal. As I often ſaid I muſt publiſh, . muſt ſpread; 


and fo good. b'ye to u. [Ex /. 


Enter Lettice, 
Tet. Oh! Madam, yonder's my Maſter raying for his 


Coach: Says he'll into the Country preſently : Has given 


order to diſ ſe the Compan what will ou do ? 
1 N 2 15 | ys Good, 


— * — — 0 1 ms 


PREY 


— ( 
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Ha, ha, ha, into the Country ? I'd as ſoon believe he 
would turn Capuchin. 

Trum. But, Madam, it was inhumanly done, to come your 
ſelf upon him: One would have thought that I had uſed him 
bad enough, for the wiſe Miſtake he made of Victoria. 

Mrs, Good. I would not have miſs'd it for the World. 
Now would he come on his Knees for Compoſition ; 
and if I do not bring him toit within theſe four Hours 
Lum. Why Madam, what will ye do? 

Mrs. Good, Put on all the notorious AﬀeQations and 
niliculous Impertinencies that ever the moſt eminent of 
| our Sex have ſtudy'd, or the Coxcombs of your Sex ad- 


dincant Fools, which I am ſure he of all Things loaths; 
et do it too fo forc'dly, that he bimſelf ſhall find it on- 
j intended to give him Vexation. 


| Nature, to keep me conſtant? 
Ms, Good, Which you will be fare to be. 
Tram, A dozen new freſh young unſeen Beauties, and 


V0 Wh: Devil himſelf in the Rear of 'em, cannot make me 


oherwiſe; 1 never really loy'd or liv'd till now. There 
nern ing I'd not wiſh to be, except the very Faun an 
himlelt, rather than loſe you. 
| Enter Valentine and Camilla. 
Val. Jack Truman | 
Tram, Well Ned, what's the matter? 


im. 
Val. Treaſon, Truman; your being here with Mrs. 


ing. 
1 biſper'd among the Maſqueraders, and Goodwile himſelf 
ſeems ſuddenly alter'd; I would adyiſe you to come and 
ue your ſelf, and make the beſt on'r. 

Mrs. Good, Let me alone; VII ſecure all, I'll warrant 
vou. I'm ſure he can have no poſitive Proofs: I'll inſtant- 
ly go and put all things in a Confuſion, contradict all the 
Orders he has given for going into tbe Country; ſhut up 
myſelf .in my Chamber,” and not hear a Word of him 


me- 
and 


ead ; 
Exit. 
r his 
1yen 


tv wy Chamber preſently. e k Exit. 
Jol. | 


Mes. Good, Let him go, 'twere pity to hinder him :;— | 


mired; then of a ſudden ſeem to grow fond of both thoſe 


1 * 2 * 2 joe or PT” „ 
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Trim, Have you then maliciouſly defi gned, in | ſpite of 


Go wile J fear is diſcovered; I heard ſome ſuch Thing 


ill he comes upon Submiſſion mas ALLE follow me 


F Fee. 
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attend thee. 


ny But I muſt haſten and follow her. 


Well-being. 
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Trum. Right exquiſite Woman and Wife, good Luck 
25 | | [Ex, 
Let. Well, my Lady certainly of a young Lady knoys 
her Buſtneſs, and underſtands the managing of a Husband 
the beſt of any Woman in the World: I'll ſwear ſhe is 


an ingenious Perſon ; Forty Ladies now, at ſuch an Acci. 
gent, would have been hurry'd and afraid, and the poor 


Waiting- Woman muſt have been ſent forward and back. 


ward, and backward and forward to hearken and enquire; 
but ſhe ſhews all her Changes in a Motion. | 


| 3 Enter Goodvile. 1 
Good. How now Lettice? Where's your Lady ? 
Ler, Within Sir, in her Chamber, 
Good. Are you ſure of it? | N 
Tet. She commanded me to follow her thither but noy, 
Good. Is ſhe alone there? VVV 
Te /. Ay Sir, I'll aſſure you ſhe ſeldom deſires Comp. 


_ Good. Stay a little, are ye ſure ſhe was in the Houſe, 


defore this Diſturbance happen'd in the Garden? 


Let. Sure Sir! why I my ſelf was at the Chamber - Win- 
dow with her, when firſt ſhe heard you exclaim againſt 
Madam Victoria] Poor Creature, I was afraid ſhe would 


have fallen down dead on the Floor: I catch'd her in my 


Arms, begg'd her on my Knees not to run out; but ſhe 


would hear nothing but in ſpite of Force broke from 


me, and came hither with all that Impatieace and Rage 
the too ſenſible Reſentment of your Unkindneſs had rais'd 

in her, FVV 
60. Get you in preſently, do you hear; and take no 
notice of what 1 have ſaid to you, as you tender you 
© Tet. Yes Sir; — but if 1 conceal a Word of it, may! 
never ſerve Londen Lady again, but be condemn'd to be a 
Country Chamber Maid, and kil' Fleas as long as I live. [Ex 
Good, If I ſhould have been in the wrong all this while, 
and miſtaken my own deai Wite for Victoria „ 
Curſe on this hot Head of mine! Pox on't, it is impol- 
fble ! Yet that miſchievous Rogue Malagene was all the 
while in the Garden, and he bas been at his Doubts and 
| Ambiguiiſes, 


| Ambiguities, and may. be's with me; — By this Light 
1 am a Cuckold, an arrant rank ſtinking Cuckold. 
15 Enter Victoria. 8 


hide my Misfortune? Oh! that I might never ſee the 
Light again, but be for ever conceal'd in theſe Shades. 


you really in the Garden before to Night, or no ? 


dark till this Minute, nor had I come hither now, but 
that I am deſtitute where to conceal my ſelf from the 
malicious Eyes and Tongues of thoſe, to whom your 
Baſeneſs has given an Opportunity of triumphing over 
my Misfortune and ruin'd Honour, 

Good, Be not ſo outragious; I il reconcile all yet. 

Viet, Which Way is't poſſible? By o morrow Morning 
your very Footmen will have it in their Mouths; and Ma- 
lagene, that keeps an Office of Intelligence for all the Scan- 


\ Companions, and at the Play whiſper it to the Orange- 


be nauſeouſly leud with *em in publick. 


ture, or at leaſt henceforth il make him ſo: I have Rea» 


In the Garden to Night, 
Vie, *Tis true, I was at the ſame Time to ſee for her in 


5 her Chamber, and ſhe was not there; but cannot believe 
our der in che leaſt guilty of what you ſeem to accuſe her of. 

Good, Confound her — ſhe's an exquiſite Jilt, rho» 
ay | row. pac'd, and practis'd in all the cunning Arts and 


Sights of Falſhood : 'Sdeath how I could mince her! 


e 2 | 
fu, But here comes Malagene, he knows all, and I'll make 
vile, WH him confeſs all, or I' murder him. f a 

Ah : | 5 Enter Malagene. 

poſ- Well, Sir. what ſay you to this Matter ? 


Mai, Faith, Bully, I think my dear Kinſwoman has 
maul'd you to ſome purpoſe; 1'll ſay this for her, ſhe bas 
| NS ey the 
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Viet, What will become of me! whither ſhall I fly to 


Good, Dear Vittoria, is't you ? be free with me; were : 


Vi, I have not been out of the Houſe ſince it was 


dal in Town, will be ſpreading it among his Coffee-houſe 


Women, who ſhall make a fulſome Jeſt of it to the next 
Coxcomb that comes in half drunk to loll and play, and 


Good, | tell thee it ſhall not be; Malagene's my Crea- 


ſons for it, and to believe alſo that my Wife, my o wn 
delicate damn'd Wife, was the ſame I miftook for you 
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the true Blood of the Malagens's in her: To lol dara 
ik lat. Ge,. 
„ +" Good. What! is't you mean, Fool? Be plain dad unfold 
Four lelf, 5 
Mal. Why, you muſt know Frank having : a particular 
Eſteem for my Family, (the neareſt Relation of which J 
would go fifty Miles to ſee hang'd) I do think her as 
yory a But no more,. Mum dear Heart, Mum I 
ay. 
Good. What's that you ſay, Sir? what do you think 
my Wife? 
. AAal. Ay what, Frank? what now? 
Good. Nay, Sir, that you muſt reſolve me. 
Mal. Why then I'll tell thee Frank ; doſt thou really 
think I love thee? 
Good. I know you'll ſay ſo Sir, becauſe you fear me, | 
| Mal. Then prithee do ſo much as lend me ten Guineas 
| for a Day or two. 
Il SGood. Oh Sir to the purpoſe, to the purpoſe ; ; be brief 1 
Mal. Nay then, Mum I fay again. 
Good. Will you neyer leave vexing me with you Im- 
pertinence? Muſt I always be forc'd to uſe I ill, to 
dring you to good Manners ? 
1 Mal. Faith Child, Iam loth to make Miſchief; I have 
4 been a very wicked ill-natur'd impudent Fellow, that's th 
| Truth on't; but J find I loſe my ſelf by it; the very Poets 
_ themſelves that were wont to ſtand in awe of me, care I 
not a louſe for me now; and there's not a common Whore 
in Town, but calls me Rogue and Raſcal to my Face, as 
impudently as if. I were her Pimp. 
| Good. Therefore, Sir, reſolve to turn honeſt, and be 
juſt to your Fricnd, 
N Mal. The Devil take me Frank. if thou art not a very 
uh impertinent Fellow: Know! why, who ſhould know 
better than, your ſelf 2 ba! 
'' Coed, Here are fixe Guineas for you, upon Condition 
F you make a full and true Relation of all you ye diſco- 
ht yer'd this Night. 
iis | Mal. I'll do't; down with your Duſt. 
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Good. What will not this Rakehell do to borrow Mo- 
ney? 1 knew him make Love to a Chamber-Maid till 


he bad borrow'd Five Pounds of her at half a Crown 


a time. - 15 
Mal. Well Frank Goodvile, you may think as you pleaſe 
of me; but hang me like a Dog if I am not a very ho- 
neſt Fellow in my Heart: You would have me 
deal freely with you, you ſay, in this Buſineſ? 

Good. I would ſo Sir, or I {hall deal very roughly with 
you, - 


Mal. And you lent me theſe five Guineas to that 


purpoſe? „ 125 

Good. You are much in the right, Sir. 
Mal. Then to make ſhort of the Matter; thou art as 
arrant a poor ſilly Cuckold as one would wiſh to drinle 


withal, and confound me if I ſhall not be aſham'd of thy 
Company. | „„ 


| Good, Confounded Whore!.— Oh for a Legion of 


Devils to hurry her to Hell, and that I had but the 
3332 OE Wil „ 
Mal. Nay, nay, Man, ſince tis ſo, never be angry for 


the Matter. What a Pox, you thought to put the Miſtreſs 


upon Truman ! Truman has put the Cuckold upon you ; 
Valentine has been Pimp in the Buſineſs ; and the Devil 
take me if I don't think my ſelf the honeſteſt Fellow as 
mongſt you. 


Vect. Now, Sir, conſider what a wretched | thing you 


made me, 


Good, No more; I'm thine, and here I ſeal my Heart 


to thee for ever. N 1 8 
Mal. Well Frank, can I ſerve thee any further in this 


E Buſineſs? 


Gord, That, Sir, is as time ſhall try: And to convince 


vou how fit I think you for my Purpoſe, I know you 


are a Raſcal net to be truſted : Therefore obſerye it, if 
19.1 offer to ſtir beyond the Limits I ſet you, at that very 
iuſtant 1'll murder you, „ ada a 2 
Mal. Prithee talk not to me of Limits and Murdering, 
1 hope you take me Sir (under the Roſe) for no Fool: 
And what a Pox do you think to make of me? 
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and grows a Scandal to him that wears it. 
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Good, A Spaniel to hunt and fer the Game I mean tg 
take: Oh! Malagene, there will be miſchief, Malagent, 
and new ripe freſh Scandal to treat of: 1 know it is an 
Office thou lov'ſt, and therefore do it to oblige thee, 
Mal. IL'faith, and fo I do with all my Heart: But Fran, 
I don't know how this Buſineſs will be brought about 


well: I have promis'd to meet two or three hearty old 


Souls to morrow at Dinner, to ſwear and drink, and 
talk Baudy and Treaſon together for an Hour or two; 


they are all Atheiſts, and very honeſt Fellows. 


Good. O Sir, you may be hang'd in good time: But for 


this preſent occaſion | muſt uſe you: Victoria, do you 
with all your utmoſt Art diſſemble but the leaſt Knoy- 
| ledge of what has happen'd to Night; And Sir, do you 
keep ſtill that lying ſnearing ugly merry Face which you 


always wear when you deſign Miſchief : I'll pretend this 


Morning to purſue my Deſign of going into the Country; 
then when they are in the height of their Pleaſures and 


Aſſurance of their Safety, return and ſurprize 'em. 
Vict. But do you believe, Sir, that you can utterly a- 
bandon all Senſe of your paſt Love and Tenderneſs for 
a Woman who has been ſo dear to you? You will be apt 
to relapſe again, Sn 7 „„ 
Good. I will ſooner return to my Vomit: I am rather 
glad of the Occaſion to be rid of ſo troubleſom uneaſy a 


burden: A Wife after a Year, like a Garment that has 


been worn too long, hangs looſe and aukwardly on a Man, 


71. But can you then reſolve to quit and diſown het 
for ever ? | „ c 
Good. For ever, my Victoria No more, but ſtrait 


go to thy Chamber, and wait for the happy Iſſue. 


You Sir keep cloſe to me. — Quit het ! as chearfully as 
1 would a Shoe that wrings me. Then how looſely ſhall 


I move, 


Free and unbounded taſte the Sweets of Life! 

Love where I pleaſe, and know' no more the Strife 
That's bred by that domeſtuck Plague call'd Wife. 
RG er | [ Exeunt, 


AGT 


Vays happy, But where's Malagene 5. 
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ACT N SCENE I. 
SCENE Victoria“ Chamber. 
Enter Victoria. 
yick. N OW I am ſatisfy*d I muſt be wretched ! Oh 
Love! Unhappy Womens Curſe, and Mens 
ſlight Game to paſs their idle time at: I find too in my 


ſelf the common Companion of Infamy, Malice, Has 
Goodvile's Wife ever wrong'd me? Never. Why then 


| ſhould 1 conſpire to betray her? No, let my Revenge 


light wholly on that falſe perjur'd Man; as he has deceiy'd 
and ruin'd me, I'll play falſe with him, make my felt 


| privy to his whole Deſign of ſurprizing Truman and his 
Wite together : Then like a true Miſtreſs betray his 


Counſels to her, that ſhe like a true Wife may fpite of 


his Teeth deceive him quite, and ſo I have the pleaſure 
of ſeeing bim a ſeal'd ſtigmatiz'd fond believing Cuckold; 
"twill at leaſt be ſome eaſe to me. Here he comes equipp'd 


and prepar'd for the pretended Journey. 
5 Enter Goodvile ad Boy, 


Good, Go bid the Coachman h.ſtzn, and get all things 


ready; I am uneaſy till 1 ain gone, *Tis time we were 
{et out. | = | | 


Toe Wolves have prev; and look, the gentle Day, , 


Before the Wheels of Phabus, all about 
Dapples the drouſy Eaſt with Spots of Gray. 
Wite! adieu dear Wife. Ah my Victoria, up already? ſo 


diſ zent ro with me a happ\ Journey? Certainly my good 


Anel is like thee, and u henſocver I err muſt meet me in 
thy Shape, an] with ſuch Softneſs ſmile and direct me, 
Via. 4: thoſe whom Will unh Wiſp bewitches | 
l hro* Bogs, thro? Hedges and Ditches, 


Good. No, thou haſt led me out of the crooked fro- 


ward Road of Matrimony, into the pleaſant eaſy Path of 
Love, where I can never loſe my way, and myſt be al- 


Pitt, 
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would ſweeten Years of Cares. The Devi, 
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Vict. Below with Sir Noble, Whilſt the Butler was g. 


| ſleep, they ſtole the Key from him: And there they are 


with the fat red-fac'd Fiddler that plays upon the Baſe, 
ſitting croſs-leg'd upon the Floor, ſtripp'd to their Shirts, 
and drinking Baudy Healths. | 
Good. That fulſome Rogue will ruin all our Bulineſs, 
See here What ] have diſcoyer'd ; juſt now in the private 
Corner of a Window, (a place I ſuppoſe appointed for 
the purpoſe) 1 found this Billet to my ſweet Wife, 
| Reads. If Goodvile goes out of Town'this Morning, let 
| me know it, that I may wait on you, and tel 
you the reſt of my Heart, for you do not know 
how much I love you yet, Truman, 
Now if I am not a Cuckold, let any honeſt Wittal judge, 
ha, ha, ha. How it pleaſes me! Blood! Fire! and 


Daggers 


Vict. But, Sir, what do you reſolve on? 
Good, As! told thee, inſtantly to pretend a Journey out 
of Town, and return and ſurprize 'em; for I am ſure 
they'll not be long afunder when I am ont of the way; 
Oh! this Billet is a very honeſt Billet, and I know won't 
lye. But why ſhould I ſpend my time in talking of what 


but vexes me, when Pleaſures are ſo near me? Come my 


Victoria, take me to thy Arms, a Moment's Joy with thee 


= Enter Mrs. Goodyile aud Lettice, 
| Mre, Good, Good-Morning to you, Sir. 
Good. Good Night to you, Madam. 
Mrs. Good, How fo, Sir? | 
Good, Why good Night, or good Morrow tis all one; 
Ceremony is the leaſt thing I take care of: You ſee I am 
buſy. 1 „ „ „ 5 
Mis, Good, T muſt confeſs, conſidering the humble 
Duty of a Wife, 'tis ſomething rude in me to interrupt 
you; but I hope when you know my Intentions, you" 


* 


pardon me. They were only to take a civil Leave of 
you: I find you are preparing for the Country, Sir. 


Good. Ay! a little Air will be very ſeaſonable at pre- 
I keep will ſmell me out. : 
285 „„ eee e Bip ON 


ſent, Madam; I ſhall grow rank elſe, and all the Company 


£ Ne 22 6 2 
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Me. Good, Oh! what Joy will fill each neighbouring 
Village, to hear our Landlord's Honour'is coming down. 
| The Bells hall jangle out of Tune all Day; and at Night 
| the Curate of the Hamlet comes in the Name of the whole 
[Pariſh to bid his Patron welcome into the Country, and 
invite himſelf che next Lord's Day to Dinner. 
Ged. 1 am glad to ſee you ſo pleaſant, Madam, 

Mrs. Go?d, Then the next Morning our Tenant's dainty 
Daughter is ſent with a Preſent of Pippins of the largeſt 


': Size, cul!'d by the good old Drudge her Mother, which 
. ſhe delivers with a Curt'ſy, and bluſhes in expectation of 
y what his Worſhip will beſtow upan her, | 

, 


Good, Oh Madam, let not any Thoughts of that na- 
ture diſturb you; 1 ſhall leave all my wanton Inclinations 
here, and only pleaſe myſelt when Jam there ſometimes 
to contemplate your Ladyſhip's Picture in the Gallery. 
Mrs, Good, Then come the Country Squires, and their 


) 


+ Foreſt's ſafe. | | 


at Pleaſure: I am lately grown a Philoſopher, Madam; and 
fad, we ought not to hurt our Fellow Creatures. 

on Mrs. Good, What is the reaſon that you uſe me thus ? 
Good, What is't I would not do to purchaſe Quiet neſs? 


V'rongs your Jealouſy has done Victoria — 

Mrs, Good. I jealous of Victoria No. Tho my Paſſion 
laſt Night made me extravagant, when I diſcover'd you 
with that naughty Lady Squeamiſh, which I can eaſily for- 
give, if you'll but promiſe to forget her: For 1 am con- 
adent it was your firſt Tranſgreſſion, 1 

Good, Very quaint and pretty. | V 

Mrs. Gocd. Yet I am too well ſatisfy'd of Victoria's 
Virtue, for ſhe's my Friend; and tho 1 ſhou'd ſee her in 


e; 
zm 


ble 
upt 
u' 


of Hour Arms, I cou'd not harbour ſuch a Thought. No, 

1 Victoria, you muſt love me, and 11! love you; you ſhall. 

re. e me your Love, and I'il call you my Dear, and we'll 

an) always go to the Play together, and to the Park together, 

o and every where together; and when Mr, Good vile's out 
5 | JEN 


of Town, we'll lie together, Enter 


— — 


— 


Dogs, the cleanlier Tort of Creatures of the two: Strait 
re we're invited to the noble Hunt, and not a Deer in all the 


t Good. No Madam: No horned Beaſt ſhall ſuffer for my 


Your injurious Süſpicions of me were intolerable, but the 


with him. 
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8 Enter Servant. 
Serv. Sir, the Coach is ready. 


Good. You think Madam, you have a fine eaſy Fool tg 
play withal, but the gayneſs of your Face is too thin to 


hide the rancour of your Heart; and ſo my dear jocund 


witty Devil Wife, I take my leave of you, never mor 
from this Minute to look on you. 5 
ow Good, Are you then inexorable? Relentleſs, crud 
an! | | 
Good. Good eaſy melting kind-hearted Woman, farewe. 
| VV Exit, 
Mrs. Good, Ah wretched me! 25 ; 
| Let, My Lady ſwoons. Dear Madam Victoria, haſte 
and bring my Maſter back again; you can do any thin 
[Ex, Vittoria 
Mrs. Good. No, no, Lettice ! Let him alone, art thu 


| ſure he's gone? 


_ Tet. I hope ſo, Madam. 5 „ 
Mrs. Good. Then ſo ſoon as I am return'd to my Cham: 
ber, be ſure you go your ſelf to Mr, Truman, and tell hin 


if he has nothing elſe to do he may come hither to Da 


| Fuer Vittoria. . 
Vict. There is no prevailing with him, he cries alout 


his Houſe is infected, and that no Man that values hi 


Health will ſtay in it. My Lady Squeamiſh too is arriy{ 


| juſt as he left the Door; I am ſure ſhe'll come in; yl 
you ſee her Madam? e 


Mrs. Good. Oh I am ſick at the very name of ber * It 


all the Doors be barr'd againſt her, and Gunpouder unde 
each Threſhold-place, ready to blow her up, if ſhe but 0 
fer an entrance. Letrice, lend me your Hand a little: Il 
to my Chamber inſtantly; Oh my Head! [Zx, with Let 


Vift. This Management of hers ſo charms me, that! 
can almoſt forget all the Miſchief ſhe has done me: | 


true ſhe reproach'd me, but *twas done ſo handſomely, tht 
I doubly deſerv'd it 36 have taken notice of it. 


1 Enter Lady Squeamiſn. ns 
L. Squeam, Oh Dear Victoria, what will become 088 


me! I am loſt and undone for ever: Oh I ſhall die, 
| ſhall die! the Lord of my Heart, the Jewel of my 1 
FOOTER | ; 


is falſe to me, 


| to 
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Vict. What ails your Ladyſhip? Surely ſhe's diſtracted, 
L. Squeam. Oh Goodvile, Goodwile ! the falſe, eruel, re- 
morſeleſs Goodvile ! I came juſt as his Coach was parting 


from the Door, yet he would not ſpeak to me, would 
| hardly ſee me, but away he drove, and ſmiling mockt 


my Sorrows, | 


Tit, Alas! Her Ladyſhip is paſſionate, as I live very 


paſſi nate. 


L. Squeam. SO Theſeus left the wretched Ariadne on 


Shore; ſo fled the falſe Æneas from his Dido. 
_Vift, What could you expect leſs of him, Madam? 


Falſhood is bis Province: Your Ladyſhip ſhould have 
| made choice of a civil ſober diſcreet Perſon; but Good vile 


jou know is a Spark, a very Spark. | _ 

I. Squeam. That has been my Ruin; it was there- 
fore I adore bim: What Woman would doat on a dull 
meiancholy Als, becauſe ſhe 1 be ſure of him? No, 


a Spark is my Life, my Darling, the Joy of my Soul, Oh 
bow I doat on a Spark? I could live and die with a Spark. 
Victoria, 1 make you a Confident, and you muſt pardon 


me for robbing you of Mr. Goodvile: 


Come, come, I 
know all, | | L 


% 


beſiqes. 1 
L. Squeam. And as I was faying, A Spark is the dear- 


eſt thing to me in the World; I have had Acquaintance 1 
| think with all the Sparks. Well; one of 'em that you 


know was a ſweet Perſon ; Oh he danc'd, and ſung, and 


| dreſt to a Miracle, and then he ſpoke French as if he had 


been bred all his life. time at Paris, and admir'd every 
thing that was French: Beſides, he would look fo languiſh- 
ingly, and liſp fo prettily when he talk'd ; and then ne- 


ver wanted Diſcourſe : Ill ſwear he has entertain'd me 
two Hours together with the deſcription of an Equipage. 


Vick. That muſt needs be very charming. 


L. Squeam. But Mr. Goodvile was a Wit too: Oh J ne- 
ver had a Wit before, for to ſpeak the Truth, now I think 
on't better, all my Lovers have been a little fooliſh Ill 


lwear, ha, ha, ha! [Sir Noble and Mal. at the Door drunk. 
Mal, Scour, ſcour, ſcour, b 5 


Clum. | 


Vict, Your Ladyſhip knows more than all the World 
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firſt-rate Punks, you Rogue. 


I am a civil, ſober, diſcreet Perſon ; and come particy- 


mine, therefore pray be civil. 


to cudgel ſuch Fops ? Fogh how like drunken Jour. 


| here in Perſon, I would firſt of all decently kick him out 


Buſineſs, Knight: For under the Roſe, I have Apprehen- 


but ſhe has had two Children already, Odd's heart. 


* 
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Clum. Down goes the Main-Maſt, down, down, down. 
[ They enter] Malagene, roar, roar, and raviſh, here ate 
Punks in beaten Sattin, Sirrah ; Termagant, triumphant, 


Vit, How came theſe Ruffians here? . 
Clam. Ruffians! do you know who you talk to Madam 


Ja:ly to embrace thy lovely Bode. 
Mal. Look you, Madam, make no noiſe about this 
matter, This is a Perſon of Quality and a Friend of 


I. Squeam. Has Mr. Goodwile left no Footmen at home 


ney-men Taylors they look ? . 
Mal. Journey- men, Madam! hold there! none of your 
Lady ſnip's Journey. men, that's one Comfort! Woe to the 
poor Devil that is, I Rx. 1 5 

I. Squeam. Were Mr. Good vile at home you duiſt not 
talk thus, you ſcandalous Fellow. 

Mal. Good vile ſay you hark you my Dear were he 


of Doors, then turn up thy Keel and diſcoyer here to thy 
Kinſman what a leeky Veſſel thou art. 
Clum. Why, what is that Goodvile? will he wreſtle! 
or will he box for 50 1, Look you, this Fellow is my Pimp. 
"Tis true, his Countenance is none of the beſt ; But he's 
neat Lad, and keeps good Company, 
Aal. Hark you, Knight; you'll bear me out in thi 


ſion, that this Carcaſe of mine may ſuffer elſe. 
Clam, No more of that Rogue! no more, Take notice: 
good People, this civil Perſon ſhall marry my Siſter ; ſhe 
is a pretty hopeful Lady—Truly ſhe is not full thirteen= 


Val. Ridiculous Oaf ! 

Clum. Come let us talk Baudy, _- 
Vict I'll call thoſe ſhall talk with you preſently. _ 

e (Ex, Vid 

dlum. Wheugb.— ſhe's gone. 5 
L. Squeam. Beaſt ! Brute! Barbarian! Sot! 


Clum, 
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me 
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not 
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have offended 
[Reels againſt. a Table and throws Jown a China Jar, 8 
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Clum. Oh law! my Aunt! 
Madam, as J hope to be 
[Runs againſt her, and almoſt beats her backward. 

L. Squeam. Oh help! I am murder'd! Oh my Head! 


Clum. Nay Lady, that was no fault of mine; You 
ſha'l ſee I'll keep my diſtance, and (as I was ſaying) it I 


what haye I done now ? 


and ſeveral little China Diſhes. 
L. S$qu:am, Oh inſufferable ! quickly, quickly, a Portet 


| and Basket to carry out this Swine to a Dunghi). 


Clum. Look you Madam, no barm! no barm/! you 


ſaall ſee me behave my ſelf notably yet—as for example 


ſuppoſe now— ſuppoſe this the Door, DO to the Door. 
Very well; thus then I move, 


[Steps forwards and leaves his Peruke on one of the Hinges, . 


Hah, who was that? Rogues! Dogs! Sons of Whores! | 


Rates S. 8 


1 Ser. Such as we are Sir, you ſhall find us at your 
Service, 


Cium, Murder, Murder, ane 


Mal. Where there is ſuch odds, a Man may wich Ho- 
nour retire and ſteal off. Eb 


— Enter Caper and Saunter. 
Cater, Where is this Raſcal? this Coxcomb ? this Fop ? 
how dare you. come hither, Sir, to affront Ladies and 


| Perſons of Quality 2 


Clam, Sir, your | 0h Servant : did you ſee my Per- 
riwig? 


Caper, Sir, you are an Aſs; and never wore Perriwig 
in your Life: Iernié, what a Buſh of Briars and Thorns 


| ts here? The Mane of my Lady Squeamiſh's Shock is 2 


Chedreux to it. 


Clum, Why, Sir, I know who made it. He waren 


honeſt Fellow and a Barber, and one that loy'd Muſick | 
and Poetry, 


S2un, How Sir! 

Caper, But, Sir, come cloſe to the Buſi PD How Jurſt 
you treat Ladies ſo rudely as we ſaw you but now? An- 
tyer to that, and tell nov of Muſick and Poetry. 


Crow. 


[Ex. Mal. | 
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Clum. Why, he had all Weſtminſter Drollery and Ox. 
Jord Jeſts at his Fingers ends. And for the Cittern, if i 
ever Troy Town were a Tune, he maſter'd it upon that 
Inſtrument, when he was our Butler in the Country: An 
old Maid of my Grandmother's took great Delight in hin 
for it. | Wo . 

Saun. But, Sir, this is nothing to our Buſineſs. 
Clum. Buſineſs! hang Buſineſs! I hate a Man of Buſi 

neſs: If you'll drink or whore, break Windows or 

— commit Murder, I am for you, | 

14 > Caper. Sir, will you A 

1 Clum. Fight! with whom ? for what? 

i Caper, With me, 

1 Saun. With me. N 5 

We Clum. Ay Sir, with all my Heart; I love fighting, Sir 

| 4 1 Ay Sir, will you fight ? do you think you date 

ln, Why, you ſweet perfum'd Jeſſamine Knaves! 

"nn you Rogues in Buckram ! were there a Dozen of you l 

"4 beat you out of your artificial Sweetneſs into your own 

natural Rankneſs, You Stinkards ! ſhall 1 draw my Cerbe- 

HY rus and cut you off, you gaudy Popinjays? 

1 Caper. This Fellow's mad, Saunter !“ ſtark mad, by 

Jaieico: Dear Knight, how long haſt thou been in this WW 

5 Pickle? this Condition, Knight ? ha? ( 


þ Clum. What Pickle ? what Condition, you Worms? 
WW Stun, Ay, ay, *tis ſo, the poor Devil muſt to Bedlam: 
Beadlam, Knight, the Mad-man's Hoſpital. 

= Clum. What will become of you then, you Vermin! 
5 There's never an Hoſpital for Fools yet; Mercy on me 1 
| there were ! how many handſom Fellows in this Town 
might be provided for? [ Fiddles play within. 
„ = Caper. Hey- day, Fiddles - 

* Saun. Madam Goodvile hearing we were here, hath 
4 ſent for em on purpoſe to regale us. 3 
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Enter 


Caper dances to it. 
Mrs. Good. Let my Servants take care that all the Doors 8 
and open: I'll have Entrance deny'd to no one Fool in 
Wown. Mr, Caper and Mr, Saunter here? then we can 
(ever want Company, Come, Madam, let us begin the 
Rerels of the Day; I long to enjoy the Freedom 1 am 
Qiiltreſs of. Lettice, try your Voice. 


Fpoly — ha, ha, ha 
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wer Mrs, Goodvile, Lady Squeamiſh with the Fiddles 


playing, Saunter fall, to ſing the Tune with em, and 
Lettice. 


| L. Squeam. Oh Madam ! this gallant Spirit raviſnes me. 


Pear Mr, Caper, you and Mr. Saunter were born to be 
pappy! Madam Goodvile has reſolv'd to ſacrifice this Day 
ſo Pleaſure 


what ſhall we do with our ſelves ? 
| Cap, Do, Madam! We'll dance for ever. 8 


| L. Squeam, Oh ay dance, 


| $417, And ing. 
L. Squeam. And ſing: 


35th. And love. 


| L. Squeam. Oh ay, love! but Madam Gredvite, have 
ſou reſolv'd to wear the Willow, and be very melan- 
Fiddles ! where are you? I 
Fannot endure you ought of my ſight. 

Mrs. Good. Willow! hang it, give it to Country Girls 
Pat ſigh for Clowns; and Melancholy i is a Diſeaſe for 
Þankrupt Beauty: [ have yet a ſtock of Youth and 

harms, unſully'd by the hands of Age or Care; 

And whilſt that laſts, what Woman would deſpair ? 
| Clum, In the mean time I'll ſcout out for a Doxy of 


y Acquaintance hard by, return in Triumph, and Jet 


| toria go hang and deſpair, 
| Sings. 


To love is a Pleaſure Divine, 

Yet I'll never ſigh or be ſad: 

They are Coxcombs that languiſſi and pine, | 

$0 long as Whores are to be had, —To daroll, darelds. 


: 4 Squeam, Oh ſecure that deform'd Monſter, that Re- 


el of mine: Fellows take care of him, and keep him up 


alk with him, and make him ſenſible of his Enor- 
ties, 7 


Clum. 
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Clum. Slaves, Avaunt ! If my Lady will have it fo, Tl 


Walk ſoberly into the Garden, and conſider of what ü! 


paſt. To love is a pleaſure, &c. [Ex, Clum, 
Mrs. Good. Lettice ? | 
Let, Madam. 
Mrs. Good, Is Mr. Truman come? 
E He'll be here preſently Madam. 
Enter Page with a Letter. 
Page. A Letter for your Ladyſhip, 
Mrs. Good, Who brought it? 
Page. A Porter brought it co the Door, Madam: In 
{aid he had no Orders to ſtay for an Anſwer, [ Ex, Pag. 
Mrs, Good. A Woman's Hand! | 


Reads, Mr. 'Goodvile* s Jour ney out of Town is but a 
Pretence : He is jealous of you ana Mr, Truman, you 


will find him anon return'd in hopes to ſurprize ycu 10. 


gether. Tho he has truſted me with the Secret, and ollig 
mme to aſſiſt him in it; yet I would endeavour by this Di: 
cover) to perſuade you "that Lam your realServant,V iftoria, 

Poſiſcript, Beware of Malogene, for he's appointed the 
Spy to betray you. 85 


n cls; done, Viftoria, and I'll ſtudy rode 
ſerve it of thee ; Now, if 1 plague not this wiſe jealous 
 Husband of mine, let all Wives curſe me, and OCuckolds 

laugh at me! Fiddles lead in! Mr. Caper and Mr. Saunter, 

pray wait on my Lady; and entertain her a little : I 

tollow you preſently. | 

L. Squeam, Come Mr. Caper will you walk e 
Caper. A Coranto Madam? 

L. Squeam, Ay ten thouſand, ten thouſand, Mr. Saut 
ter, 1 would be always near you two! Oh tor a Große 

now, and a purling Brook with that delightful charming 

Voice of yours! Come let us walk and ſtudy. which way 

. to divert our ſelves. | 


Caper. Allons! for Love and Pleaſure: By theſeHands 7 


Saun. By thoſe Eyes. 
L. Squeam, Oh no more! no more: I ſhall be loſt in 
Happineſs ! | 2 [ uExeunt. 
: ; Mrs. Cod. 


— = ©, — to 6 
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Mrs. Good. SG, this Conſort of Fools ſhall be the Cho- 
rus to my Farce; now all the Malice, Ill-Nature, Falſ- 
hood and Hypocriſy of my Sex inſpire me. 
Camilla be ſent for inſtantly, ſhe ſhall join with me in 


| will be here with Mr. Truman: 
Enter Mr, Truman, 
Trum. And think you, Madam, he durſt not anſiver a 
fair Lady's Challenge without a Second? 


Hectors in fighting, that bluſter, rant, and make a Noiſe 


prove enant Daſtards, and good for nothing. 
Trum. But, Madam, you ſhould find I dare do ſome- 
thing, would you but be civil and ſtand your Ground.) 


Mrs, Good, What think you tho of a Cut-throat Huſ- 


ud now behind the Hangings: what would become of 
do chen? 


Lum. Wpilſt I have ſuch Beaury e on my ſi ſ 5 nothing 
can hurt me. 


Mrs. Good, Then, Sir, prepare your ſelf; Mr. Good- 


paſt between us. His Journey out of Town was but a 


catch us together. 0 


under Ground are as blind as they are buſy: Let him run 
ings out, and loſe him in the Maze. 

Mrs. Good. Then if you wiſh to preſerve me your's, 
join with me to Day in my Deſign, which is, if poſlible, 
o make him mad, work him up to the height of furious 
ouſpicion, and at that Moment when he thinks his Jea- 
louſy moſt juſt, baffle him out of it; And let the World 


tlamphanc thing a Wife, and her Guardian Angel Lover. 


Ham. But Mr. Goodvile, Madam, has 2 and ſo good 
il Opinion of it [OD comms: 


—— — 


5 0 : 
Not. . O 


Lettice ! ſee 


my Revenge, ſhe has Reaſon ; Mr. Palentine, I ſuppoſe, : 


Mrs. Good, You would pretend, I'll warrant you, to be 
very tout, You Hectors in Love are as errant Cheats as 


for the preſent; but when they come to the Bus' neſs, 


vile is really jealous, and miſtruſts all or more than has 
Pretence, but we ſhall ſee him inſtantly i in Expectation to 
Tram, Fear him not, Madam, theſe Moles that work 


on in his dull Jealouſy, whilſt we- (till find new Wind: | 


now how dull a Tool a Husband is, compar'd with that 


Mrs, Goed, 4; 


: — 2 P ͤ ·˙—ꝓ—ß—öͤ— 1 Sz 
_ 0 n 2 — 8 2 . — — — — IA 
1 ts a AE ER Log als en „ . ——— + — os £ X20 — — 
x pe „ DA . — — = _ Y 
3 5 2 _ — — —— — ES ——— _ . 1 IT a — — 
r 2 * n 8 r IEC gt WE ont. E 8 " L 
A Fa — r © SO ING e > 
_ - — 0 2 4 N o A 
— A 1 8 


HET; 
„ 
_ — ” 4 — 2 1 


— ACA ET” 2 


8 
— 
—— 4 


— 


8 


314 FRIENDSHIP 2 FASHION. 
- Mrs, Good. Tis that ſhall be his Ruin: Were he a Foo 
he were not worth the Trouble of deceiving. 
Trum. Dear Jewel of my Soul, proceed then and prof- 
per. But what muſt be my Part? 
Mrs. Good. To ſecure Malagene. That il!-natur'd Yi. 
lain has betray'd us, and is appointed by Goodvile chief 
Inſtument in the Diſcovery : He has Cowardice enough to 
ſell his Soul to buy off a Beating : He never told Truth 
enough to be beliey'd once fo long as he lives. Get hin 
— but in your Power, and he ſhall own more Villanies than 
| ever were in his Thoughts to commit, or the Necelliy 
of our Affair can invent to put upon him. 
Trum. And Ill be ſure of him, or may I never taſte 
thoſe Lips again, but be condemn'd to caſt Miſtreiſes in 
the Side-Box at the Play-houſe, or what is worſe, take up 
with a Sempſtreſs, and drudge for Cuffs and Crayats, - 
7 Enter Malagene, * Ps 
| Mrs. Good, Here he comes! 

Trum. Oh Monſitur Malagene, welcome! 
Mal. Jack Truman, your humble Servant. 

Trum. Whither ſo faſt, I beſeech you, Sir! a Word 
with you, a Word with you. LS, 
Mal. Why, can I do any Thing for thee? Haſt thou 
any Buſineſs for me? Prithee what is it? „ 

Trum. Sir, you mult lye for me. 
Mal. Ha, ha, ha. Is that all? 
Trum. Nay, Sir, you muſt. = 
Mal. Any Thing in a civil Way or ſo, Jack: but no- 
thing upon Compulſion, Lad: Prithee, let me do nothing 
upon Compulſion, prithee now. 5 
Trum. Then Sir, to be brief, this is the Buſineſs; G1: 
vile I hear has been inform'd by you of what paſt in te 
Garden laſt Night; how durſt you be ſo impudent as 088 , 
- Pry into my Secrets, where I was concern'd ? fent 1 
Mal. Why look you Jack, Curioſity you know, and be pr 
natural Inclination which I have 
Trum. To pimping. „„ 61 
Mal. Confound me, Jack, thou art much in the right: 
I believe thou art a Witch. I knew as well Man 
Trum. What did you know? e 


—— 


honeſt Fellow: Ah Rogue, prithee kiſs me: The Rogue's 
out of Humour. , 


Tram. No, Sir; I dare not uſe you ſo like a Friend, : 


you muſt deſerve it better firſt, . ; 


Mal. Look you Fack, the Truth of the Buſineſs is, I am 


beſpoke ; But the Love I have to fee the Buſineſs go for- 
ward may perſuade me to much. | he 


Trum. Then preſently reſolve entirely to diſown and 


abjure ail the Intelligence you gave Goodvile, or promiſe 
to your ſelf, that wherever next I meet you, I'll cut your 
Throat upon the Spot, 5 ne 

Mal. But hark you, Fack, how ſhall I come off with 


the Buſineſs? I ſhall be kick'd and us'd very ſcurvily : For | 


the Truth is, I did tell—— _ 
Trum. What did you tell? 


Mal. Why, I told him, you Knave. I won't tell, you 


litle cunning Cur, I told him all, Man, 


Trum. All, Scree 5 5 | 
Mal. Ay, häng me like a Dog, all. But, Madam, you 


muſt pardon me, there was not a Word of it true. 
Trum. And what do you think to do with your ſelf? 


Mal. Do? why I'll deny it all again Man, every Word 


Wh of it, as impudently as ever I at firſt affirmed it: May 
be he'!] kick me, and beat me, and uſe me like a Dog, 
Man — That's nothing, nothing at all, Man, I do not 
value it this. [ Pulls out a Jew's Trump, and plays. 
Trum. And this Sir, you'll ſtand to. 
Mal. If I do not, hang me up for a Sign at a Baudy- 
Houſe-Door : In the mean Time I'll retire and peruſe a 


rum. Nay, Sir, you are not to ſtir from me. 
Enter Lettice. oh 5 
Let. Oh, Madam, ſhift for your ſelf, Madam Victoria 


- 


he pretends to come a Maſquerader, 


Flat an excellent Fellow might I have been? Some Men 
now with my Stock of Honeſty, and a little more Gra- 
'ity, would have made a Fortune. Well, I baye been a 

| Mts ad Rene lazy 
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Mal. Why, I knew thee to be an arch Wag, and an 


young Lampoon, which I am lately the happy Father of. 


ſent me to tell you that my Maſter is return'd, and that 


Mal, Well, ſince it muſt be fo, I'll deny all indeed; 


x * 


—— — > — — ——— — — — 
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lazy Rogue; and never knew till now that I was fit fo 
Bus'neſs. _ | DS 
| Mrs, Good, Mr, Goodvile in Maſquerade, ſay you? 
| Let. Yes, Madam, and two Women with him; Madam, 
they are juſt now alighted. "3 
Mrs. Good. Women with him! nay, then he comes tri. 
_ umphanily indeed. Mr. Truman, do you retire with Ma. 
lagene, VII ſtay here and receive this Machiavel in Dil. 


ſee 
aten 
dien 
that 
ſhot 


2 
guiſe. Now, once more let me invoke all the Arts of G 
Affectation, all the Revenge, the counterfeit Paſſions, pre- my 

| tended Love, pretended Jealouſy, pretended Rage, and in WM bus 
ſum the very Genius of my Sex to my Aſſiſtance. own 
5 Enter Goodvile, and others mas k'd. Wit 
So! here they come: Now this Throw for all my future WM Chil 
Peace. Who waits there? | BY 

e Enter Servants. G 
Good. Madam, you'll excuſe this Freedom. ors. 
Mrs. Good, You oblige me by uſing it: Let all the Com-. E. 
pany know that theſe Noble Perſons of Quality have ho- 
nour'd me with their Preſence: Let the Fiddles be ready, and M. 
ſee the Banquet prepar'd ; and let Mr. Truman come to me :nd « 
inſtantly 4 I cannot live a Minute, a Moment without him. WM com: 
Good. Delicate Devil ! 5 6 
Mrs. Good. Sir! let me beg your Patience for a Mo- eh 
ment, whilſt I go and put Things in order fit for your ſtall 
Reception. . OT ws [Exit Roo: 
Good. Footmen |! take care that the Engines which [WU 5: 
have order'd be ready when I call for em. Truman, Wi Vear 
ſee, is a Man of punctual Aſſignation; and my Wife is Ege: 
Perſon very adroit at theſe Matters: ſome bot · brain % 2; 
Horn-mad Cuckold now would be for cutting of Throats 8M unnc 
but I am reſolved to turn a civil, ſober, diſcreet Perſon WM G. 
and hate Blood-ſhed : No, I'll manage the Matter ſo tem M. 
perately, that I'll catch her in his very Arms, then civil: hap 

_ diſcard her Bag and Baggage, whilſt you my dainty Doxieh aun 
take Poſſeſſion of her Privileges, and enter the TerritogMiteir | 

ries with Colours flying. Heaſu 
1 Vom. And ſhall I keep my Coach, Mr. Goodvile * WM 6: 
Good. Ay and ſix, my lovely Rampant. Nay, thou u. 
ſhalt every Morning ſwoop the Exchange in Triumph, c ih 
5 ho | bores lee o (ez 


3 
— 
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{ze what guady Bauble thou canſt firſt grow fond of: And 


afier Noon at the Theatre exalted in a Box, give Au- 
dience to ev'ry trim amorous twiring Fop of the Corner, 


that comes thither to make a Noiſe, hear no Play, and 5 


ſhow bimſelf; thou ſhalr, my Bona Reba, 
2 Wom. But Mr, Goodvile, what ſhall I do then? 
Good, Oh thou! thou ſhak be my more peculiar Punk, 
my Houſe-keeper, my neceſſary Sin: manage all the Af- 
fürs of my Eftate and Family, ride up and down in my 
own Coach, attended by my own Footmen ; noſe my 


Chidren, Ob, what a delicious Life will this be! 


Good, On, the Proceſſion's coming, put on your Vi- 
20rs, and obſerye the Ceremony. 1 
Enter Truman, Mrs. Goodvile, Caper, Saunter, Lady 
Squeamiſh, Camilla, with Fiddles, a Letter. 
Mis, Good. Mr. Caper, Mr. Saunter, you are the Life 
ind Sou! of all good Company; command me any thing, 
command my Houſe, that and all Freedom are yours, 


ſhall you and I touſe and tumble together in the Drawing- 
om hard by for half an Hour or ſo? ha? [Cuts 


a) tie? Let me ſee how you are furniſh'd ; 


5 WM cannot ſupply me. „ 5 
ni ©2294. So; ſure this muſt come to ſomething anon. 


1 i happy Day might this be ! but he is melancholy and for- 
bon in the Country, ſummoning in his Tenants and 


ober Rents, that ſhining Pelf that muſt ſupport me in my 
WM! afurcs. ; 7 | 


Good, Is he then, Madam, ſo kind a Husband ? 


Mrs. Good. Oh, the moſt indulgent Creature in the 
te 


3 


Vile where'er you meet, and if I had any, breed my 


Hon. Hear you Sir ; the Fiddles ? [Fiddles without. 


Caper. Maſques, my Life, my Joy, my Top of Happi- 
nels ! Sir, your humble Servant: by your Leave, Madam, 


daun. Fa toldara, toldara, exc. Ah Madam, what do you 
era Maſque for? Have you never a Noſe, or but one 


2 Worn, Sir, if 1 want any thing, 'tis to be doubted you 


Mrs. Good, Ab, were but Mr. Goodvile here now, what 


Vorld ! what Husband but he, Mr. Truman, would have 

2 ſeaſonably withdrawn, and left me Miſtreſs of ſuch Free- 
om? To ſpend my Days in Triumph as 1 do, to _ 

| | — eee e 
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fice my ſelf, my Soul, and all my Senfe to you, the Lord 
of my all Joys, my Conqueror and Protector? 
Cam. Heay'ns, Madam, you'll provoke him beyond a 
Patience. 5 | Fe 1 
Mrs, Good. Who, Mr. Goodvile! which Way ſhall i 
reach his Knowledge ? no, we'll be as ſecret 
Trum. As we are happy. So ſubtlely lay the Scene of 
all our Joys, that Envy or Malice, nay the very Husband 
himſelf and Malagene to boot, well hir'd to the Buſineß, 


Thail ne'er diſcover us. 
Mrs. Good. Oh diſcover us! a Husband diſcover us! 


Were he indeed as jealous as he has Reaſon, I could no] 


more apprehend Diſcovery than a Kindneſs from him, 
Good. This Impudence is ſo rank, that I can hold no 
longer. Say you ſo, Madam? [He unmaiks 
Mrs. Good, Oh a Ghoſt ! a Ghoſt! ſave me, ſave me, 
Mr. Truman, ſee, ſee Mr. Goodvile's Spirit: Sure ſome 
baſe Villain has murder'd him, and his angry Ghoſt is 
come to revenge it on me, . 
Good. No Madam, fear nothing. I am a very harmlels 
Goblin, tho you are a little ſhock'd at the Sight of me. 
Caper, Ha, ha, ha, Goodvile return d? Dear Fran! 
Ssaun. Honeſt Goodvile, thou ſeeſt, dear Soul, we at 
free here in thy Abſence. | 
| Good, I ſee you are, Gentlemen, and ſhall take an O 
| Portunity to return the Favour. Footmen be ready. 
Mrs. Good. But is it really Mr. Goodvile then! let mi 
receive him to my Arms; welcome ten thouſand, thou 
ſand, thouſand Times, Dear Sir, how does my Piclut 
. In the Gallery do ? 1 85 28 | 
Good, Oh Madam, it look'd fo very charmingly, that Ita 
no Power to ſtay longer from the dear loving Original 
Mrs. Good. So now begins the Battle, 
Good, Well Madam, and for your Sett of Fools bet 
10 what End and Purpoſe have you decreed them in i 
new Model of your Family ? 1 hope you have not deſig 
ed dem for your own Uſe. > 
Mrs. Good, Why Sir, methinks you ſhould not grua 
me a Coxcomb or two to paſs away the Time witha], fi 
you had taken your dearer Conyeration from me. 


Gl 
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Good. No Madam, I underſtand your Diet better: A. 
Fool is too ſquab and tender a Bite for you fierce Appe- 
tite: You are for a ſubſtantial Diſh, a Man of Heat and 
Honour, ſuch as Mr. Truman 1 know is, and 1 doubt 
not will do me Reaſon, 1 | 
Fram. Ay, Sir, whenever you'll demand it, : 

Mes. Good, Nay Sirs, no quarrelling I beſeech you; 
what would you be at, Sir? | 

G-0d, At reſt, Madam; like an honeſt Snail ſhrink up 
my Horns into my Shell, and if poſſible hold a quiet Poſ- 
ſelllon of it, 

Mrs. Good, 1 hope I have done nothing that may diſturb 
your Quiet, Sir. | | | 


pollib'e that any thing ſhould difturb me? a Sot, a Beetle, 


faſhion all your Falſhood on, whilſt I muſt till be ſtupid, 
bear my Office, and never be diſturb'd, I——o— | 


| Mrs, Good, So, now your Heart is opening; and for 


10 Eaſe I'll give it a little Vent my ſelf : You are jea- 
bos, alas! jealous of Truman, are you? 


God. And I have no Reaſon Madam, tho I come and 


cach you in his Arms, rolling and throwing your wanton 
Eyes like Fireballs at his Heart? Oh, what an indulgent 
Creature's Mr. Good vile / ſo ſeaſonably to withdraw, and 
leave you Miſtreſs of ſuch Freedom: To ſpend your Days 
in Triumph as you do, to facrifice your ſelf, your Soul, 
ad Senſe to him, the Lord of all your Joys, your Con- 
uy queror and Protector. = | 
i Mrs, Good, 1 am glad to find my Plot ſo well ſucceed : 
| knew of your Jealouſy laſt Night, knew too your Jour- 
108 iy out of Town was but a Pretence, in hope to return 
and ſurprize me with Truman. I was informed too of 
your Return but now, and your Diſguiſe ; I knew you 
thro” it ſo ſoon as I ſaw you, and therefore I acted all 
that Fondneſs to Truman before your Face, It was all 
the Reyenge I had within my Power. | 


Garden laſt Night? were you not there ſo openly, that 


even the broad Eyes of Fools might ſee? 
O 4 | ; Mrs. 


4 
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G:cd, Nothing Madam, nothing in the leaſt; how is it / 


a D:oan of a Husband, a mere Utenſil; a Block for you to 


Good, Can you deny your being with Truman in the 
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Mrs. Good, What Fool? What Villain bave you, dares 
- accuſe me? | T1 
Good, One, who tho be rarely told Truth before, wil 
be ſure to do it now; Aalagene, your Kinſman Mala. 
gene, a hopeſul Branch of your own Stock. 
Trum. The Raſcal dares not own it, 
Good, But he ſhall Sir, tho you protect him. 
Trum. Twas baſely done to ſet a Spy upon your Friend, 
alter the Trick you had play'd me with Vittoria. 
Good, Baſely done! 5 
Trum. Yes, baſely Sir. | 
Good, Death, you lye Sir! why do I trifle thus when 
I have a Sword by my Side? os 
Caper, Nay, look you Frank; you had better be patient, 
Here ſhali be nothing done, therefore pray put up. 
| | Enter Valentine. ON 
Tal, What, again quarrelling? Good vile, this muſt not 
be. Truman is my Friend, and if he has done you wrong, 
1M engage ſhall] make you Satisfaction. a 
Saun. Ay, ay, prithee Man, take ſome other Time, and 
don't quarrel now and ſpoil good Company. | 
Good, Death! you dancing, talking, mettled, friskin? 
Rogues, ſtand off! Oh I had forgot——Footmen, where 
are ye? | 5 ny | | 


Euter Pootmen, . 
Here, take away theſe Butterflies, and do ſpeedy Execuion 
upon em as I order'd ; do it inſtantly. = TT 
| 2 5 [They ſeize them. 
| Caper, Nay Frank! what's all this fort 
Saun. Nay Goodvile, prithee now, as I hope to live. 
„„ Enter Malagene. X 
_ Good, Away with 'em [Ex. with Caper and Saunter, 
| Now for Malagene-—— Oh, here he comes Madam, who 
will refreſh your Memory: ſpeak Sir, as you tender Life 
and Limb, whom did you ſee together in the Garden [al 
bo my 


Mal. Hal. no Body. 


Good. Were not Truman and my Wiſe there, to you! 
Knowledge, privately? ?: 


Mal. Ha, ha, ha- Child! no. 


Go 


f 
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Good. Did you not tell me that you overheard 'em 
whiſpering in the Grotto together? 

Mal. No. 

Good. Hell and Devils! this Fellow bas ac ramper'd 
withal, and inſtructed to abuſe me. This is all Contri- 
vance, a Rudy'd Scene to fool me of my Reaſon. 

Enter Footmen. | 

Here, take him hence and harneſs him wich the other two, 
til he confeſs the Truth, 

Mrs. Good. He ſhall not go, touch him who dares. 
Muſt People then be forc'd and tortur'd to accuſe ;me 
fa'ſly ? Ah Mr. Goodvile, how have I deſery'd this at your 
Hands? Let not my good Name be raviſh'd from me: If 
jou have reſolyv d to break my Heart, kill me now quickly, 
and put me out of pain [Mal. runs away. 

Good, Nay Madam, here is that hall yet convince | 
{zz here a Letter from your Loverle!t for you in a private 


Corner ; hear ws read it. And if you have Modeſty e- 
wugh left, bluſh, HE I 


Reads. if Goodvile goes out of Town this Morning, let me 
uf it, that I may wait on you, and tell you the reſt of 
17 Heart, For you do not know how much I love you yer. 

Truman, 


Mis. Good. Death and De eſtruction! it was all my own 
Conzizance : madded with your Jealouſy, 1 ſought all 
Ways to vex you. I counterleited it with my own Hand, 
and left it in a Place where you might be ſure to find it, 

To convince you farther, ſee here a Caution ſent me juſt 
before by one whom you have truſted and loved too much 
W's iy Jiet: Peruſe it, and when you have done, con- 
: lider hoy you have uſed me, and how I have deſerv'd it. 
% AY [Ges Victoria's Letter. 5 


Good. Reads, e out of Town—is a Pretence—— 


urn and ſurprize——=velieve by thit Diſeo vir yt Tur. 
ervan: Victoria. 2 232 


Vetoria, "AF ſhe betray'd n me? nay then, I pronounce there 
n Truſt nor Faith in the Sex. By Heay'n, in every + 
0 5 | Condi: — 
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<< they are Jilts, all falſe from the Baud to the 
abe, 5 
Mrs. Good. Now Sir, 1 hope 1 may withdraw; from 
this Minute never expect I'll ſee your Face again: No, 

I'M leaye you to be happy at your own Choice, Loye 
where you pleaſe, and be as free as if 1 ne'er had had 
Relation to you. I ſhall take care to trouble you no 
more, but wiſh you may be happier than ever ye ] 
made you. | 

Good, Stay Madam. N ; 

Mrs. Good. No Sir, I'll be gone; I will not ſtay a Mo. 
ment longer; inhuman, cruel, falſe Traitor! Wert thou 
now languiſhing on thy Knees, proſtrate at my Feet, ready 
to grow mad with thy own Guilt, I would not flop nor 
turn my Face to ſave thee from Deſpair. 7 
Good, You ſhall. . 

Mrs. Good, For what? . 

Good. To let the World ſee how much a Fool I can 
be: Art thou innocent? _ ne: 

Mrs. Good, By my Love I am; I never wrong'd you; 
but you have undone me, ruin'd my Fame and Quit, 
What Mouth will not be full of my Diſhonour ? Hence. 
forth let all my Sex remember me, when they'd uphraid 
Mankind for Baſeneſs: Ob, that I could diſſemble longer 
with you, that I might to your Torment perſuade you 
fill all your Jealouſies were juſt, and J as infamous 4 
you are cruel, _ [Ex. in a Raſt, 
Sood. Get thee in then, and talk to me no more; there's 
ſomething in thy Face will make a Foo! of mei and theres 
a Devil in this Buſineſs, which yet 1 cannot diſcover, 
| Traman, if thou haſt evjoy'd her, I beg thee keep it clok 
and if it be poſſible Jet us yet be your Friends. 

Trum. Tis not my Fault if we be Foes, 

Good, But now to my Fools; bring 'em forth, and [et 
us ſee how their new Equipage becomes em. Ob cen 
Valentine] how does the fair Camilla? LEE 

Val. Faith Sir, ſhe and I have been diſpatching a trifling 

Affair this Morning, commonly call'd Matrimony. 

Good, Marry'd ! nay, then there is ſome Comfort hes 


wat thou art fallen into the Snare Valentine or « 
| "he; 


oy f 
"ip 
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her, keep her as ſecret as thou woud'ſt a Murder hadſt thou 

committed one: Truſt her not with thy deareſt Friend; 

ſne has Beauty enough to corrupt him. 

Enter Caper and Saunter, their Hands ty'd behind em, 
Fools Caps on their Heads, Caper with one Leg ty'd 
up, and Saunter gag d. 

See here theſe Rogues how like hemſelyes they look, 

Now, you paltry Vermin, you Rats that run fqueaking 


W from Houſe to Houſe, up and down the Town; that n 


Man can eat his Bread in quiet for you: Take warning 
of what you feel, and come not near theſe Doors again 
on peril of Hanging, Here, diſcharge them of their Pu- | 
niſhment, and ſee em forth the Gates. 
Enter Lady Squeamiſh, Sir Noble Clumſey, and Victoria. 
L. Squeam. Oh Gallants, your humble Servant. Dear 
Mr. Goodvile, be pleas'd to give my Kinſman, Sir Noble, 
Joy: He has done himfelf the Honour to marry your 
Couſin Victoria, whom now I muſt be proud to call my 
Relation, ſince ſhe has accepted of the Title of my Tacy 
Clumſey. 


Clum. Ay Sir, I am marry'd, and will be drunk again 


100 before Night, as ſimply as ] ſtand here, 
Good, Sir Noble marry'd to Vittoria too! nay then in 
ſpite of Misfortunes. 


This Day ſpall be a Day of Jubilee. 
Good People all that my ſad Fortune ſee, 
1 beg you to take warning here by me; 
Marriage and Hanging go by Deſtiny, 
eil you gay young marry'd Blades, 
Beware and keep your Wives — Balls and Maſquerader. 


But firſt, 


[Ex, Omnes, 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken Dy Mrs. Barrey. 


W E L T Sirs, if now my Spouſe and 1 ſoould fart, 
To which kind Critick ſhall T give my Heart ? 


Stay let me look, not one in all the Place 
But has a ſeurvy froward damning Face. 
Have you reſolv'd then on the Poet's Fall? 
Go ye il-natur'd, ugly Devils all. 

The marry'd Sparks 1 know this Play will curſe 


For the Wife's ſake ; but ſome of em kate worſe. 
Poets themſelves their own ill luck have wrought, 


Wu ne'er had learnt, had not their Quarrels taught, 


But as in the diſturbance of a State, 

Each factious Maggot thinks of growing great : 

So when the Poets firſt had jarring Fits, 

Tou all ſet up for Criticks, and for Wits : 

Then ſtrait there came, which coſt your Mothers Pains, 
Songs and Lampoons in Litters from your Brains: 
Libels, like ſpurious Brats, ran up and down, 
Which their dull Parents were aſham'd to own ;, 
But vented em in others Names, like Whores. 
That lay their Baſtards down at honeſt Doors. 
For ſhame leave off this higling way of Wit, 
Railing abroad, and roaring in the Pit, 

Let Poets live in Peace, in Quiet write, 

Elſe may they all to puniſh you unite; - 

Join in one Force to ſtudy to abuſe ye, 

And teach your Wives and Miſſes how to uſe qe. 
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Quem recitas mens eſt, O Fidentine, libellus; 
Sed male cum recitas incipit eſſe tuus. 
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THE 


DEDICATION 


Mr. Bentley, 


ES Have often (during this Play's being in 


re- 


che Preſs) been importun'd for a 
face; which you, I ſuppoſe, would 
have ſpeak ſomething in Vindication 


of the Comedy : Now to pleaſe you, Mr. Pent- 
ley, J will as briefly as I can fpeak my Mind 


upon that Occaſion, which you may be pleas'd 


to accept of, both as a Dedication to your ſelf, 


and next as a Preface to the Book. 


And I am not a little proud, that it has hap- 5 
pen'd into my Thoughts to be the firſt who in 


theſe latter Years has made an Epiſtle Dedicatory 
to his Stationer: It is a Compliment as reaſon- 
able as it is juſt. For, Mr. Bentley, you pay ho- 
neltly for the Copy ; and an Epilile to you is a 
ſort of an Acquaintance, and may be probably 
welcome; when to a Perſon of higher Rank and 


Order, it looks like an Gbligation for Praiſes, 


which he knows he does not deſerve, and there- 

fore is very unwilling to part with ready Money 

for. | V | 
As to the Vindication of this Comedy, between 


Friends and Acquaintance, I believe it is poſſible, 
that as much may be ſaid in its bebalf, as here- 


tofore has been for a great many others. But of 


all the apiſh Qualities about me, I have not that 
of being fond of my own Iflue ; nay, I muſt con- 


tels my ſelf a very unnatural Parent, for when 
it is once brought into the World, een let the 


Brat ſhift for it ſelf, I ſay. — 
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The Objections made againſt the Merit of this 


poor Play, I muſt confeſs, are very grevious. 


Firſt, ſays a Lady that ſhall be nameleſs, be. 


caufe the World may think civilly of her; Fogh! 
ch Sherreu, tis ſo filthy, ſo baudy, no modeſt 
Woman ought to be ſeen at it: Let me die, it 
has made me ſick. When the World lyes, Mr. 


Bentley, if that very Lady has not eaſily digeſted | 


a much ranker Morſel in a little Ale-houſe to- 
wards Paddington, and never made a Face at it. 
But your true Jilt is a Creature that can extract 
Baudy out of the chaſteſt Senſe, as eafily as a 
Spider can Poiſon out of a Roſe: They know true 
Baudy, let it be ever ſo much conceal'd, as per- 
fectly as Falſtaff did the true Prince by Inſtinct. 
They will ſeparate the true Metal from the Allay, 
let us temper it as well as we can: ſome Women 
are the Touch-ſtones of Filthineſs. Tho I have 
| heard a Lady (that has more Modeſty than any 
of thoſe She-Criticks, and T am ſure more Wit) 
Tay, She wonder'd at the Impudence of any of 
her Sex, that would pretend: to underſtand- the 
thing call'd Baudy. So Mr. Bentley, for ought 
[ perceive, my Play may be innocent yet, and 
the Lady miſtaken in pretending to the Know- 


ledge of a Myſtery above her; tho, to ſpeak 


honeſtly, ſhe has had beſides her Wit a liberal 


Education ; and, if we may credit the World, 


has not buried her Talent neither. 
This is, Mr. Bentley, all I can ſay in behalf of 


my Play: Wherefore I throw it 2 Arms; 


make the beſt of it you can; praiſe it to your 
Cuſtomers; ſell Ten Thouſand of them, if poſ- 


fible, and then you will compleat the Wiſhes of 


Your Friend and Servant, 


THo, OTWAY. 


\ * 


K 


N 


PROLOGUE, by the Lord Falkland: 

* Orſaken Dames, with leſs concern, reflect 

On their inconſtant Heroes cold neglett, 

Than we (provor'd by this ungrateful Age) 
Bar the hard Face of our abandon'd Stage; 
With Grief we ſee you raviſh'd from our Arms, 
And curſe the ſecble Virtue of our Charm, 
Curſe your faiſe Hearts, for none ſo falſe as they, 
Aud curſe the iFyes that ſtole thoſe Hearts away. 
Remember, faithleſs Friends, there was a time, 
(But oh the ſad Remembrance of our Prime !) 
ien to our Arms with eager Joys ye flew, 
Aud we believ'd your treach'rous Hearts as true 
Ar Cer was Nymph of ours to one of You, . 
But a more poꝛ Hul * Saint enjoys ye now; * Pope Joan. 
Fraught with ſweet Sins and Abſolutions too : 3 25 
To her are all your pious Vous addreſt, 
She's both your Loves, and your Religion's Teſt, 
The faireſt Prelate of her Time, and beſt. 

Ve own her more deſerving far than we, 
A juſl Excuſe for your Inconſtancy. 
Tit *rwas unkindly done to leave us ſo; 
| [ir]? to betray with Love, and then undo, 

A horrid Crime y' are all addicted 
Too ſoon, alas! your Appetites are cloy'd, 
And Phillis rules no more, when once enjoy d: 
But all raſh Oaths of Love and Conſtancy, 
With the too. ſhort forgotten Pleaſures die: 
Whilſt ſhe, poor Soul, robb'd cf her rareſt Eaſe, 
Str! drudges on, with vain Deſire to pleaſe 
And reſtleſs follows you from place to place, 
Fir Tributes due to her Autumnal Face. 
Deſerted thus by ſuch ungrateful Mev, 
How can we hope you'll der return agen? 
Here's no new Charm to tempt ye as beſore, 
Wit now's our only Treaſure left in fiore,, 
And that's a Coin will paſs with you no more: 
Tou who ſuch dreadful Bullies would appear, 
(Irue Bullies ! quiet when there's Danger near ) 
»HEW Your greas Souls, in damning Poets here. 
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; Captain Beangard, Mr. Betterton, 
! Conriine, Mr. Smith. 
| Sir Dauy* as. Mr. Nokes. 


Sir Folly Jumble, Mr. Leigh. 
1 Fousbin, a Servant T Mr Fever. 

| Beaugard, : 
Blood). Bone, Mr. Ric hard 
Vermin., a Servant to 


1 Sir — fa boy. 


WOMEN 


. 
Sytvia, _ Mrs. Price. 
Maid. 


E ohnen 


; A Conſtable and Watch, : 
| SCENE, LO NDON. 1 
| a 


Soldiers Fortune. 


T SCENE 5 


2 


Euter Beaugard, Courtine, and Fourbin. 
B E AU AR D. 1 
Pox o' Fortune! Thou art always teaaing 
me about Fortune: Thou riſeſt in a Morning 
with ill luck in thy Mouth; nay, never 
eateſt a Dinner, but thou ſigheſt two Hours 


6 Is after it, with thinking where to get the 
xt, Fortune be damn'd ſince the World's ſo wide. 


Cour. As wide as it is, *tis ſo throng'd and cramm'd 


with Knaves and Fools, that an honeſt Man can hardly 
| get a living in it. „% | = 
Beau. Do, rail, Courtine, do: it may get thee Employ- 
ment. | 55 og 
Cour, At you I ought to rail; *twas your Fault we left 
our Employment abroad, to come home and be loyal : 
and now we as loyally ſtarve for it. | 


Beau, Did not thy Anceſtors do it before thee, Man? 
| tell thee, Loyalty and Starving are all one. The old 


Cayaliers 


LTC. . 
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Cavaliers got ſuch a Trick of it in the King's Exile tha: 


1 ſhall be ere long as greaſy as an Alſatian Bully; this a 


ther- beaten Peruque, dirty Linen, and to compleat the 


enough for any induſtrious Fellow to live comfortably 


his nauſeous Nonſenſe in hopes to get him, than 1 would 
be a Drudge to an old Woman with rheumatick Eyes, 


me, and I'll bring thee into good Company, Families, 
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their Poſterity could never thrive ſince, | 
Cour. 'Tis a fine Equipage 1 am lik'd to be reduc'd to; 


flopping Hat, pinn'd up on one fide, with a ſandy wes. 


Figure, a long ſcandalous Iron Sword jarring at my Heels; 


te] 
HERE: . To: 2 | W 
Beau. Snarling, thou meaneſt, like its Maſter, fo; 


Cour. My Companion's the worthy Knight of the mot 
Noble Order of the Poſt : Your Peripatetick Philoſophers f 
of the Temple-walks, Rogues in Rags, and yet not ho. dr 
neſt; Villains that underyalue Damnation, ſtill forſivear 
themſelves for a Dinner, and hang their Fathers for half 


Beau. I am aſham'd to hear a Soldier talk of Starving, 
Cour. Why, what ſhall 1 do? I can't ſteal 
Beau. Tho thou canſt not ſteal, thou haſt other Vice 


| th 


upon. OR os „„ 

Cour. What wouldſt thou have me turn Raſcal, and 
run cheating up and down the Town for a livelihood ! ! 
would no more keep a Blockhead company, and endure 


bollow Teeth, and ſtinking Breath, for a Penſion : Of all 
Rogues 1 would not be a Foolmonger. 7 
Beau. How well this Niceneſs becomes thee ! I'd fin 
ſee thee een turn Parſon in a Pet, o'purpole to rail at all 
thoſe Vices which 1 know thou naturally art fond of. 
Why ſurely an old Lady's Penſion need not be ſo deſpict- 
ble in the Eyes of a disbanded Officer, as times go, Friend, 
Cour. I am glad, Bzawgard, you think ſo. 
Beau, Why thou ſhalt think ſo too, Man ; be rul'd by 


Courtine, Families, and ſuch Families, where Formality's 
a ſcanda), and Pleaſure is the Bus'neſs; where the Women 
are all wanton, and the Men are all witty, you Rogue. 
Cour. What ſome of your Worſhip's Wapping Acquain- 
tance, that you made laſt time you came over for Recrui 
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and ſpirited away your Landlady's Daughter a Volunteer- 
ing with you into France. 

Beau. I'll bring thee, Courtine, where Cuckoldom's in 
credit, and Leudneſs laudable, where thou ſhalt wallow 
in Pieaſures and Preferments, revel all day, and every 
Night lie in the Arms of melting Beauty, ſweet as Roſes, 
and as Springs refreſhing. _ 

Cour. Prithee don't talk thus; I had rather thou wouldſt 
tell me where new Levies are to be rais'd: a Pox of 
Whores, when a Man has not Money to make em com- 

fortable. | 
| Bray, That ſhall ſhower upon us in abundance; and 


| for inſtance, know to thy everlaſting Amazement, all this 
dropt out of the Clouds to Day ! 


Cour. Ha! Gold by this Light! 

Four. Out of the Clouds ! ; 

Beau, Ay, Gold! does it not ſmell of the ſweet Hand 

| that ſent it? ſmell-—ſmei] you Dog- [To Fourbin. 
Fourbin ſmells to the handful of Gold, and 8 8 
up ſome pieces in his Mouth. 

Four. Truly, Sir of heavenly Sweetnels, and very re- 

ffeſhing. | 

Cour, Dear 3 if thou haſt any good Nature in 
thee; if thou wouldſt not have me hang my ſelf before 
my ime, tell me where the Devil haunts that helpt thee 
io this, that I may go make a Bargain with him preſently.s 
Speak, ſpeak, or I am a loſt Man. 

Beau, Why thou muſt know this Devil, which I have 
given my Soul to already, and muſt I ſuppoſe have my Bo- 
{dy very ſpeedily, lives I know not where, and may for 
ought I know be a real Devil; but if it be, tis the beſt 
Inatur'd Devil underBeelzebub's Dominion,that Pl ſwear to. 
Cour. But how came the Gold, then? 

Beau. To deal freely with my Friend, I am lately hap- 
pen'd into the Acquaintance of a very Reverend Pimp, 


as fine a diſcreet, ſober, grey-bearded old Gentleman as 


ne would wiſh, as good a natur'd publick-ſpirited Per- 
ſon as the Nation hoſds; one that is never ſo happy as 
nen he is bringing good People together, and promo- 

ing civil Underlanding betwixt the Sexes; Nay, * 

than 
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tban want Employment, he will go from one end of the 
Town to t'other, to procure my Lord's little Dog to be 
civil to my Lady's little languiſhing Bitch. 
Cour. A very worthy Member of the Commonwealth: . 
Beau. This noble Perſon one day but Fourbin can h 
give you a more particular Account of the matter. Sweet 
Sir, if you pleaſe tell us the Story of the firſt Encounter 
betwixt you and Sir Folly Jumble; you muſt know that's 
bis Title. : : | vn Ik IR 
fl Four. Sir, it ſnall be done—Walking one Day upon Will . 
" the Piazza about 'three of the Clock i' th' Afternoon, to : 


well inform him I was a Perſon of no inconſiderable Quz XY 


i} get me a Stomach to my Dinner, I chanc'd to encounter N 
i a Perſon of goodly Preſence, and worthy Appearance; his 0 
3 Beard and Hair white, grave and comely, his Countenance 

j ruddy, plump, ſmooth and chearful ; who perceiving me Wil .. 
q alſo equipt, as I am, with a Mien and Air which might I e 


i 
: lity, came very reſpeQfu'ly up to me, and after the uſual 
" Ceremonies between Perſons of Parts and Breeding had 
] T paſt, very humbly enquired of me what it was a Clock— 
I preſently underſtood by the Queſtion that he was a Man 8 
| of Parts and Buſineſs, told him, I did preſume it was at 
; moſt but nicely turn'd of three, „„ 
Beau. Very Court- like, civil, quaint, and new, I think, 
Four, The freedom of Commerce encreaſing, after , 
ö ſome little inconſiderable Queſtions pour paſſer le tem, M be 
and ſo, he was pleaſed to offer me the courteſy of a Glas 
of Wine: I told him I very ſeldom drank, but if he ſo 
| | pleas'd, I would do my ſelf the Honour to preſent hin I u 
with a Diſh of Meat at an Eating-Houſe hard by, where 
I had an Intereſt, _ oY 
Cour. Very well: I think this Squire of thine Bea. Wl 
gard, is as accomplſh'd a Perſon as any of the Employ: c 
ment I ever ſaw. CO IE | bn 
Beau. Let the Rogue go on. ar 
Four. In ſhort we agreed and went together: 4s 
ſoon as we entered the Room, I am your moſt humble ſei 
Servant, Sir, ſays he— I am the meaneſt of your In 
Vaſſals, Sir, ſaid I—————1 am very happy in lighting E be 
into the Acquaintance of ſa worthy a Gentleman þ- bis / 
2 = 7 55 2 7 
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you appear to be, Sir, ſaid he again—— Worthy, Sir Jol- 


kiſs your Hands from the bottom of my Heart, which I 
ſhall be always ready to lay at your Feet, 


Four, Nothing, he had nothing to ſay; his Senſe was 
tranſported with admitation of my Parts: ſo we fat down, 
and after ſome pauſe, he defired to know by what Title 
he was to diſtinguiſh the Perſon that had ſo highly ho- 


noured him. | 


were. 


Four, Sir, you may make as bold with your poor Slave 
told him thoſe that knew me well 
were pleas'd to call me the Chevalier Fourbin, that I was 


15 you pleaſe 


a Cadet of that antient Family the Fourbinois; and that 
[ had the honour of ſerving the great Monarch of France 


Troops in that Service, one Captain Beaugard, 
Beau. Oh, Sir, you did me too much honour. What 


a true-bred Rogue's this! Es 


Cour, Well, but the Money, Fourbin the Money. 
Four, Beaugard, hum Beaugard ſays he!—ay it muſt 


7 . 


a dark brown full fac'd——yes——a ſly ſubtle ob- 
ſerving Eye? — the ſame— a ſtrong- built well-made 
Man: right. a deviliſn fellow for a Wench, a 


a Wench, I muſt be acquainted with him. 
Cour, But to the Money, the Money, Man, that's the 

thing I would be acquainted withal. e 
Beau. This civil Gentleman of the Chevalier's Acquain- 


wich the greateſt Eeſtaſy in the World, that was the thing 


his Acquaintance had ſome favourable Thoughts of 2 
1 an 


2 


, then came I upon him again on t'other fide (for you 
muſt know by that time I had grop'd on his Title) 1 


Cour. Well, Fourbin, and what reply'd the Knight then? 


Beau. That is as much as to ſay, Sir, whoſe Raſcal you 


in bis Wars in Flanders, where 1 contracted great Fami- 
liarity and Intimacy with a gallant Officer of the Engliſh 


be ſo.—a black Man, is he not ?—ay, ſays I, blackiſh— 


| deviliſh fellow for a Wench, I warrant him; a thundring 
Rogue upon occaſion, Beaugard / a thundringFellow for 


tance comes yeſterday Morning to my Lodging, and 
ſeeing my Picture in Miniature upon the Toilet, told me 


he came to me about: He told me there was a Lady of 


wWithbal, as well as with the Original. H. 


7 Ned, the Fates 


the Family is ready at the Door to cry, Heav'ns bleſs you, 
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and I gad, ſays he, ſhe's a Hummer; ſuch a Bona Rely Wil 


ba, ha, ha, So without more ado begs me to lend it hin WM * 
till Dinner, (for we concluded to eat together) ſo aun 

he ſcuttled with as great Joy as if he had found the Philo. WM it 

ſopher's Stone. EE en. | | M 

Cour. Very well. D 


Beau. At Locket's we met again: Where after a thou. Wild '9 
ſand Grimaces to ſhew how much he was pleaſed, in. Wi F 


| ſtead of my Picture, preſents me with the Contents 3. 


foreſaid ; and told me the Lady deſir'd me to accept of 
'em for the Picture, which ſhe was much tranſponed . 


Corr. H? — = 5 
Beau. Now, whereabouts this taking Quality lies in en 
me, the Devil take me Ned if I know : But the Fates, F.. 


Cour. A Curſe on the Fates! Of all Strumpets, Fortune] 
the baſeſt ; *cwas Fortune made me a Soldier, a Rogue n 
red, the Grievance of the Nation; Fortune made the Peace WMW''0 


| juſt when we were upon the Brink of a War; then For e. 
tune disbanded us, and loſt us two Months Pay: Fortune Fr. 
gave us Debentures inſtead of ready Money, and by yer Ws" 
good Fortune I fold mine, and loft heartily by it, in { 


hopes the grinding ill-natur'd Dog that bought it will neter >" 


get a Shilling for.. „ Fo 
Beau. Leave off thy railing for ſhame, it looks like 4 
Cur that barks for want of Bones. Come, Times may Ml + 


mend, and an honeſt Soldier be in faſhion again, 

Cour, Theſe greaſy, fat, unwieldly wheezing Rogues 
that live at home, and brood over their Bags, when a fit 
of Fear's upon em, then if one of us paſs but by, al 


Sir, the Laird go along with you. OY _ 
Beau. Ah good Men, what pity 'tis ſuch proper Genie: 
men ſhould eyer be out of Employment, „ | $i 


Cour. But when the Bus'neſs is over, then every Pariſh ne 
Baud that goes but to a Conventicle twice a Week, and e 


pays but Scot and Lot to the Pariſh, ſhall roar out, Fough, Mot 
ye louſy Red-coat Rake-heils! hout yeCaterpillars, ye Lo. g 


cults of the Nation; you are the Dogs that would enllae bo 
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us all, plunder our Shops, and raviſh our Daughters, ye 
Scoundrels. 

Beau. I muſt confeſs raviſhing ought to be regulated, 
it would deſtroy Commerce, and many a good ſober 
Matron about this Town might loſe the ſelling of her 
| Daughter's Maidenhead, which were a great Grieyance 
to the People, and a particular Branch of EYE loſt, 
robin. 

Four. Your 'Worſhip's Pleaſure? | 

Beau, Run like a Rogue as you are, and ry to find Sie 
Jolly, and deſire him to meet me at the Blue· Poſts i in the 

Hay-Market about Twelve; we'll dine together: I muſt 
inquire tarther into Yeſterday? s Adventure; in the mean 
WT cine, Ned, here's half the Prize to be doing withal ; old 
friends muſt preſerye Correſpondence; we have ſhar'd 
good Fortune together, and bad ſhall never part us. | 

Cour. Well, thou wilt certainly die in a Ditch for this: 
Haſt thou no more Grace: than to be a true Friend? 17 | 
o part with thy Money to thy Friend? I grant you, a 
Gen:leman may (ſwear and lye far his Friend, pimp for his 
Frend, hang tor his' Friend, and. ſo forth ; but to part 
vuh ready Money is the Devil. 

B-av. Stand aſide, either I am + il den. or yonder's 
Sir F-4y, coming: Now, Courtine, will 1 new thee the 
F.ower of Knighthoos. . Ab, Sir Jolly! 

Enter Str Jolly. | 

ir Fel, My Hero! my Darling! my 5 / how 
oy ou? Strong! wantod! Juſty ! rampant! hah, ab, 
bo! ſhe? . thine, Boy, odd ſhe' schine, plump, ſofr, ſmooth, 
van: on nah, ah, ah! Ah Rogue ah Rogue! here's 
20u'ders, here's Shape ! there's a Foot and Leg, here's 2 
o,, here's a Leg Qua- a- a· a. a. 

„ like a Cat, and ticlles Peauzard's Legs. 

N an old Goar's this? 

Child, Child, Child, who's that? 2 2 Friend of 

K 3 en * thine ? A pretty Fellow, odd a very 
ety Fellow, and, a ſtrong Dog LI warrant bim. How 
ot do, dear Heart ? 2 pri: hee let me kiſs thee, I I'll {wear | 
ad iow 1 will kiſs. thee ; by ba be, 2 he, be, a a Toad, 
2 oh Toa: ara- ad. 
. 


Bea 


— 


> 
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Beau. But the Lady, Sir Jolly, that Lady, how does 


the Lady, what ſays the Lady, Sir Jolly ? 


Sir Jol._ What ſays the Lady! why ſhe ſays—ſhe ſay;— 


odd ſhe has a delicate Lip, ſuch a Lip, ſo red, ſo hard, ſo 


plump, fo blub; I fancy I am eating Cherries every time 
J think on't—and for her Neck and Breaſts, and her— 
odds Life; Vil ſay. no more, not a Word more, but! 


know, I know S 


Beau. 1 am ſorry for that with all my Heart; do you 
know, ſay you, Sir, and would you put off your mum. 


bled Orts, your Offal upon me ?— _ : 


Sir Fol. Huſh; huſh, buſh! have a care; as I live and 


breathe, not L; alack and well-a-day,>1 am a poor old 
Fellow, decay'd and undone ; All's gone with me, Genie: 
men, but my good Nature; odd I love to know how 
Matters go tho now-and then, to ſee a pretty Wench and 


A 1 Fellow touze and rouze and frouze and mouze; 
odd J love a young Fellow dearly, faith dearly— 
Jour. This is the moſt extraordinary Rogue 1 ever met 


Beau. But Sir Jolly, in the firſt place, you muſt know, r 
1 have ſworn never to marry. ns e 
Sir Jol. 1 would not have thee, Man, I am a Batche- WW ti 


lor my ſelf, and have been a Whore-Maſter all my Lie; WM y 


beſides ſhe's married already Man, her Husband's an o, tc 


greaſy, untoward, ill-natur'd, ſlovenly, Tobacco-taking 
Cuckold; but plaguy jealous. e 
Beau. Already a Cuckold, Sir Jolly. 

Sir Jol. No, that ſhall be; my Boy, thou ſhalt mate m 
him one, and 1']} pimp for thee dear Heart; and ſhan't 1 lo 
bold the Door, ſhan't IJ peep? hab, ſhan't I, you Dey a 
you little Dog, ſnan't I — Pra 
Beau. What is't I'd not grant, to oblige my Patron? WF co 

Sir Jol. And then doſt thou hear, 1 have 2 Lodęing vo 
for thee in my own Houſe; doſt hear, old Soul, in JB 15 
vn Houſe ; ſhe lives the very next Door Man, there 

but a Wall to part her Chamber and thine; and then 108 = 
a peep-Hole, odds fiſh 1 have a peep-Hole for the: in 


Bean. But when, Sir Jolly # 1am in haſte, impaner 


bud I' ſhew thee, II ſhew thee—— 


+ 5 


, ͤ —K—T— «³rQwi ——__ 


The SOLDIERS FORTUNE. 339 
Sir Fol, Why this very Night, Man: * Rogue's in 
haſte, poor Rogue; but hear you. 
Cour. The matter? | | 10 

Sr Jol. Shan't we dine together? 

Beau. With all my Heart, 5 

Sir Jol. The Maw begins to empty, get you before, 
and beſpeak Dinner at the Biue- Pois; while I ſtay behind 
and gather up a Diſh of Whores for a Deſert, 

Cour. Be ſure that they be leud, drunken, tri ping 
Whores, Sir Folly, that won't be affected (queaai ans 
troubleſome | 

Sir Fol, I warrant you. 

Cour, I love a well diſcipha' d Whore that lens be 
Tricks of her Profeſſion with a Wink, like an old Soldier 
that underſtands all his Exerciſe by beat of Drum. 

Sir Fol. Ay Thief, ſay'ſt thou ſo! I muſt be better ac- 
quainted with that Fellow he has a notable Noſe, a hard 
brawny Carle—true and ruſty, and Mettle II warrant him. 

Beaa, Well, Sir Jolly, you'll not fail us? 15 

Sir Jol. Fail ye! am 1 a Knight ? bark ye Boys : I'll mul. 
ter this Evening ſuch aRegiment of rampant, roaring, royſte- 


rous Whores,that ſhall make more noiſe than if all the Cats 


in the 2ay- Market were in ConjunGtion: Whores yeRogues 
that ſhall {wear with you, drink with you, talk baudy with 
you. fight with you, ſcratch with you, lie with you, and go 

to the Devil with you. Shan't we be very merry, hah !— 

Cour, As merry as Wine, Women and Wickedneſs can 
make us, 

Sir Jol. Odd that's well ſaid again, very well ſaid; as 
merry as Wine, Women and Wickedrieſs can make us: I 
love a Fellow that is very wicked deatly; methinks there's 
a Spirit in him, there's à ſort of tantara rara; tantara 
rara, ah, ah-h-h; well, and won't ye, when the Women 
come, won't ye, and ſhall 1 nor ſee 4 little Sport amongſt. 
you ? well get ye gone; ah Rogues, ah Rogues, da, da, 
Il be with you, da, da [Ex. Beau. and Cour. 

Enter ſeveral Whores, and three Bullies, 
Bal. In the Name of Satan, what Whores are thoſe 
in their Copper trim, yonder? 

1 Whore, Well, I'll (wear, Madam, tis the fineſt 


Evening; I loye the Mall mighty. „5 
P 2 2 Bul. 
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2 Bul. Let's huzza the Bulkers, 
2 Whore. Really, and ſo do I; becauſe there's always 
good Company, and one meets with ſuch Civilities from 
every Body. 
3 Bul. Damn'd Whores, hout you filthies. 
3 Whore, Ay, and then [ love extremely to ſhew m 
ſelf here, when I am very fine, to vex thoſe poor Deyils 
that call themſelves Virtues, and are very ſcandalous and 
crapiſn, I'll (wear, O crimine, who's vonder! Sir ally 
1 Jumble, I vow. | 
| 1 Bal. Fogh ! let's leaye the naſty Sows to Fools and 
Diſeaſes. 
I Whore, Oh Papa, Papa! where haye you 1405 theſe 
two Days, Papa? 
2 Whore. You are a precious Father indeed, to take no 
more care of your Children; we migbt be dead for al 
if you, you naughty Dady, you. 
15 Sir Jol. Dead, my poor Fubſes ! odd l bad rake all 
._- the Relations I have were dead, a Dad I had: Get you 
4 gone you little Devil's Bubbies; oh Law there's Bubbies | 
| odd I'll bite 'em, odd I will. 
© I Whore. Nay, fy, Papa; I ſwear you'll make me 
A angry, except you carry us, and treat us to Night; you 
U have promis'd me a Treat this Week, won't you Papa? 
= 2 Whore, Ay, won't you, Dad? | 
95 Sir Jol. Odds ſo, odds ſo, well remember'd! get you 
{| gone, don't ſtay talking; get you gone, yonder's a great 
ki Lord, the Lord Beaugard, and his Couſin the Baron, the 
5 Count, the Marquiſs, the Lord knows what, Monſieur 
ö Courtine newly come to Town, odds do. 
3 Whore, Oh Law,where Dady, where? Oh dear, a Lord, 
| 1 Whore. Well you are the pres Papa dun where be 
dey mun, Papa 
Sir Jol. 1 won't tell you,you Gipſies, ſo I won't—except 
you tickle me—'sbud they are braye Fellows, all tall, and 
not a Bit ſmall ; odd one of 'em has a deviliſh deal of Money, 
i Whore. Oh dear, but which is he, Papa? 
2 Whore, Shan't I be in love with him, Dady? 
Sir Jol. What no body tickle me! no body tickle me? 
not yet, tickle me a little Mally-ticlen me a little Jon” 
| 0, 
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do. He, he, he, he, he, he——[They tickle him.] No 
more, oh dear, oh dear! poor Rogues, ſo, ſo, no more, 
nay, if you do, if you do, odd III, I'll, I'll-— 

3 Whore. What will you do trow ? CL 
Sir Jol. Come along with me, come along with me, 
ſneak after me at a diſtance, that no body take notice ; 
ſwinging Fellows Mally—— ſwinging Fellows Jenny, de- 
viliſh deal of Money: get you afore then you little Dip- 
pappers, ye Waſps, ye Wagtails, get you gone; I ſay 
ſwinging Fellows — [Ex. Sr Jolly with the Whores. 
Enter Lady Dunce and Sylvia. 
L. Dance. Die a Maid, Sylvia, ſy for ſhame ! what a 
ſcandalous Reſolution's that? five thouſand Pounds to your 
Portion, and leave it all to Hoſpitals, for the innocent Re- 
creation hereafter of leading Apes in Hell? fy for ſhame! 
Sylv. Indeed ſuch another charming Animal as your 
Conſort, Sir David, might do much with me; 'tis an un- 
ſpeakable Bleſſing to lie all Night by a Horſe- load of Diſ- 
eaſes; a beaſtly, unſavoury, old, groaning, grunting, 
wheazing Wretch, that ſmells of the Grave he is going 
tO already. From ſuch a Curſe, and Hair-cloth next my 
Skin, good Heay'n deliver me. 


— 


L. Dunce. Thou miſtakeſt the uſe of a Husband, Sylvia, 
They are not meant for Bedfellows ; heretofore indeed 
was a ſulſom Faſhion, to lie o' Nights with a Husband; 
but the World's improy'd, and Cuſtom's alter d. 

Sylv. Pray inſtrutt me then what the uſe of a Husband is. 
RE) L. Dunce. Inſtead of a Gentleman Uſher for Ceremo 
de )) fake to be in waiting on ſet Days, and particular Oc- 

calions; but the Friend, Couſin, is the Jewel unvaluable. 
cept S). But, Sir David, Madam, will be difficult to be ſo 
ad £2 <1n'd; 1am miſtaken if his Nature is not too jealous 
to be blinded, _ 1 Lk 15 
I. Dunce. So much the beiter; of all, the jealous Fool 
s eaſieſt to be deceived : For obſerye, where there's Jea- 
27 louly there's always Fondneſs; which if a Woman, as ſhe 
3 ou2ht to do, will make the right uſe of the Husband's 
) 40, Fears ſhall not ſo awake him on one ſide, as his Dotage 
ſhall blind him on the other. | . 
Nr. Is your Piece of Mortality ſuch a dot ing Doddle? 
s be ſo very fond of you? 23 I. Dunce. 
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L. Dance. No, but he has the Vanity to think that I am 
if very fond of him; and if he be jealous, *tis not ſo much 
| for fear I do abuſe, as that in time I may, and therefore 
impoſes this Confinement on me; tho he has other Diyer- 
g 

| 


tiſements that take him off from my Enjoyment, which 
make him ſo loathſom no Woman but muſt hate him, 
Sylv, His private Divertiſements I am a Stranger to, 
I. Dance, Then for his Perſon tis incomparably odious, 
he bas ſuch a Breath, one Kiſs of him were enough to 
cure the Fits of the Mother, tis worſe than Aa fwtida, 
SY. Oh hideous ! | „ 
| L. Dance. Every thing that's naſty he affects, clean Linen | 
5 he ſays is unwholeſom; and to make him more charming, 
5 he's continually eating of Garlick and chewing Tobacco, 
i Sylv, Fogh! this is Love! this is the Bleſſing of Mt 
ruimony. > 
o I. Dance, Nail not ſo unreaſonably againſt Love, Sy 
via. As 1 have dealt freely, and acknowledged to thee 
the Paſſion I bave for Beaugard, ſo methinks, Sylvia 
W need not conceal her good Thoughts of her Friend. Do 
1 not I know Courtine ſticks in thy Stomach ? _ | 
1 Sylv, If he does I'll aſſure you he ſhall never get to my 
| Heart. But can you have the Conſcience to laye another 
8 Man now you are married? What do you think will be. | 
| come of you? | SE 
15 IL. Dunce, I tell thee, Sylvia, I was never married io 
1 that Engine we bave been talking of : my Parents indeed 
made me ſay ſomething to him after a Prieſt once, but m 
Heart went not along with my Tongue, I minded not 
what it was; for my Thoughts, Sylvia, for theſe ſeven 
Years have been much better imploy'd . Beaugard 
Ah curſe on the Day that firſt ſent him into France 
Syv. Why ſo, I beſeech you ? : 
L. Dunce, Had he ſtay'd here, I had not been ſacrificed 
to the Arms of this Monument of Man, for the Bed of Deal 
could not be more cold, than his has been: he would have 
deliver'd me from the Monſter, for even then I loy'd bin, 
and was apt to think my Kindneſs not neglefted. 
Sylv. 1 find indeed your Ladyſhip has good Thougit 


of him. 
L. Duni 
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L. Dunce, Surely tis impoſſible to think too well of him, 
for he has Wit enough to call his Good-natute in queſtion; 
and yet Good-Nature enough to make his Wit ſuſpected. 
Sv. But how do you hope ever to get ſight of him? 
Sir David's Waichfulneſs is invincible. I dare ſwear he 
wou'd ſmell out a Rival if he were in the Houſe, only 
by natural Inſtinct, as ſome that always ſweat when a 
Cat's in the Room. Then again, Beaagard's a Soldier, 
and that's a thing the old Gentleman, you know, loves 
A „ | 
| 1 Dunce. There lies the greateſt Comfort of my un- 
ealy Life; he is one of thoſe Fools forſooth, that are led 
by the Noſe by Knaves who rail againſt the King and the 
Government, and is mightily. fond of being thought of a 
Party, I have had hopes this Twelve · month to have heard 
of his being in the Gate · Houſe for Treaſon. _ x 
Sylv. But I find only your (elf the Priſoner all this while. 
L. Dunce. At preſent indeed I am ſo; but Fortune I hope 
will ſmile, wouldſt thou but be my Friend, Sylvia. 
Sylv, In any miſchievous Deſign with all my Heart. 
L. Dunce. The Concluſion, Madam, may turn to your 
| SatisfaRtion ; but you have no Thoughts of Courtine? 
S$ylv, Not I, I'll aſſure you, Couſin. „ 
L. Dance. You don't think him well-ſhap'd, ſtraight 
and proportionable } _ N 
_ Sylv, Conſidering he eats but once a Week, the Man 
is well enough, 85 
IL. Dance, And then he wears his Clothes, you know 
filthily, and like a horrid Sloven. , | 
Sylv, Filthily enough of all Conſcience, with a thread- 
bare red Coat, which his Taylor duns him for to this Day, 
over which a great broad greaſy Buff-Belt, enough to turn 
any one's Stomach but a disbanded Soldier; a Peruque ty'd - 
up in a Knot, to excuſe its want of Combing ; and then 
becauſe he has been a Man at Arms, he mult. wear two 


* 


upon, to keep his Noſe in good humour. 
L. Dunce, Nay, now I am ſure that thou loveſt him. 
5ylv, So far from it, that I proteſt eternally againſt the 
whole Sex. on 


4 L. Dunce. 


Tuffles of a Beard forſootb, to lodge a Dunghil of Snuff 
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L. Dunce. That time will beſt demonſtrate, in the 
mean while to our Buſineſs, 
Sylv. As how, Madam: | 
I. Dunce. To night muſt I ſee Beaugard: they are this 
minute at Dinner in the Hay- Market; now to make m 
Lehe that haunts me every where, my thing cal}'d 
b 


2 Husband, himſelf to aſſiſt his poor Wife at a dead liſt, 


1 think would not be unpleaſant, 
Sylv. But'twill be impoſſible. 


L. Dunce. I am apt to be perſuaded rather very eaſy; 


you know our good and friendly Neighbour, Sir Folly, 


Sylv. Out on him Beaſt, he's always talking filthily to 
a body; if he ſits but at the Table with one, he'll be 
making naſty Figures in the Napkins  _ 

L. Dunce. He and my ſweet Yoke-Fellow are the moſt 
intimate Friends in the World; ſo that partly out of neigh- 
bourly Kindneſs, as well as the great delight he takes to 


be meddling with matters of this nature, with a great deal 


of Pains and Induſtry he has procur'd me Bekugard's ie. 


ture, and given him to underſtand how well a Friend of 
his in Petticoats, call'd myſelf, wiſhes him. | 


Sylv. But what's all this to the making the Husband 
inſtrumental? for I muſt confeſs of all Creatures a Hul- - 
band's the thing that's odious to me. 


L. Dunce. That muſt be done this Night: PII inſtant: 


y to my Chamber, take my Bed in a Pet, and ſend for 
Sir David. | | f | 


Sylv. But which way then muſt the Lover come? 

L. Dunce. Nay, I'll betray Beaugard to him, ſhew 
him the Picture he ſent me, and beg of him as he tenders 
his own Honour, and my Quiet, to take ſome courle to 
ſecure me from the ſcandalous Sollicitations of that inno- 
en t Fellow, _ E497 

Sylv. And ſo make him the Property, the Go between, 
to bring the Affair to an iſſue the more decently. | 

L. Dunce. Right, Sylvia, 'tis the beſt Office a Huſ- 
band can do a Wife; I mean an old Husband bleſs us, 
to be yok'd in Wedlock with a paralytick coughing decre. 
pid Dotre!, to be a dry Nurſe all one's life-time to an old 
Child of fixty five, to lie by the Image of Death a mo 

5 lig : 


Ir 
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Night, a dull Immoveable, that has no Senſe of Life but 
thro! its Pains z the Pigeon's as happy that's laid to a ſick 
Man's Feet, when the World has given him over: for my 
part this ſhall henceforth be my Prayer, 1 5 


Cut ſt be the Memory, nay double curſt, 
Of her that wedd:d Age for Intereſt firſt ; | 
Tho worn with Years, with fruitleſs Wiſhes full, 
'Tis all Day troubleſome, and all Night dull. 
Who wed with Fools indeed lead happy Lives, 
Fools are the fitteſt fineſt things for Wives; 
Yet old Men Profit bring, as Fools bring Eaſe, 
And both make Youth and Wit much better pleaſe. 

| | [Exeunt.. 


ACT n. x - 
Enter Sir Jolly, Beaugard, Courtine, and Fourbin. 
Cour,N IR Jolly is the Glory of the Age. 

8 Sir Jol. Nay, now Sir, you honour me too far. 
Beau. He's the Delight of the young, and Wonder of 
. FRED | PO 

Sir Jol. I (wear Gentlemen you make me bluſh, 
Cour, He deſerves a Statue in Gold, at the charge of 


the Kingdom. | PSS = 5 
Sir Jol. Out upon't, fy for ſhame: I proteſt I'll leave 


W jou Company if you talk ſo; but faith they were Whores, 


daintily dutiful Strumpets, ah! udds-bud, they'd ——haye 
icipt for t'other Bottle. 5 
Beau. Truly Sir Jolly, you are a Man of very extraor- 
einary Diſcipline, I never ſaw Whores under better com- 
mand in my Life. OS 


Sir Fol, Piſh, that's nothing Man, nothing ; I can . 


for forty better when! pleaſe, Doxies that will skip, trip, leap. 
tip, and do Ay thing in the World, any thing, old Soul. 
Cour, Dear, dear Sir Jolly, where and when ? | 
Sir Jol. Odd as ſimple as I ſtand here, her Father was 
Rach, : W PP 
on Pe Breath 
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become of me? what wou'd become of me? there wou' 


then it would be very dark, hah ! 5 


glimmering Lamp, juſt enough for me to ſteal a Peep by; 


way to promote a good Underſtanding with a Wife, is füt 
to get acquainted with her Husband, 


Sir Dav. Well, of all Bleſſings a diſcrete Wife is the 


married to any thing hut an Angel now, what a Beaſt had 


ſmooth-fac'd Coxcomb will be coming and cocking # 
her: Fleſh-flies are not fo troubleſam to the Shambles, ® 


— 
— 


Beau. Indeed, Sir Folly, a Knight ſay you? 

Sir Jol. Ay, but a litile decay'd ; 1'll aſſure you ſhe's 
very good Gentlewoman born. 

Cour. Ay, and a very good Gentlewoman bred too, 

Sir Fol. Ay, and ſo ſhe is. 

Beau, But Sir Jelly, how goes my Buſineſs forward 
when ſhall 1 have a View of the Quariy I am to fly at? 

Sir Fol, Alas. a. day, not ſo haſtily ; ſoft and fair, I be. 
ſeech you. Ah, my little Son of Thunder, if thou bad 
her in thy Arms now between a pair of Sheets, and J un. 
der the Bed to ſee fair Play, Boy, Gemini! what wou'd 


be Doings, oh Lawd, I under the Bed! 
Beau. Or behind the Hangings, Sir Jolly, would not 
that do as wel;?? 155 | 
Sir Fol. Oh no, under the Bed againſt the World, and 
Beau. Dark to chuſe! . 
Sir Fol. No, but a little Light would do well, a {mal 


oh lamentable! oh lamentable, I won't ſpeak a word more; 
there would be a Trick! O rare! youFriend, O rare! odd fo, 
not a word more, odds ſo. Yonder comes the Monſter that 
muſt be the Cuckold elect; ſtep, ſtep aſide, and obſerve him; 
If 1 ſhould be ſeen in your Company, Would ſpoil all, 
Beau, For my part, I'll ſtand the meeting of him; one 


Enter Sir David. | 
greateſt that can light upon a Man of Years : Had I been 


I been by this time? Well, I am the happieſt old Foo] 
*Tis a horrid Age that we live in, ſo that an honeſt Man 
can keep nothing to himſelf : If you have a good Eft, 
every covetous Rogue is longing for't, (truly I love a good 
Eſtate dearly my ſelf;) if you have a handſom Wife, eve} 


thoſe ſor of Inſects that are to the Boxes in the Derbe. 


*t 


— — 


— 
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But Virtue is a great Bleſſing, an unvaluable Treaſure; to 


tell me her ſelf that a Villain had tempted her, and.give 
me the very Picture, the Inchantment that he ſent to be- 
witch her, it ſtrikes me dumb with Admiration: Here's the 
Villain in Effigy. { Palls out the Picture. ] Odd a very hand- 
ſom Fellow, a dangerous Rogue, I'll warrant him: Such 
Fellows as theſe now ſhould be fetter'd like unruly Colts, 


that they may not leap into other Mens Paſtures, Here's 


a Noſe now, I could find in my Heart to cut it off; damn'd 
Dog, to dare to preſume to make a Cuckold of a Knight! 

Bleſs us! what will this World come to! Well, poor Sir 
David, down, down upon thy Knees,” and thank the 


Suns for thy Deliverance. 


Beau. Sdeath! what's that I ſee ? ſure tis the very 
Picture which 1 ſent by Sir N if fo, by this Light I 
am damnably jilted. 8 — de. 

Sir Dav. But now — 

Beau. Surely he does not ſee us yet. 

Four. See you, Sir, why he has but one Eye, and we 
are on his blind fide” 3 11] dumb-found him. 

[Strikes him on the Shoulder. 

Sir Dav. Who the Devil's this, Sir? Sir, Sir, Sir, who 
are you, Sir? 

Beau. Ay, ay, *tis the fame; now a pox of all amo- 
rous Adventures: *Sdeath, I'll go beat the impertinent 
Pimp that drew me into this Fooling, 

Sir Dav. Sir, methinks you're very curious. 

Beau. Sir, Perhaps I have an extraordinary Reaſon to be 
ſo. 

Sir Dav. And perhaps, Sir, I care not for you, nor 
your Reaſon neither. 

Beau. Sir, if you are at leiſure, 1 would beg the Ho- 
nour to ſpeak with you. 

Sir Dav. With me, Sir? what's your Buſineſs with me? 

Beau. I would not willingly be iroubleſom, tho it may 
be 1 am fo at this time. 

Sir Dav. It may be ſo too, Sir. 

Beau. But to be known to ſo worthy a perſon as you 
are, would be ſo great an Honour, ſo extraordinary Fang | 
pineſs, hat 1 could not avoid taking this h of 
tendering you my Service. Sir 


— 
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Sir Dav. Smooth Rogue, who the Devil is this Fellow? 
LAſide.] Bur Sir, you were pleaſed to nominate Buſineſ: 
Sir, I defire with what ſpeed you can to know Your Buſi- 

neſs, Sir, that I may go about my Buſineſs. 
Beau. Sir if 1 might with good Manners, I ſhould be 
glad to inform my (elf, whoſe Picture that is, which you 

i have in your Hand ; methinks it is a very fine Painting, 

þ Sir Dav. Picture, Friend, Picture! Sir, *tis a Reſem- 

1 blance of a very impudent Fellow, they call him Captain 

ö Beaugard forſooth, but he is in ſhort a Rake-hell, a poor 

[1 | louſy, beggarly disbanded Devil; do you know him 

19 Beau. I think I have heard of ſuch a Vagabond: The 

4 Truth on't is, he is a very impudent Fellow. 

10 Sir Dav. Ay, a damn'd Rogue. 

h Beau. Oh a notorious Scoundrel. | 
Sir Dav. I expect to hear he's hang'd by the next Seſſions, 
Beau. The Truth on't is, he has deſerved it long ago; 
but did you ever ſee him, Sir David? 2 
Sir Dav. Sir oes he know me? [Aſide. 

N Beau. Becauſe I fancy that Miniature is very much like 
bim. Pray Sir, whence had it you ?—- 

ö Sir Dav. Had it, Friend ? had it! whence had it 1— 

[Compares the Picture with Beaugard's Face. 
bleſs us; what have I done now? this is the very Traitor 


5 dimſelf; if he ſhovld be deſperate now, and put his Sword 
4 in my Guts! ſlitting my Noſe will be as bad as that, 
A 1 have but one Eye left neither, and may be —Oh but 


this is the King's Court, odd that's we!l remember'd, he 
dares not but be civil kere ! III try to out-huff him. 
[4ſide,J W hence had it you? 8 
Beau. Ay, Sir, whence had it you? that's Engliſh in 
my Country, Sir, Ok, 3 
Sir Dav. Go, Sir, you are a Raſcal, 
Beau. HOW! : „ vs | | 
Sir Dav. Sir, I ſay you are a Raſcal, if you go to tha. 
Beau. Sir, l am a Gentleman and a Soldier. 
Sir Dav. So much the worſe, Soldiers have been Cuc- 
4 kold-makers from the] beginning; Sir, I care not whit 
| you are; for ought] know you may be a——=come 88 


di 


—— 
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did never ſee you! Anſwer me to that, did I never ſee 


you? for ought I know you may be a Jeſuit ; there were 
more in the laſt Army beſides you. 
Beau, Of your Acquaintance, and be hang'd. 
Sir Dav. Yes to my Knowledge, there were ſeveral at 


| Hunſlow-Heath diſguiſed in dirty Petticoats, and cry'd | 


Brandy ; I knew a Serjeant of Foot that was familiar with 
one of them all Night in a Ditch, and fancy'd him a Wo- 
man, but the Devil is powerful,  _ | 

Beau. In ſhort, you worthy Villain of Worſhip, that 
picture is mine, and I muſt have it, or I ſhall take an 
Opportunity to kick your Worſhip moſt inhumanly. 

Sir Dav. Kick, Sir, . et. | 
Beau. Ay, Sir, kick, *tis a Recreation I can ſhew you, 

Sir Dav. Sir, I am a free-born Subject of England, 
and there are Laws look you, there are Laws; fo I ſay 
you are a Raſcal again, and now how will you help your 
ſelf? poor Foo. 44 5 . 

Beau. Hark your Friend, have you not a Wife? 

Sir Dav. 1 have a Lady, Sir——oh, and ſhe's mighti- 
ly taken with this Picture of your's 3 ſhe was ſo mightily 
proud of it, ſhe could not forbear ſhewing it me, and tel- 
ling too who it was ſent her, GE 

Beau. And has ſhe been long a Jilt? has ſhe practiſed 


| the Trade for any Time? 


Sir Dav. Trade! humph,whatTrade? what Trade? Friend. 

B:2u, Why the Trade of Whore and no Whore, Ca- 
terwauling in jeſt, putting out Chriſtian Colours, when 
ſhe's a Turk under Deck: A Curſe upon all honeſt Wo- 
men in the Fleſh, that are Whores in the Spirit. 

Sir Dav. Poor Devil, how he rails, ha, ba, ha: Look 
you ſweet Sou}, as I told you before, there are Laws, 
there are Laws, but thoſe are Things not worthy your 
Conſideration : Beauty is your Buſineſs, But dear Vaga- 
bond, trouble thy ſelf no farther avout my Spouſe, let my 
Doxy reſt in Peace, ſhe's Meat for thy Maſter, old Boy; 
I have my Belly full of her every Night. 

Beau, Sir, 1 wiſh all your noble Family hang'd from 
the bottom of my Hearr. - os 
Sir Dav. Moveover, Captain Swaſh, I muſt tel] N 
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_ Wife is an honeſt Woman, of a virtuous Diſpoſition, ons 


that I have lov'd from her Infancy, and ſhe deſerves it by 
ber faithful dealing in this Affair, for that ſhe has diſco. 


ver'd loyally to me the treacherous Deſigns laid againſt he: 


Chaſtiry and my Honour, 


Beau. By this Light the Beaſt-weeps ! Il Ad. 
Sir Dav. Truly I cannot but weep for Joy, to think 


how happy I am in a ſincere, faithful, and loving Yoke. 


fellow, She charg'd me too to tell you into the Bargain, 
that ſhe is ſufficiently ſatisfy'd of the moſt ſecret Wiſhes 
of your Heart. | e 
Beau. I am glad on't. 

Sir Dav. And that 'tis her Deſire, that you would trou. 
ble your ſelf no more about the matter. EO. 

Beau. With all my Heart. i : 

Sir Dav, But henceforward behave your ſelf with ſuch 
Diſcretion as becomes a Gentleman. | 

Beau. Oh to be ſure, moſt exaQly. +2 

Sir Dav. And let her alone to make the beſt uſe of thoſe 


innocent Freedoms I allow her, without putting her Re- 


putation in hazard, | 5 
Beau. As how, I beſeech you | 
Sir Dav. By your impertinent and unſeaſonable Addreſs 
Beau. And this News you bring me by a particular | 
Commiſſion from your ſweet Lady. 
Sir Dav. Yea, Friend, I do; and ſhe hopes you'll be | 


ſenſible, dear Heart, of her good meaning by it: Theſe 


were her very Words, I neither add nor diminiſh, fot 
Plaindealing is my Miſtreſs's Friend. 1275 | 
Beau, Then all the Curſes I ſhall think on this Twelve. 


month light on her, and as many more on the next Fool 


that gives Credit to the Sex. 
Sir Dav, Well certainly I am the happieſt Toad ; how | 


melancholy the Monkey ſtands now? Poor Pug, halt thou 
loſt her: | | 88 5 


Beau. To be ſo ſordid a Jilt, to betray me to ſuch a 
Beaſt as that! Can ſhe have any good Thoughts of fuch.. 


Swine ? Damn her, had ſhe abuſed me handſomly it had 
never vex'd me. 1 85 


a Sir Dav. Now, Sir, with your Permiſſion III take mi 
leaye, | os 


Beau, 


my Stomach ſo much as the Man, that Man hat makes 
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Beau. Sir, if you were gone to the Devil, I ſhould think 
you very well diſpoſed of. ; 
Sir Dav. If you have any Letter, or other Commenda- 
tion to the Lady that was ſo charmed with your Reſem- 
blance there, it ſhall be very faithfully aces os by —— 
Beau. Fool, 

Sir Dav. Your humble Servant, Sir, I'm gone, I ſhall 
diſturb you no farther; your moſt humble Servant, Sir. Ex. 
Beau. Now Poverty, Plague, Pox, and Priſon fall thick 
upon the Head of thee ! Fourbin. 
Four. Sir! 
Beau. Thou haſt been an extraordinary Rogue in thy 


Time. 


Four, I hope I haye loſt nothing i in your Honour's 
Service, Sir. 

Beau. Find out ſome way to revenge me on this old 
Raſcal, and if I do not make thee a Gentleman. 

Four, That you have been pleaſed to do Jong ago, I 
thank you; for I am ſure you baye not left me one Shil- 


ling in my pocket theſe two Months. 


Beau, Here, here's for thee to revel withal. 
Four. Will your Honour pleaſe to have his Throat cut? ; 
Beau, With all my Heart, 

Four. Or would you have bim decently bang” d at bis 


own Door, and then give out to theWorld he did it him- 


ſelf ? 

Beau. That would do very well. 

Four, Or 1 think (to proceed with more Safety) a good 
ſtaſe Jakes were a very pretty Expedient, 

Beau. Excellent, excellent, Fourbin. 

Four, Leave Matters to my Diſcretion, and if 1 do 
not I[Exit. 


Beau. I know thaw wilt; go, go about i it, proſper and 


be famous. Now ere I dare venture to meet Cour tine 

again, will 1 go by my ſelf, rail for an Hour or two, and 

then be good Company. (Ear, 
Enter Courtine and Sylvia. 

Sylv. Take my Word, Sir, you had better give this Bu- 

lineſs over. I tell you here's nothing in the World turns 


wee | 
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love to me. I never ſaw one of your Sex in my Life 
make love, but he looked ſo like an Aſs all the while, 
that 1 bluſh'd for him. | 
Cour. I am afraid your Ladyſhip then is one of thoſe 
dangerous Creatures they call She-wits, who are always 
ſo mightily taken with admiring themſelyes, that nothing 
elſe is worth their notice. | Vo. 

Sylv. Oh! who can be ſo dull not to be raviſh'd with 
that boiſterous Mien of yours? that ruffling Air in your 
Gate, that ſeems to cry where-e'er you go, make room, 
here comes the Captain ; That Face, the which bids de. 
Hance to the Weather. Bleſs us! if 1 were a poor Far- 
mer's Wife in the Country now, and you wanted Quar- 
ters, how would it fright me? But as I am young, not 
very ugly, and one you never ſaw before, how lovingly 
it looks upon me! oe 

Cour. Who can forbear to figh, look pale and lan- 
guiſn, where Beauty and Wit unite both their Forces 
to enſlave a Heart ſo tractable as mine is? Firſt, for the 
modiſh Swim of your Body, the victorious Motion of your 
Arms and Head, the Toſs of your Fan, the Glancing of 
the Eyes; bleſs us! If I were a dainty fine-dreſt Coxcomb, 
with a great Eſtate, and a little or no Wit, Vanity in 
abundance, and good for nothing, how would they melt 
and ſoften me ? but as I am a ſcandalous honeſt Raſcal, 
not Fool enough to be your Sport, nor rich enough to 
be your Prey, how glotingly they look upon me! 

Sylv. Alas, alas! what pity *tis your Honeſty ſhoud 
ever do you Hurt, or your Wit ſpoil your Preferment? 

Cour. Juſt as much, fair Lady, as that your Beauty ſhould 
make you be envied at, or your Virtue provoke Scandal. 

Sylv. The more I look, the more I'm in love with you. 

Cour, The more I look, the more I am out of loye 
with you, „5 3 

Sy/v. How my Heart ſwells when I ſee you! 

Cour. How my Stomach riſes when I am near you! 

Sylv. Nay, then let's bargain, 
Cour. With all my Heart; what? 1 

Sylv. Not to fall in loye with each other, I aſſure you, 
Meni © noon topily ing late 7A 

AE 5 . 
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Cour, But to hate one another conſtantly and cordially: 
Sy. Always when you are drunk, I deſire you to talk 

ſcandalouſly of me. 5 Vl : 
Cour. Ay, and when I am ſober too; in return where- 
of, whene'er you ſee a Coquet of your Acquaintance, and 
chance to be named, be ſure you ſpit at the filthy Re- 
membrance, and rail at me as if you lov'd me. 
Sylv, In the next Place, whene'er we meet in the Mall, 
] deſire you to humph, put out your Tongue, make ugly 
Mouths, laugh aloud, and look back at me. | 
Cour. Which if I chance to do, be ſure at next Turning 
to pick up ſome taudry fluttering Fop or another. 
Syl/v. That I made Acquaintance withal at the Muſick- 
meeting, | | : 
Cour. Right, juſt ſuch another Spark to ſaunter by your 
ide, with Dis Het Wd AS AM. EEE 88 
Sylv. Hearkening to all the bitter things I can ſay to 


be reveng'd. 1 5 
Cour. Whilſt the dull Rogue dare not ſo much as grin 
to oblige you, for fear of being beaten for it when he is 
out of his waiting. 55 
Sylv. Counterfeit your Letters from me. „ 
Cour. And you, to be even with me for the Scandal, 
publiſh to all the World I offered to marry you. 
| Sylv. Oh bideous Marriage! 
Cour. Horrid, horrid Marriage! 
Sylv. Name, name no more of it. 
Cour, At that ſad Word let's part. | 
$y/v. Lei's wiſh all Men decrepid, dull and filly, 
Cour. And every Woman old and ugly, 
Sylv. Adieu | 
Cour, Farewel ! 2 . 
Eater ayoung Fellow affectedly dreſt, ſeveral others with him. 
Sy. Ah me, Mr. Frick! _ . . 
Frick, Madamoiſelle Sylvia ! ſincerely as I hope to be 
(iv'd, the Devil take me, damn me, Madam, who's that? 
Sylv. Ha, ha, ha, hea. {Exit with Frisk. 
Cour. True to thy Failings always, Woman! how na- 
fural'y is the Sex fond of a Rogue! What a Monſter was 
nat for a Woman to delight in! Now muſt I love her * 
80 tho 


* 


0 


thy ſelf, rail at me, I deſerve to be rail'd at: See there, 


bis Legs after him, at the Head of a hundred Juſty Fellows, 
Some honeſt Gentleman or other ſtays now, becauſe that 
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tho I know I'm a Blockhead fot't, and ſhe"}] uſe me like 1 
Blockhead too, if I don't prevent her. What's to be done 
I' have three Whores a day, to keep Love out of my Head, 

70 Enter Beaugard. ; 
Beaugard, well met again; how go Matters? handſomiy! 


Beau. Ob, very handſomly! had you but ſeen how 


handſomly I was us'd juſt now, you would ſwear fo, 1 
bave heard thee. rail in my Time, wou'd thou wou'dſt ex. 
erciſe thy Talent a little at preſent, 

Cour, At what?: 


Beau. Why, canſt thou ever want a Subject? rail 2t 


what thinkeſt. thou of that Engine, that moving Lump of 

Filthineſs miſcall'd a Man ? „„ 

A clumſy Fellow marches over the Stagg dreſt like ano fir. 
Cour. Curſe on him for a Rogue, I know him. 
— EE e 1 ELD 
Cour. The Raſcal was a Retailer of Ale but yeſterday, 

and now he is an Officer and be hang'd ; tis a dainty Sight 
in a Morning to fee him with his Toes turn'd in, drawing 


Dog had Money to bribe ſome corrupt Colonel withal, 
| __ Emter-another gravely dreſt. 


Beau. There, there's another of my Acquaintance; be 
Was my Father's Footman not long ſince, and has pimp; 


for me oſtener than he has pray'd for himſelf ; that good 


Quality recomended him to 'a Nobleman's Service, which, 
together with flattering, fawning, lying, ſpying, and in. 


. — 
forming, has raiſed him to an Impſoyment of Trult and 
Reputation; tho the Rogue can't write his Name, not 
read his Neck-Verſe, if he had Occaſion: d 


Ceur. Tis as unreaſonable to expect a Man of Senſe! 


| ſhould be prefer'd, as 'tis to think a Hector can be ſtout, 


a Prieſt religious, a fair Woman chaſte, or a pardons Re- 
bel loyal. TT cr nib | | 


| Enter two more ſeeming earneſt in Diſcourſe. 


| Bea. That's ſeaſonably thought on: Look there, ob. 
| ſerve but that Fellow on the right Hand, the Rogue wich 
the buſieſt Face of the two, I'I tell thee his Hiſtory 


| E 
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Cour. I hope hanging will be the End of his Hiſtory, o 
well I like him at the firſt Sight, 

Beau. He was born a Vagabond, and no Pariſh own 4 
him; his Father was as obſcure as his Mother publick; e- 
very body knew her, and no body could gueſs at him: | 

Cour, He comes of a very good Family, Heay'n be 

2 60 5 
Beau. The firſt mag he choſe to riſe by, was Rebellion; 
ſo a Nebel he grew, and flouriſh'd a Rebel, fought againſt 
his King, and help'd to bring him to the Block. 

Cour. And was he not religious too? 

Boau. Moſt devoutly ! He could pray till he cry'd, and 
preach till he foam'd ; which excellent Talent made him 


popular, and at laft preferr'd bim to be a worthy Member | 


of that never-to-be-forgotten Rump- Parliament. 


Cour. Pray Sir, be uncover'd at that, and remember | 


it with Reverence. 2 


Beau. In ſhort, he was a Cone e, Sequeſtrator, 
and Perſecutor General of a whole Country, by which 
he got enough at the King's Return to ſecure himſelf i in 
the general Pardon. 


Cour, Nauſeous Vermin ! That ſuch a Swine, with the . 


mark of Rebellion in his. Foreheard, ſhould wallow i in his 
Luxury, whilſt boneſt Men are forgotten ! 

Beau. Thus forgiven, thus rais'd, and made thus 5 
py, the ungrateful Slave diſowns ba Hand that heal'd him, 
cheriſhes Factions to affront his Maſter, and once mote 
would rebel againſt the Head, which ſo lately ſav'd his 
from a Pole. 

Cour. What a dreadful Beard and ſwinging Sword be 


wears! 


Beau, Tis to keep bis Cowardice in Countenance he - 
Raſcal will endure kicking moſt temperately for all that; 
know five or ſix more of the ſame Stamp, that never 


come abroad without terrible long Spits by their ſides, 


with which they will let you bore their own Noſes if you 


pleaſe : But let the Villain be forgotten, 
Cour, His Co-Rogue I have ſome Knowledge of ; he's 
2 tatter'd worm-eaten Caſe: putter, ſome call him Lawyer, 


one that takes it very ill he is not made a Judge. 
Beau. 


— 
"I" 
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ing that worſhipful Raſcal, to make him Recorder of ſome 
actious Town. = Y 


ward? proſperouſſy, hah ! 


ted Lady's Husband, 


and that I have been jilted in this Affair moſt unconſcio- 


nably. A Plague on all Pimps, I fay, a Man's Buſinel 
never thrives ſo well as when he is his own Solicitor, 


Beau. Yes, and is always repining that Men of Part 
are not regarded, 

Cour. He has been a great Noiſe-maker in factious 
Clubs theſe ſeven Years, and now I ſuppoſe he is court. 


Beau. To teach Tallow-chandlers and Cheeſe-mongers 
how far they may rebel againſt their King, by virtue of 
Magna Charta. „ | 
Cour. But Friend Beaugard, methinks thou art very 
ſplenetick of a ſudden ; How goes the Affair of Love tor. 


Beau. Oh, 1 aſſure you moſt triumphantly ; juſt now, 
you muſt know, I parted with the ſweet, civil, inchan- 


Cour. Well, and what fays the Cuckold? is he ven; 
kind and good-natur'd, as Cuckolds uſe to be ? 

Beau. Why, he ſays, Courtine, in ſhort, that I am 2 
very ſilly Fellow, (and truly I am very apt to believe him) 


2. Enter Sir Jolly and a Boy, 
Sir Fol, Hift, hiſt, Capt. Capt. Capt. Boy. 
57 Boy. Sir. | 


Sir Jol. Run and get two Chairs preſently ; be ſure jou 50 
get two Chairs, Sirrab, do ye hear? Here's Luck, here's | 
Luck; now or never, Captain; never if not now, Cap: 
tain ! here's Luck, 3 5 2 ſh; 
Beau. Sir Jolly, no more Adventures, ſweet Sir Joly: 
I am like to have a very fine time on't truly. 0 
Sir Jol. The beſt in the World, dear Dog, the Ve") Wl © 
beſt in the World: *Sbud ſhe's here hard by, Man, ftays bs 
on purpoſe for thee finely diſguis'd. The Cuckold bis 
| loſt her too; and no body knows any thing of the Matte! 
bur I, no body but I; and 1; you muſt know, I am !, Wi ;. 
hah ! and I, you little Toad, hah! ſo 


Beau. You are a very fine Gentleman. 
Sir Fol. The beſt natur'd Fellow I believe in the World 
of my Years: Now does my Heart ſo thump for 8 or 
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Buſineſs ſhould miſcarry: Why, I'll warrant thee the Lady 
is here, Man, ſhe's all thy own; *tis thy own Fault if thou 
art not in Terra incognita Within this half hour : Come a- 
long, prithee come along, fy for ſhame; what, make a 


Lady loſe her longing Come along, I ſay, Jou out 
upon't. 


Beau. Sir, your humble. I ſhan't ſlir. 

Sir Fol, What, not go! 

Beau, No, Sir ; no Lady for me. 

Sir Jol. Not go! I ſhould laugh at that, Faith, 

Beau, No, I will aſſure you, not go, Sir. 

Sir Jol. 3 you Wag, you jeſt; you jeſt, you Wag; 
not go, quotha 7 


Beau. No, Sir, not go L tell you; what the Devil would 
you have more 2 


| Sir JJ. Nothing, nothing, Sir, but I'm a Gentleman, 

Beau, With all my Hearts 

Sir Fol, And do you think then that In be us d thus? 

Beau. Sir! 

Sir Fol, Take away my Reputation, and take away wy 
Liſe, I ſhall be diſgrac'd for ever. 

Beau. I have not wrong'd you, Sir Folly, 

Sir Fol, Not wrong'd me! but you ſhall find you have 
wrong'd me, and wrong'd a ſweet Lady, and a fine La- 
(7, ——— ] ſhall never be truſted again ! neyer have Em- 
ployment more! I ſhall die of the Spleen.— 
now be good-natur'd, prithee be perſuaded ; odd 1'l] give 
thee this Ring, PII give thee this Watch, tis Gold, III 
give thee any thing in the World, go. 

Beau. Not one Foot, Sir. 

Sir Jol. Now that I durſt but murder him. oeh, 
ſhall 1 fetch her to thee ? what ſhall I do for thee? 

Enter Lady Dunce. 


ber: what ſhall 1 ay to her? 

Beau. Ev'n what you pleaſe, Sir ly. | | 

Sir Fol, *Tis a very ſtrange Monſter 8 this 
is the Gentleman, that's he, tho (as one may (ay) he's 
ſomething baſkfu), but Ill tell him who you are [Goes 70 
Beauguard.) 


Prithee 


Odds fiſn, here ſne comes her ſelf: Now you 1 
Churl, now you Devil, look upon her; do but look upon 


now how by Degrees ſhe'll draw him into the Whirl-pool 
of Love; now he leers upon her, now he leers upon her, 
O law! there's Eyes! there's Eyes! I muſt pinch him by 


Title; Yow Friend there, I ſuppoſe, has made nothing 1 
Secret to you. | 3 


could not forbear betraying me to the Beaſt your Husband, 
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Beaugard.] If thou art not more 'cruel than Leopards, Li. 
ons, Tigers, Wolves, or Tarrars, don't break iny Hear, 
don't kill me, this Unkindneſs of thine goes to the Soul Ml 
of me: { Goes to the Lady.] Madam, he ſays he's ſo amaz' 
at your triumphant Beauty, that he dares not approach 


the Excellence that ſhines from you. 5 
L. Dunce. What can be the meaning of this? 


Sir Jol. Art thou then reſolv'd to be remoſeleſs! cant Ml * 
thou be inſenſible? haſt thou Eyes? haſt thou a Hear! Ml | 
haſt thou any thing thou ſhouldſt have? Odd Ill tickle 
thee , get you to her, you Fool, get you to her, to her, Wl * 
to her, to her, to her, ha, ba, ha. 0 | 0 

L. Dance. Have you forgot me, Beaugard? 

Sir Jol. So, now to her again; 1 ſay, to her, to her and be 
bang'd. Ah Rogue ! ah Rogue! now, now, have at her, now WW 
have at her; there it goes, there it goes, Hey—Boys !— WM * 
I. Dunce. Methinks this Face ſhould not ſo much be 
aiter'd, as to be nothing like what 1 once thought it, 


the Object of your Pleaſure, and Subject of your Praiſes, 
Sir Jol, Cunning Toad ! wheedling Jade! you ſhall ſee 


the Calf of the Leg. „„ oy 
Beau. Madam, I muſt confeſs I do remember that I had 
once an Acquaintanee with a Face, whoſe Air and Beauty 
much reſembled yours; and it J may truſt my Heart, you 
are call'd Clarinda. Os 
L. Dunce. Clarinda 1 was call'd till my ill Fortune 
wedded me; now you may have heard of me by another 


Beau, And are you then that kind inchanted fair one 
who was ſo paſſionately in love with my Picture, that you 


and wrong the Paſſion of a Gentleman that languiſh'd for | 
you, only to make your Monſter merry? Hark you, Mz: — 
dam, had your Fool been worth it, 1 had beaten him, and ; 
have a Months mind to be exerciſing my Parts that Wa a 
upon your Go- between, your Male- Baud there. „n 


— — . > 7 "+ — TY 
— — 
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Sir Jol. Ah Lord! ah Lord! all's ſpoil'd again, all's 
used, I ſhall be undone. for-eyer! Why, what the De- 
1 the Matter now? what have I done? what Sins have 
Wh 1 committed? / I Aſide. 
L. Dunce. And are you the paſſionate Adorer of our 
Sex, who cannot live a Week in London without loving ? 
de you the Spark that ſends your Picture up and down to 
longing Ladies, longing for a Pattern of your Perſon ? | Fi 
Beau. Yes, Madam, when I receive ſo good Hoſtages 14 
a5 theſe are, [Shews the Gold.] that it ſhall be well usd, 14 
cCou'd you find no body but me to Play the Fool withal ? _ | 
Sir Fol, Alack-a- day | 
L. Dance. Could you pitch: upon no body but tht FR 
wretched Woman, that has loy'd you t00 well, to abuſe, 14 
bus? | 
. 571. That ever I was born! 
Beau. Here, here, Madam, I'll return you 1 955 Dirt. 
] ſcorn your Wages, as I do your Service. I 
L. Dunce. Fy for Shame, what, refund? that is not 
like 2 Soldier to refund: Keep, keep i it, to pay your Sem- 
ſtreſs withal. 
Fir Jol, His Semſtreſs, who the Devil is his Semſtreſs? 


= — u—¾— 
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J Odd, what would I give to know that now! [Aſide. 
4 L. Dance. There was a Ring too which 1 ſent you 

bis Afternoon; if that fit not your Finger, you may dif. 
1 3 your Finger, y 


pole of it ſome other way, where it may give no occaſion 11 
ot Scandal, and you'll do well, = 


0 Beau. A Ring, Madam | Ft 
1 L. Dance. A ſmall Trifle; 1 ſuppoſe Sir David deli N I 
ii 1rd it to you, when he return'd you your Miniature. LIN | 
| Beau. I beſeech you, Madam LIE: 


L. Dunce. Farewel, you Traitor. 


” Beau, As I hope to be ſav d, and upon the Word of a a 

id, Gentleman, | 

ol . Dance. Go, you are a. falſe ungrateful Brute; ad 
T8 ffoitle me no more. + [Exe 


Beau. Sir Folly, Sir Jolly, Sir Jolly. 

Sir Fol, Ah, thou Rebel! 
Beau. Some Advice, ſome Advice dear. _ ere. 43 
Im ruin'd. = +1 
Sir os 


gard. How like a Fool he looks: already— 
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Sir Fol, Ev'n two pennyworth of Hemp for your Ho. 
nour's Supper, that's all the Remedy that I know, 
Beau. But prithee hear a little Reaſon, 
Sir Jol. No, Sir, I ha* done; no more to be ſaid, I by 
done; I am aſham'd of you, I have no more to ſa 20 
you, I'll never ſee your Face again, good"b'w'y, 


[ Exit Sir Jolly, 
7 Bean: Death and the Devil, what have my Stars ba 


doing to day? a Ring! deliver'd by Sir David what 


can that mean: Pox on her for a Jilt, ſhe lyes, and 


has a mind to amuſe and Jaugh at me a Day or two 4 


Hiſt, here comes her Beaſt once more: I'll uſe him ciyi 
ly, and try what Diſcoyery I can make, 
Enter Sir David Dunce. 
Sir Dav. Ha, ha, ha! here's the Captain's Jewel; Vee 


ry well : In croth 1 "bad like to have forgotten it, Ha, ha, 


ha ! — how damnable mad he'll be now, when 1 ſhall 
deliver him his Ring again, ha, ha!. Poor Dog, be'l 


hang himſelf. at leaſt, ba, ha, ha „ Faitb, is a very 


pretty Stone, and finely ſet : Humph ! if I ſhould keep it 
now ?. I'll fay 1 have loſt it: No, Pl ye it him 
again, o' purpoſe to vex him, ha, ha, ha. 

Beau. Sir David, Tam heartily ſorry 


Sir Dav. O Sir, *tis you I was ſeeking for, ha, ha, ha. | 


What ſhall I Gay to him now to daruf, him? L4f id. 
Beau. Me, Sir x 
Sir Dav. Ay, you, Sir, fy your Name be Cape Beau 


[ Aſide. 
Beau. What you pleaſe, Sir. 
Sir Dav. Sir, I would ſpeak a Word with you, .if you 


think fit, What ſhall 1 do now to > keep my Counte- | 


nance ? | I de. 
Beau. Can I be ſo happy, Sir, as to be able to lerye 


you in any thing ? 


Sir Dav. No, Sir; ha, ha, ha: I have woos of 


Service to you, Sir; O Lord, ha, ba, ba. 


| Beat. Me, Sir! | 


Sir Dav. Ay, Sir; you, sir: But put on you - Hat 


Friend, put on your Hat; be cover'd. 


Bau. Sir, will you pleaſe to ſit gown on chi . 
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Sir Dav. No, no, there's no need, no need; for all L 


have a young Witfe, Ic can ſtand * wy Legs, sweet · 


heart. 

Beau, Sir 1 beſeech you. 

Sir Dave By no means; I think Friend, we had ſome 
hard Words juſt now, twas about a paltry Baggage, but 


ſhe's a pretty Baggage, and a Witty Baggage, and a Bag 


gage that 


eau. Sir, I am heartily aſham'd of all Miſdemeanor on 


my Side. 


Sir Dav. You do well; tho are you not a damn · 4 


Vhore· maſter, a deviliſh Cuckold- making Fellow ? here, 
here, do you ſee this? here's the Ring you ſet a roguing ; 
vir, do you think my Wife wants any thing that you can 
help her to? W by III warrant you this Ring coſt 


ifty Pounds: What a prodigal Fellow you are to throw 


away ſo much Money; or didſt thou ſteal it, old Boy? L 
believe thou may'ſt be poor, 1'il lend thee Money upon't, 
it thou think*ſt fit, at thirty in the hundred, becauſe L 
love thee, ha, ba, ha. 


worth your Lady's Acceptance, Now what a Dog am 1! 
Sir Dav. I ſhould have given it thee before, but faith I 
forgot it, tho it was not my Wife's Fault in the leaſt ; for 


Cuſtom again Child; ba, ha, ha. 

Beau. Then Sir, I beſeech you tell her, that you have 
made a Convert of me, and that I am fo ſenſible of my 
nſolent Behaviour towards her.. 

Sir Dav. Very well, I ſhall do it, 

Beau. That tis impoſſible I ſhall ever be at Pede with 
my (elf, till I find ſome way how to make her Nene | 

Sir Dav. Very good, ha, ha, ha. | 

Beau. And that if ever ſhe l find me guilty of the Ike 
Oftence again | 
| * Dav. No Sir, you had not belt; but proceed, ha, 
"ER 1 47 

Bras, Let 1 baniſh all go0d Opinion of me for ever. | 

Sir Dav, No more to be ſaid, your Seryant, good 
W.. | 
Vol. I 


Beau, Sir, your humble Servatit, I am ſorry * twas not 


[he ſays, as thou likeſt' this Uſage, ſhe hopes to haye thy 


2 Beau, 


r * 
* „ 
N — — 
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that you will never play the Fool any more. Be ſure you 


Sir Dave. And that you will keep that Ring for her 


you are another-gueſs Fellow than ſhe may take you for. 


| ſport when J come home! [C Aſide.] Well your Servant, 


Coxcomb pimp for me himſelf, I think 'tis as worthy an 


— : 


Beau. One Word more, I beſeech you, Sir Davy, 
Sir Dav, What's that? | e | 
Beau. I beg you tell her, that the generous Reproof 
The has given me has ſo wrought upon me 
Sir Dav. Well, I will. | | 
Beau, That I eſteem this Jewel not only as a Wreck 
redeemed from my Folly, but that for her fake 1 yill 
preſerve it to the utmoſt Moment of my Life. 
Sir Dav. With all my Heart 1 yow and ſwear, 
Beau. And that I long to convince her I am not the 
Brute ſhe might miſtake me fo. 
Sir Dav. Right; well, this will make the pureſt Sport 
Aſide.] Let me ſee; firſt you acknowledge your {elf to 
be a very impudent Fellow, i 
Beau. I do ſo, Sir. | 5 
Sir Dav. And that you ſhall never be at reſt, till jou 
have ſatisfy'd my Lady. . 
Beau. Rigbt, Sir. „ 
Sir Dav. Satisfy'd her! very good, ha, ha, ha, and 


keep your Word, Friend. 
Beau. Never, Sir. 


fake, as long as you live, ha 300-68 
Beau. To the Day of my Death, I'll aſſure you, 
Sir Dav, I proteſt that will be very kindly done—and 

that you long mightily, long to let her underſtand that 


Beau. Exactly Sir, that is the Sum and End of my Deſires, 
Sir Dav. Well, I'll take care of your Buſineſs, If do} 
your Buſineſs, -1'll warrant you; ibis will be the pureſt 


remember, be ſure you remember: Your Servant. (Er. 
. Beau. So, now l find a Husband is a delicate Insu 
ment rightly made uſe of: To make her old jealous 


Employment as ſuch a noble Conſort can be put to. 
A were ye all ſuch Husbands and ſuth Wit, 
e younger Brothers ſhould lead better Live. (Ex. 
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ACT IL SCENEL 
8 C E N E, Covent · Garden. is 


Enter Sylvia and Courtine, 


9 *. O fall in love, and to fall in love with a Sol- 
1 dier, nay a disbanded Soldier too, a Fellow 
with the Mark of Cain upon him, which every body 


knows him by, and is ready to throw Stones at him for, 


Cour. Damn her, I ſhall never enjoy her without ravi- 
ſhing ; if ſhe were but very rich and very ugly, I would 


marry her. Ay, *tis ſhe, I know her miſchievous Look 


too well to be miſtaken in it.. Madam 
Syiv. Sit, 55 5 
Cour. Tis a very hard Caſe, that you have reſoly'd not 

to let me be quiet. Ps « Os 
Sy/v. Tis very unreaſonably done of you, Sir, to haunt 


me up and down every where at this ſcandalous Rate; 


the World will think we are acquainted, ſhortly. | 

Cour, But, Madam, I ſhall fairly take more care of my 
Reputation, and from this time forward ſhun and ayoid 
you moſt watchfully. 1 7 | 

$ylv, Have you not haunted this Place theſe two Hours? 

Cour, Twas becauſe I knew it to be your Ladyſhip's 
Home then, and therefore might reaſonably be the Place 
you leaſt of all frequented ; one would imagine. you were 
gone a Coxcomb-hunting by this time, to ſome Place of 
publick Appearance or other; 'tis pretty near the Hour, 
* be Twilight preſently, and then the Owls come all 
„„ 5 | 


Sylv. What need I take the Trouble to go ſo far a 


fowling, when there's Game enough at our own Doors? 
Cour. What, Game for your Net, fair Lady? ? 
Sylv. Yes, or any Woman's Net elſe, that will ſpread it. 
Cour. To ſhew you how deſpicably I think of the Bu- 
ſineſs, I will here leave you preſently, tho I loſe the 
Pleaſure of railing at you. . 
„. Do ſo, I would adviſe you; your Raillery betrays 
zour Wit, as bad as your clumſey Civility does your 
Preeding, 2 Cour, 
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Cour. Adieu — | 505 
Sylv. Fareywel ! — 5 
Cour. Why do not you go about your Buſineſs: 
Sylv. Becauſe I would be ſure to be rid of you firſt, that 
you might not dog me. | ED 
Cour, Were it but poſſible that you could anſwer me 


one Queſtion truly, and then I ſhould be ſatisfy'd. 5 
a os. Any thing for Compoſition to be rid of you hand. 
Jom Yo | | 5 | 
Cour. Are you really very honeſt ? Look in my Face . 
and tell me that. | Ez 1 
Sylv. Look in your Face and tell you, for what? To WM n: 
ſpoil my Stomach to my Supper? „ At 
Cour. No, but to gee thee a Stomach to thy Bed, WM © 
Sweet-heart; I would, if poſſible, be better acquainted 
with thee, becauſe thou art very ill. natur d. 
- Sylv. Your only Way to bring that Buſineſs about ef. 8 
fectually is to be more troubleſom; and if you think it d; 
worth your while to be abuſed ſubſtantially, you may WM 2 
make your perſonal Appearance this Night. 5 
Cour. How ? where? and when? and what Hour, 1 
J EEE” ö fi 
Sylv. Under the Window, between the Hours of Ele-WM 
ven and Twelve exactly, | 55 = 
Cour. Where ſhall thoſe lovely Eyes and Ears hear my ſt 
Plaints, and ſee my Tears. — 
 _ Sylv. At that kind Hour thy Griefs ſhall end, if thou 
cCanſt know thy Foe from thy Friend. SHOT F® 
Cour. Here's another Trick of the Devil now; under WM tt 
that Window, between the Hours of Eleven and Tywehe 
exactly. Iam a damn'd Fool, and muſt go; let me ſee; ¶ w 
ſuppoſe I meet with a luſty beating: Pifh, that's nothing WW Y 
for a Man that's in love; or ſuppofe ſhe contrive ſome] 
Way to make a publick Coxcomb of me, and expoſe me i. 
to the Scorn of the World, for an Example to all amo- 
rous Block-heads hereafter ? why if ſhe do, I'll ſwear [ 
have lain with her; beat her Relations, if they pretend to + 


vindicate her; and fo there's one Love Intrigue pre] 


well over. 1 | | Exit 


* 


— I 
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Enter Sir Davy Dunce and Vermin. i 

Sir Da v. Go get you into your Lady now, and tell 
her I am coming. | = e 5 

Verm. Her Lady ſhip, Right - wor ſhipful, is pleaſed not 
to be at home. 5 e 8 

Sir Dav, How's that? my Lady not at home! run, 
run in and ask when ſhe went forth, where ſhe is gone, 
and who is with her? run and ask, Ver miu. 

Verm. She went out in her Chair preſently after you, 
this Afternoon. 5 8 i | 

Sir Dav. Then J am to be a Cuckold ſtill for ought 1 
know : What will become of me? I have ſurely loſt, and 
ne'er ſhall find her more; ſhe promis'd me ſtrictly to ſtay 
at home till I came back again; for ought I know ſhe 
may be up three pair of Stairs in the Temple now. 

Verm, Is her Ladyſhip in Law then, Sir? . 

Sir Dau. Or it may be taking the Air as far as Knights-- 
b)iage with ſome ſmooth-fac'd Rogue or another: Tis a 
damn'd Houſe, that Swan, that Swarat Knights- Bridge is 
J a confounded Houſe, Vermin. J 

Verm, Do you think ſhe is there then | 

Sir Dav, No, I do not think ſhe is there neither; but 
ſuch a thing may be, you know: wou'd that Barn · Elms 
was under Water too, there's a thouſandCuckolds a Year 


ſhe ſhou'd be there this Evening, my Heart's broke. 
Eͤnter Sir Jolly. 3 
Sir Fol, That muſt be Sir Davy; ay, that's he, that's 
he, ha, ha, ha, was ever the like heard of? was ever any 
thing ſo pleaſant ? | . 
Sir Dav. I'll lock her up three Days and three Nights 
without Meat, Drink, or Light; I'll humble her in the 
Devil's Name. NO RY 7 
Sir Jol. Well, cou'd 1 but meet my Friend Sir Davy, 
it would be the joyfulleſt News for him is 
Sir Dav. Who's there that has any thing to ſay to me? 


Tidings ! 
Sir Dav. I have loſt my Wife, Man. 
Sir Fol, Loſt her! ſhe's not dead, I hope? 


— 
— 


— — — 
1 — —— 
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made at Barn- Elms, by Roſamond's Ponds; the Devil 1 


Sir Fol, Ah my Friend of Friends, ſuch News, ſuch 
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Sir Dav, Yes. Alas, ſhe's dead, irrecoverably loſt, 


Sir Fol. Why, I parted with her within this half Hour. 
Sir Dav. Did you ſo, are you ſure it was ſo ? where 


was it? I'll have my Lord Chief-Juſtice's Warrant and a 


Conſtable preſently, 
Sir Jol. And ſhe made the pureſt Sport now, with 4 


young Fellow, Man, that ſhe met withal accidentally, 


Sir Dav. Oh Lord! that's worſe and worſe ! a young 


"Pallow low my Wife making Sport with a young Fel. 


low! Oh Lord! here are Doings, here are Vagaries | 
I'll run mad, I'll climb Bow-Szeeple preſently, beſtride the 
Dragon, and preach Cuckoldom to the whole City, 

Sir Jol. The beſt of all was too, that it happen d to be 
an idle Coxcomb that ptetended to be in loye with her, 


Neighbour, 


Sir Dav. Indeed, in love with her! who was it! what's 


his Name? I warrant you won't tell a Body. Ill in · 


dict him in the Crown-Office ; no, I'll iſſue Warrants to 


_ apprehend him for Treaſon upon the Statute of Edu. 19, 


won't you tell me what young Fellow it was? was it 4 
very handſom young Fellow, hah—— _ 
Sir Jol. Handſom ? Yes hang him, the Fellow's band. 


* 


ſom enough; he is not very handſom neither, but be 


has a develiſh leering black Eye. 


Sir Dav. Oh Lord! 5 
Sir Fol, His Face too is a good riding Face; 'tis no 


_ ſoft effeminate Complexion indeed, but his Countenance 


is ruddy, ſanguine and chearful; a deviliſh Fellow 1n 4 
Corner I'll warrant him. SIT 
Sir Dav. Bleſs us! what will become of me ? why tie 


Devil did I marry a young Wife? Is he very well hape 
too, tall, ſtrait, and proportionable, hab. 


Sir Jol. Tall? No, he's not very tall neither, yet he 


tall enough too: He's none of your overgrown lubber) 


Flanders Jades, but more of the true Engliſh Breed, well 
knit, able and fit for Service, old Boy; the Fellow is wel 


ſhap'd truly, very well proportion'd, ſtrong and aftive 


I have ſeen the Rogue leap like a Buck. 24 
Sir Dav. Who can this be? Well, and what think you, 


Friend, has he been there! Come, come, I a ſeal 
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ſhe's a young Woman; and I am an old Fellow, troth a 
very old Fellow, 1 ſignify little or nothing now, But do 
you think he has prevail'd ? am I a Cuckold, Neighbour ? | 
Sir Jol. Cuckold! what, a Cuckold in Covent-Garden? 
No, I'll aſſure you, I believe her to be the moſt virtuous 
Woman in the World; but if you had but ſeen ne _ 
Sir Dave Ay, wou'd I had, what was it? 


Sir Fol, How like a Rogue ſhe us'd him : Firſt of all 
comes up the Spark to her, Madam, ſays he —and 


then he bows down thus How now, ſays ſhe, what 
would the impertinent Fellow have ? 
Sir Dav, Humph ? ha ! well, and what then ? 
Sir Jol. Madam, ſays he again, (bowing as he did be- 
fore) my Heart is ſo entirely yours, that except you take 
pity of my Sufferings, I muſt here die at your Feet. 
Sir Dav. So, and what ſaid ſhe again, Neighbour, hah ! 
Sir Fol, Go, you are a Fop, 


Sir Dav. Ha, ha, ha, did ſhe indeed? Did ſhe ſay ſo 
indeed? I am glad on't, troth I am very glad on't; well, 
and what next? And how, and well, and what? ha 

Sir Fo/, Madam, fays he, this won't do, I am your 
humble Servant for all thisz you may pretend to be as 
ill natur'd as you pleaſe, but I ſhall make bold. 

Sir Dav, Was there ever ſuch an impudent Fellow ? 
Sir F-l. With that, Sirrah, ſays ſhe, you are a ſaucy 
Jackanapes, and I'll have you kick'd. 


Sir Dav. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I wou'd not be unmar- 


ty'd again to be an Angel. | 
f Sir Jol. But the beſt Jeſt of all was, who this ſhould 
e N Al. | 


Sir Dav, Ay, who indeed! I'll warrant you ſome. ſilly 
Fellow or other, poor Fool ! | 


Sir Jol. E'en a ſcandalous Rake-hell, that lingers up 


and down the Town by the Name of Captain Beawgard ; 
” he has been a bloody Cuckold-making Scoundrel in 
|S time, | | | 


Sir Dav. Hang him Sot, is it he? I don't value him 


thus, not a wet Finger, Man; to my Knowledge ſhe hates 


him, ſhe ſcorns him, Neighbour, 1 know it, I am very 
well ſatisfy'd in the Point; beſides, I have ſeen him ſince 


— * 
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that, and have out-hector'd him: I am to tell her from 


his own Mouth, that he promiſes neyer to affront her 
more. : N 


Sir Fol, Indeed! 
Sir Dav. Ay, ay 
Enter Lady Dance, paying her Chairman, 
Chairman. God bleſs you, Madam, thank your Honour, 
Sir Fol. Huſb, huſh, there's my Lady, I'll be gone, I' 


not be ſeen, your humble Servant, God by*w'y. 


Sir Dav. No Faith, Sir Folly, een go into my Houle 
now, and ſtay Supper with me, we han't ſupp'd together 
a great while. fe 185 

Sia Jol. Ha! ſay you ſo? I don't care if I do, faith, 
with all my Heart; this may give me an Opportunity to 


let all things right again. Aldi. 


Sir Dav. My Dear. 

L. Dunce. Sit 

Sir Dav. You have been abroad, my Dear, I ſee, 

L. Dunce. Only for a little Air, truly I was almoſt tifl'{ 


within Doors, I hope you will not be angry, Sir David, 


will you ? | | 
Sir Dau. Angry, Child! no Child, not I; what ſhould 
I be angry for? = | re 
L. Dunce. I wonder, Sir David, you will ſerve me at 


this Rate. Did you not promiſe me to go in my behalf to 
| Beaugard, and correct him according to my Inſtructions 
for his Inſfolence ? | 


Sir Dav. So I did, Child; I have been with him, Sweet. 
heart, I have told him all to a Title, I gave him back a- 
gain the Picture too; but as the Devil would have it, | 
forgot the Ring, faith I did. 

L. Dunce. Did you purpoſe, Sir Sodom, to render me 
ridiculous to the Man I abominate ? what ſcandalous Inter: 
pretation, think you, muſt he make of my retaining any 
Trifle of his, ſent me on fo diſhonourable Terms: 

Sir Dav. Really, my Lamb, thou art in the right; yes 


I went back afterwards, dear Heart, and did the Buſinels 


to ſome purpoſe, | | 
IL. Dance. I am glad that you did, with all my Heart 


Sir Dav, I gave him his Leſſon, I'II warrant him. 
8 8 L. Dune 
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L. Dunce, Leſſon! what Leſſon had you to give him? 

Sir Dave Why, I told him as he Rk'd that Uſage he 
might come again; ha, ha, a. a 

L. Dunce. Ay, and fo let him. 3 

Sir Dav. With all my Heart, I'll give him free leave, 
or hang me; tho thou wou'dſt not imagine how the poor 
Devil's alter'd. La you there now, but as certainly as I 
ſtand here, that Man is troubled that he ſwears he ſhall 
not reſt Day nor Night, till he has fatisfy'd thee ; prithee 
be ſatisfy'd with him if it is poſſible, my Dear, prithee 
do, I promis'd him before I left him to tel} thee as much: 
for the poor Wretch looks ſo ſimply, I could not chuſe. 
but pity him, 1 vow and fear, ha, ha, ha 
Sir Jol. Now, now, you little Witch, now you Chits- 
face; odd I cou'd find in my Heart to- put my little Finger 


in your Bubbies | 

L. Dunce. Sir David, 1 muſt tell you, that I cannot 
but reſent your ſo ſoon Reconcilement with a Man that I 
hate worſe than Death, and that if you lov'd me with half 
that Tenderneſs which you profeſs, you would not forget 
an Affront ſo palpably and ſo baſely offer'd me. Wo 

Sir Dav. Why Chicken, where's the Remedy? What's 
to be done? How wouldſt thou have me deal with him? 

L, Dince;-Cur his Theor, 75 1 
Sir Dav. Bleſs us for Ever! cut his Throat! what, do 
Murder ? „„ 8 

L. Dance. Murder, yes, any thing to ſuch an incorri- 
gible Enemy of your Honour, one that has reſolv'd to 
perſiſt in abuſing of you; ſee here this Letter, this I re- 
ctiv'd ſince I laſt parted with you; juſt now it was thrown. 
into my Chair by an impudent Lacquey of his, kept o'pur- 
pote for ſuch Employments. 28 75 

Sir Dav. Let me ſee: A Letter indeed I for the Lady 
Dunce——damn'd Rogue, treacherous Dog, what can he 
ſay in the Inſide now © here's a Villain, Ds 
„ . Dance, Yes, you had beſt break it open, you bad fo; 
Us :ike the reſt of your Diſcretion. © - 

Sir Dav. Lady, if I have an Enemy, tis velt for me 
to know what Miſchief he intends me; therefore, with 
Your Leave, I will break it open, 
| Q 5 Ln Dunce, 


Fs 
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my Life be? 


Lambkin! Np, - | 
L. Duxce. But will you be ſo kind to me to anſwer 
my Deſires ? will you once more endeavour to make that 


— 
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L. Dunce. Do, do, to have him believe that I was 


| pleaſed enough with it to do it my ſelf ; If you haye the 


Spirit of a Gentleman in you, carry it back, and daſh it, 
as it is, in the Face of that audacious Fellows _ 
Sir Jol. What can be the meaning of this now? 
Sir Dav. A Gentleman, yes, Madam, I am a Gentle. 


man, and the World ſhall find that I am a Gentleman, 
I have certainly the beſt Woman in the World, 


L. Dunce. What do you think muſt be the End of al 


this ? I haye no Refuge in the World, but your Kind- 


neſs: Had I a jealous Husband now, how miſerable muſt 
Sir Jol. AbRogue's Noſe! ah Devil! ah Toad! cunning 
Thief, wheedling Slut, I'll bite her by and by, 
Sir Dav. Poor Fool ! no Dear, I am not jealous, nor 


| Neyer will be jealous of thee: Do what thou wilt thou 
halt not make me jealous; I love thee too well to ſu⸗ 


est hee: F5FFF*V VC 

L. Dunce. Ab, but how long will you do ſo 
Sir Dav, How long? as long as I live I warrant thee, 
1 don't talk to a Body ſo: 1 cannot hold if thou doſt, 
my Eyes will run over, poor Fool! poor Birdſnies! poor 


Traitor ſenſible that J have too juſt an Eſteem of you, 
not to value his Addrefles as they deſerve ? £ 

Sir Dav. Ay, ay, I will. e 

L. Dunce. But don't ſtay away too long, Dear; make 
What haſte you can, I ſhall be in pain till I ſee you again. 

Sir Dav. My Dear, my Love, my Babby, 1'll be with 
thee in a Moment: How happy am Iaboye the reſt of Men 
Neighbour, dear Neighbour, walk in with my Wife, and 
keep her Company, till I return again. Child, don't be 
troubled, prithee don't be troubled, was there ever ſuch 


a Wife? well, da, da, da: don't be troubled, prithee don't 
be troubled, prithee don't be troubled, da, da. kx. 


I. Dance. Sir Folly, Sir Jolly, Sir Folly. © 
Sir Jol. Don't be troubled, prithee don't be troubled, 


Cas HOTTgs 7 
. | L. Duni. 
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L. Dunce. But Sir Jolly, can you gueſs whereabout my 
wandring Officer may be probably found now? 

Sir Jol. Found, Lady? he is to be found, Madam, he 
is io be at my Houſe preſently, Lady; he's certainly one 
of the fineſt Fellows in the World. „ 

L. Dunce. You ſpeak like a Friend, Sir Jolly. 

Sir Jol. His Friend, Lady; no Madam, his Foe, his ut- 
ter Enemy, I ſhall be his Ruin, I ſhall undo him. 

L. Dance. You may, if you pleaſe; then come both 
and play at Cards this Evening with me for an Hour or 
two; for I have contrived it ſo, that Sir David is to be 
abroad at Supper to Night, he cannot poſſibly avoid it; 
I long to win ſome of the Captain's Money ſtrangely... 

Sir Jol. Do you ſo, my Gameſter ? Well, Pl] be ſure 
to bring him, and for what he carries about him I'll war- 
rant you = odd he's a pretty Fellow, a very pretty. 
Fellow, he has only one Fault. . 

L. Dunce. And what is that I beſeech you, Sir ? 

Sir Jol. Only too loving, too goodnatur'd, that's all; "tis 
certainly the beſt natur'd Fool breathing, that's all his Fault. 

L. Dunce. Hiſt, hiſt, I think I ſee Company coming ;. 
if you pleaſe, Sir Jolly, we'll go in. „ 

Enter Beaugard follou'd by Sir David and Vermin... 

Sir Jol. Mum, mum, tis he himſelf, the very ſame; 
odds ſo, Sir Davy after him too, huſh, huſh, huſh, let 
us be gone, let us retire ; do but look upon him now 
mind him a little, there's a Shape, there's an Air, there's 
a Motion! Ah Rogue, ah Devil, get you in, get you in, 
I ſay, there's a Shape for you. [Exit L. Dunce. 

Beau. What the Devil I ſhall do to recover this Day's: 
Loſs again? my honourable Pimp too, my Pander Knight 
has forſaken me; methinks I am quandary'd, like one go- 
ing with a Party to diſcover the Enemy's Camp, but had 
loſt his Guide upon the Mountains: Curſe on him, old: 
Argos is here again: there can be no good Fortune to- 
wards me when he's at my Heels. RX — 

Sir Dav. Sir, Sir, Sir, one Word with you, Sir! Cap» 
tain, Captain, noble Captain, ane Word 1 beſeech you. 

B au. With me, Friend ? V 


Sit Dav. Yes with you, my no Friend. EE 
| | Be an. 
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Beau. Sir David, my Intimate, my Boſom Phy ſician— 
Sir Dav. Ah Rogue! damn'd Rogue! 

Beau. My Confeſſor, my deareſt Friend I ever had -- 
Sir Dav, Dainty Wheedle, here's a Fellow for ye. 
Beau. One that has taught me to be in love with Vit. 
tue, and ſhewn me the ugly Inſide of my Follies, 
Sir Dav. Your humble Servant. | 
Beau. Is that all? if you are as cold in your Love ag 
you are in your Friendſhip, Sir David, your Lady has 
the worſt time on't of any one in Chriſtendom. 
Sir Dave So ſhe has, Sir, when ſhe cannot be free from 
the inſolent Sollicitations of ſuch Fellows as you are, Sir, 

Beau. As me, Sir? why, who am I, good Sir Domine 

Doddle-pate ? = | 

Sir Daz. So, take notice he threatens me, 1'1] have him 
bound io the Peace inſtantly 3 will you never have remorſe 
of Conſcience, Friend ? have you baniſh'd all Shame from 
your Soul? Do you conſider my Name is Sir David Dune! 
that I have the moſt virtuous Wife living? Do you conſi. 
der that? Now how like a Rogue he looks again; what 

a a Hang-do!y Leer was that? 

Beau. Your virtuous Wife, Sir! you are always hary- 
ing upon that String, Sir David. 5 

Sir Dav. No, tis you would be harping upon that 
String, Sir; fee you this? caſt your Eyes upon this, this 
Letter Sir; did not you promiſe this very Day, to aban- 

don all manner of Proceedings of this Nature, tending 10 

the Diſhonour of me and my Family ? | 

Beau. Letter, Sir? what the Devil does he mean now? 

Let me ſee, for the Lady Dunce; this is no Scraw| of 

mine, Ii] be (worn; by Jeve, her own Hand! Whata 


Dog was I ! forty to one but 1 had play'd the Fool, and 


ſpoil'd all again. Was there ever fo charming a Creatuie 
breathing! Did your Lady deliver this to your Hands, 
Sir? 


Sir Dav. Ev'n her own ſelf in Perſon, Sir, and bad me 
tell you, Sir, that ſhe has too juſt an Eſteem of me, Si, 
not to value ſuch a Fellow as you are, as you deſerve. 

Beau. Very good: [Reads the Letter. ] I doubt not but 
ibis Letter will ſurprize you (in troth, and ſo it does 

e exreweh) 
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extremely) but refle& upon the manner of conveying it to 
your Hand as kindly as you can. | 

Sir Dav. Ay a damn'd Thief, to have it thrown into 
the Chair by a Footman, SSI, | 

Bean. ¶ Reads.) Would Sir David were but half ſo kind 
to you as Il am, „„ | 

Sir Dav. Say you ſo, you inſinuating Knave? 

Beau. But he, I am ſatisfy'd, is fo ſeverely jealous, that 
except you contrive ſome way to let me ſee you this Even- 
ing, J fear all will be hopeleſs. | 

Sir Dav. Impudent Traitor, I might have been a Mon- 
ſter yet before J had got my Supper in my Belly, 

Beau. In order to which either appear your ſelf, or 


ſome body for you, half an Hour hence in the Pzazza, 


when more may be conſider'd of. Adieu. 
Sir Dav. Thanks to you, noble Sir, with all my Heart; 


you are come J ſee accordingly, but as a Friend I am 
bound in Conſcience to tell you the Buſineſs won't do, the 
| Trick won't paſs, Friend; you may put up your Pipes, 


and march off: Oh Lord! he lie with my Wife, Pugh, 
he make Sir David Dunce a Cuckold, poor Wreich, ha, 
ha, ha. | 8 | 
Sir Jol. Hiſt, hiſt, hiſt. | 
Enter Lady Dunce and Fourbin &diſcuis'd, 
L. Dance, That's he, there he is: ſucceed, and be re- 
warded, | 5 BP 


Four. Other People may think what they, pleaſe 3 but 


in my own Opinion, I am a very pretty Fellow wow ; if 


my Deſign but ſucceed upon this old Baboon, l' be cano- 
niz d. Sir, Sir, Sir, | TRE 0 
Sir Dav. Friend! with me? Wou'd you ſpeak with me 
Friend ? „ e 
Four, Sir, my Commands were to attend your Worſhip. 
Sir Jol. Beaugard, Beaugard, hiſt, hiſt, here, here, 
quickly, hiſt, | | 


* 


Sir Pav. Where do you live Sweet-heart, and who do 


you belong to? 


Four. Sir, I am a ſmall Inſtrument of the City, 1 ſerve 


the Lord-Mayor in his Office there. 
Sir Dav, How, the Lord-Mayor ! 
e Four. 


is he? | 
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Four. Yes, Sir, who deſires you by all means to do him 


the Honour of your Company at Supper this Evening, 
Sir Dav. It will be the greateſt Honour I ever receiy' 
in my Life; what, my Lord- Mayor invite me to Supper? 
I am his Lordſhip's moſt humble Servant. 
Four, Yes, Sir, if your Name be Sir David Dunce, as[ 


have the honour to be inform'd it is: he deſires you more. 


over to make what haſte you can, for that he has ſome 
Matters of Importance to communicate to your Honour, 
which may take up ſome time, 

L. Dunce. I hope it will ſucceed, ee) 
Sir Dav. Communicate with me! he does me too no- 
ble a Fayour; I'll fly upon the Wings of Ambition to 


lay my ſelf at his Footſtool ; My Lord-Mayor ſends him. 
felt to invite me to Supper, to confer with me too: 1 


ſhall certainly be a great Man. _ 
Four. What Anſwer will your Worſhip charge me back 


Withal ? : 


Sir Dav. Let his Lordſhip know, that I am amaz'd 


and confounded at his Generofity ; and that I am ſo tran(- 
ported with the Honour he does me, that I will not fail 


to wait on him in the roaſting of an Egg. 

Four. I am your Worſhip's lowly Slave. 
Sir Dav. Ver min, go get the Coach ready; get me the 
Gold Medal too and Chain, which I took from the Ro- 
man Catholick Officer for a Popiſh Relick : I'll be fine; 


I' ſhine, and drink Wine that's divine. My Lord-Mayor 
invite me to Supper | 5 
L. Dunce. My deareſt, I'm glad to ſee thee return'd in 


Safety, from the bottom of my Heart: Haſt thou ſeen the 
Traitor ? 5 5 


Sir Dav. Seen him! hang him, 1 have ſeen him; Por | 


on him, ſeen him!  : - 
L. Dance, Well, and what is become of him? W bere 


Sir Dav. Why doſt thou ask me where be is? What a 
Pox care I what becomes of him? prithee don't trouble 
me with. thy Impertinence, I am buſy. | 5 

L. Dance. You are not angry, my Dear, are you? 

Sir Dav. No, but I am pleas'd, and that's all one, wa 

| 1 muc 
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much pleas'd let me tell you, but that I am only to ſup 


with my Lord-Mayor, that's all; nothing elſe in the 


World, only the Buſineſs of the Nation calls upon me, 


that's all; therefore once more, I ſay, don't be trouble. 
| ſome, but ſtand off. 5 | 2s er 


L. Dunce. You always think my Company troubleſome; 
you never ſtay at home to comfort me; what think you 


| 1 ſhall do alone by my ſelf all this Evening, moping in 
| my Chamber ? Pray, my Joy, ſtay with me for once, I 
hope he won't take me at my Word, LAſide. 


Sir Dav, I ſay again and again, Tempter ſtand off, I 


will not loſe my Preferment for my Pleaſure ; Honour is 


towards me, and Fleſh and Blood are my Averſion. 
L. Dance, But how long will you ſtay then? 


Sir Dav. I don't know, may be not an Hour, may be 
all Night, as his Lordſhip and I think fic ; what's that to 


„%% En 
L. Dunce. You are very cruel to me. 
Sir Dav. I can't help it; go, get you i 
the time with your Neighbour, I'i] be back again before 
I die; in the mean time be humble and conformable, 
go. Is the Coach ready? . 
Ferm. Yes, Sr. 


Sir Dav. Well, your Servant; what, nothing to my 


Lady Mayoreſs! You have a great deal of Breeding indeed, 
a great deal; nothing to my Lady Mayoreſs ? I 

L. Dunce. My Service to her, if you pleaſe. - 

Sir Dav, Well, da, da, the poor Fool cries, o“ my 
Conſcience ! adieu, do you hear, farewel, ; [| Exit. 

L. Dunce. As well as what J love can make me, 

Enter Sir Jolly. 

Sir Jol. Madam, is he gone ? 

L. Dance. In Poſt haſte, I aſſure you, 

Sir Jol. In troth, and Joy go with him. 


L. Dunce. Do you then, Sir Jolly, conduct the Captain = 


hither, whilſt I go and diſpoſe of the Family, that we 
may be private. | IE. | ¶ Exit. 
Enter Sir Davy. 


Sir Dav. Troth, 1 had forgot my Medal and Chain, 


quite and clean forgot my Relick z 1 was torc'd to come 


n, and paſs away 
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up theſe Back-Stairs, for fear of meeting my Wife again, 
it is the troubleſom' loving Fool; 1 muſt into my Clo. 
ſet, and write a ſhort Letter too; tis Poſt-Night, I had 
forgot that: Well, 1 wou'd not have my Wife catch me 
for a Guinea. Ex 
Enter Beaugard and Lady Dunce. | 

Beau, Are you certain, Madam, no Body is this way 
1 fancy as we enter'd, I faw the Glimpſe of ſomething 

more than ordinary. | „ 

L. Dunce. Is it your Care of me, or your perſonal 
Fears, that make you ſo ſuſpicious? Whereabouts was the 
_ Apparition? _ 5 3 
Beau. There, there, juſt at the very Door. 

L. Dunce. Fy for ſhame, that's Sir Davy's Cloſet; and 
he, I'm ſatisfy'd, is far enough off by this time. I'm (ure 
1] heard the Coach drive him away. But to convince 
you, you ſhall ſee now: Sir Davy, Sir Davy, Sir Davy, 
| [knocking at the Cloſer door, ) Look you there; you a 
Captain, and afraid of a Shadow ! Come, Sir, ſhall we 

call for the Cards? „ 

Beau. And what ſhall we play for, pretty One? 

L. Dune. E'en what you think beſt, Sir. 

Beau. Silver Kiſſes, or Golden Joys? Come let us make 
Stakes a little. . | 
1 785 Enter Sir Jolly. | 

Sir Jol. Ah Rogue ah Rogue! are you there? Hayel 
caught you in Faith now, now, now? 

L. Dunce. And who [hall keep them? 

Beau. You, till Sir Davy returns fom Supper. 

L. Dunce. That may be long enough: for our Engine 
Fourbin has Orders not to give him oyer ſuddenly, I af 
ſure you, „„ 5 

Beau. And is't to your {elf then, I'm oblig'd for thi 
bleſs'd Opportunity ? Lec us improve it to Love's bel 
Advantage. 5 

Sir Jol. Ab, ha, ba, ha! Ah, ha, ha, ha! 

Beau. Let's yow Eternal, and raiſe our Thoughts to 
Expectation of immortal Pleaſures: in one another's Eyes 
let's read our Joys, till we've no longer Power o er our 
Deſires, drunk with this diffolying, h! 
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Enter Sir Davy from his Cloſet. 
L. Dunce. Ah! £2 [Squeaks, 
Beau. By this Light, the Cuckold: Preſto, nay, then 
Halloo. | [Sets up and runs away. 
Sir Dav. O Lord, a Man, a Man in my Wife's Cham- 
ber! Murder, Murder! Thieves, Thieyes, ſhut up my 
Doors! Madam! Madam! Madam! 
| Enter Sir Jolly. 


Sir Jol. Ay, ay, Thieves, Thieves, Murder, Murder, 


where Neighbour, where, where? | ; 
L. Dance, Pierce, pierce this wretched Heart, hard to 


the Hilts, dye this in the deepeſt Crimſon of my Blood 


ſpare not a miſerable Woman's Life, whom Heav'n de- 


ſign'd to be the unhappy Object of the moſt horrid Uſage 


Man e'er acted, \ | | ER = 
[Catches up Beaugard's Sword, which he had left be- 


hind him in the Hurry, and preſents ut to Sir Davy. 
Sir Dav. What, in the Name of Satan, does ſhe mean 


now? 0 


L. Dunce. Curſe on my fatal Beauty! blaſted ever be 


theſe two baneful Eyes, that cou'd inſpire a barbarous Vil- 
lain to attempt ſuch Crimes as all my Bloods too little to 
at one for: Nay, you ſhall hear me— 


Sir Dav. Hear you, Madam! No, I have ſeen too 
much, I thank you heartily ; hear you, Quotha! _ 
L. Dunce. Yes, and before J die too, Ill be juſtity'd. 


Sir Dav, Juſtify*d, oh Lord, juſtify dl! 
L. Dunce. Notice being given me of your Return, 1 


came with ſpeed to this unhappy Place, where I have oft 


been bleſt with your Embraces, when from behind the 
8 out ſtarts Beaugard; how he came there Heav'n 
enows. 755 e | To £ DS 

Sir Dav. I'll have him hang'd for Burglary; he has 
broken my Houſe, and broke the Peace upon my Wife: 
Very good! SEE es 


L. Dunce, Strait in his Arms he graſp'd me faſt; 


with much ado 1 plung'd and got my Freedom, ran to 
your Clofet-Door, knock'd and implor'd your Aid, call'd 
on your Name; but all in vai | 

vr Dev; HMM 


L. Dunce. 
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did? 


L. Dunce. Soon again he ſeiz d me, ſtopp'd my Mowh, 
and, with a Conqueror's Fury 
Sir Dav. Oh Lord! oh Lord! no more, no more, 1 


beſeech thee, I ſhall grow mad, and very mad! I'll plowh 


up Rocks and Adamantine Iron-Bars z I' crack the Frame 
of Nature, ſally out like Tamerlane upon the Trojan Horſe 


and drive the Pigmies all like Geeſe before me. Oh Lord, 


ſtop her Mouth ! Well, and how? and what then ! lo 


thy Mouth! Well! Hah! 


L. Dunce. No, tho ann, 1 ill am innocent; 


his curſed Purpoſe could not be accompliſh'd ; but who 
will live ſo injur'd? No, I'll die to be reveng'd on my 


ſelf: I ne'er can hope that I may ſee his ſtreaming Gore; 
and thus I let out my own 


[Offers to run upon the Sword, 
Sir Dav. Ha! what wouldſt thou do my Love? pri- 
thee don't break my Heart: If thou wilt kill, kill me; I 


know thou art innocent, I ſee thou art; tho 1 had cacher 


be a Cuckold a thouſand times, than loſe thee, poor Love, 
poor Dearee, poor Baby, 
Sir Jol. Alack-a-day——— [Fes 
L. Dunce. Ah me! 
Sir Dav. Ah, prithee be comforted now, - prichee do; 


| why, I'll love thee the better for this, for all this, Mun: 
Why ſhouldſt be troubled for e e il Doings? | 


know it was no fault of thine. 
Sir Jcl, No, no more it was not, I dare foe; 
Sir Dav. See, ſee, my Neighbour weeps too; he is 


troubled to ſee thee thus. 


L. Dance. Oh, but Revenge! 

Sir Dav. Why, thou ſhalt have Revenge: Pi have him 
murder'd; ll have his Throat cut before to-morrow 
Morning, Child: Riſe now, prithee riſe, _- 

Sir J, Ay, do, Madam, and ſmile upon Sir Davy. 

L. Dunce. But will you love me then as * as e er you 


Sir Dav. Ay, and the longeſt Day I live too. 
L. Dunce. And ſhall I have Juſtice done me on that 
prodigious Monſter ? 


Sir Dav. Why, he thall be Crows Meats by mg. 
| whe: 


— 2 — * 


The SOLDIERS FORTUNE. 379 


Night; I tell thee he ſhall be Crows-Meat by Midnight, 
Chicken, | | 3 8 | 


L. Dunce. Then I will live; ſince ſo, tis ſomething 


pleaſant; — 
Whence I in Peace may lead a happy Life 
With ſuch a Husband 


Sir Dav. I with ſuch a Wife. [E xeunt. 


* __— 


—_— , 
— 


ACT IV. sc EN E I. 
SCENE, The Tavern. 


Enter Captain Beaugard, Courtine and Drawer. 
Draw, Elcome, Gentlemen, very welcome, Sir 


of Stairs? 


Beau. Get the great Room ready preſently; carry up 


too a good Stock of Bottles before-hand, with Ice to cool 
our Wine, and Water to refreſh our Glaſſe. 
Draw, It ſhall be done, Sir. Coming, coming there, 
coming: Speak up in the Dolphin, ſome Body. 

Beau. Ah, Courtine, muſt we be always idle! Muſt we 
never fee our glorious Days again! When ſhall we be 


rolling in the Lands of Milk and Honey, encamp'd in 


large luxuriant Vineyards, where the loaded Vines cluſter 
about our Tents; drink the rich Juice, juſt preſt from the 


plump Grape, feeding on all the fragrant Golden Fruit 


that grow in fertile Climes, and ripen'd by the earlieſt Vi- 
gour of the Sun? _ | bs tn LAST Ht 

Cour, Ah, Beaugard ! thoſe Days have been, but now 
we muſt reſolye to content our ſelyes at an humble Rate : 


Methinks it is not unpleaſant to conſider how I have ſeen 


thee in a large Pavilion; drowning the Heat of the Day 


in Champaine Wines, ſparkling ſweet as thoſe charming 


Beauties, whoſe dear Remembrance eyery Glaſs recorded, 
with half a dozen honeſt Fellows more, Friends, Beau- 
zard ; faithful hearty Friends; things as hard to meet with, 
as Preferment here ; Fellows that would ſpeak Truth 
boldly, and were proud on't ; that ſcorn'd Flattery, lov'd 


Honeſty, 


will you pleaſe to walk up one Pair 
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Honeſty, for twas their Portion; and never yet learn% 


me clean ? 


the Trade of Eaſe and Lying: But now — 
Bean. Ay, now we are at home in our natural Hives, 


and fleep like Drones; but there's a Gentleman on the 


Other ſide the Water, that may make Work for us all one Day, 
Cour, But in the mean while 


Beau. In the mean while Patience, Courtine; that is the 


Engliſh Man's Virtue; Go to the Man that owes you Mo- 


ney, and tell him you are neceſſitated; his Anſwer ſhall be,4 


little Patience, I beſeech you, Sir: Ask a cowardly Raſcal $a. 


tis faction for a ſordid Injury done you; he ſhall cry,Alas-a- 
day, Sir, you are the ſtrangeſt Man living, you won't have 
Patience to hear one ſpeak. Complain to a great Man that 


you want Preferment, that you have forfaken conſiderable 


Advantages abroad, in obedience to publick Edicts; al 
you ſhall get of him is this, You muſt have Patience, Sir, 
Cour, But will Patience feed me, or clothe me, or keep 


Beau. Prithee, no more hints of Poverty: Tis ſcands- 


| Jous; *sdeath, I would as ſoon chuſe to hear a Soldier 


brag, as complain: Doſt thou want any Money? | 
Cour. True indeed, I want no Neceſſaries to keep me 


alive; but I do not enjoy my ſelf with that Freedom | | 
would do; there is no more Pleaſure in living at ſtint, than 


there is in living alone. I would have it in my Power 
(when he needed me) to ſerve and aſſiſt my Friend; J 
would to my Ability deal handſomly too by the Woman 
that pleas'd me. „ 


Beau. Ob, fy for ſhame ! you would be a Whore ma: 


ſter, Friend; go, go, I'll have no more to do with you. 


Cour. I would not be forc'd neither at any Time to © 


void a Gentleman that had oblig'd me, for want of Mo- 
ney to pay him a Debt contracted in our old Acquaintance: 


It turns my Stomach to wheedle with the Rogue J corn, 


when he uſes me ſo ſcurvily, becauſe he has my Name in 
hi e er 


Beau. As for Example, to endure the Familiarities of a 


Rogue, that ſhall cock his greaſy Hat in my Face, when 


he duns me, and at the ſame Time veil it to an Opel 


grown Deputy of the Ward, tho a frouzy . ; 
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Cour. To be forced to concur with his Nonſen 


ſe too, 
and laugh at bis Pariſh-Jeſts, _ rat. 


Beau. To uſe Reſpects and Ceremonies to the Milch- 
Cow his Wife, and praiſe her pretty Children, tho they 
ſtink of their Mother, and are uglier than the Iſſue of 2 
Baboon ; yet all this muſt be endured, | 

Cour. Muſt it, Beaugard ? eos 

Beau. And ſince *tis ſo, let's think of a Bottle. 755 

Cour. With all my Heart, for railing and drinking do 
much better together than by themſelves; a private Room, 


my Happineſs. But where's our dear Frien 
Sir Folly, this Evening? 


d and Intimate, 
Beau. To deal like a Fri 


end, Courtine, I parted with 
8 
if poſſible, this Night, with the Woman my Soul is moſt 


of all Joy, when I met with ſo damnable a Diſappoint- 
ment In ſhort, that Plague to all well-meaning 


greſs anotber way. Courtine, the Story thou ſhalt hear 
more at large hereafter. 1 


Cour. A Plague on him, why didſt thou not murder 
dare to diſturb a Gentleman's Privacies. I would have 
beaten him into Senſe of his Tranſgreſſion, enjoy'd his 
Wife before his Face, and taught the Dog his Duty. 


Beau. Look you, Courtine, you think you are dealin 


Free-born Engliſh Cuckold, and a ſneaking Wittal of a 
conquer'd Province. | „„ 
Cour. Oh, by all means! there ought to be a Diffe- 
rence obſerv d between your arbitrary Whoring, and your 
limited Fornication. ; CD 1 
Beau. And but reaſon: For tho we may make bold 
wich another Man's Wife in a friendly Way; yet nothing 
upon Compulſion, dear Heart. 


Caur. And now, Sir Jolly, 1 hope, is to be the Inſtru- 


a truſty Friend or two, good Wine and bold Truths, are 


bim but juſt now 3 he's gone to contrive me a Meeting, 


fond of: I was this Evening juſt entring upon the Palace 


Women, the Husband, came unſeaſonably, and forc'd * 
poor Lover to his Heels, that was fairly making his Pro- 


the preſumptuous Cuckold? faucy intruding Clown ! to 


with the Landlord of your Winter- Quarters in Alſatia, 
now ? Friend, Friend, there is a difference between a 


and Titles, tha 


— 
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ment of ſome immortal Plot ſome Contrivance for the 


Good of the Body, and the old Fellow's Soul, Beaugard: 


for all Cuckolds go to Heav'n, that's moſt certain. 


Beau. Sir Folly ! Why, on my Conſcience, he thinks it 


as much his undoubted Right to be Pimp-Maſter- General 
to London and Middleſex, as the Eſtate he poſſeſſes is: 


By my Conſent his Worſhip ſhould een have a Patent 
or it. LS 33 VNV 


Cour. He is certainly the fitteſt for the Employment in 


Chriſtendom 3 he knows more Families by their Names 
n all the Bell- men within and without the 
Walls. „ e 
Bean. Nay, he keeps a Catalogue of the choiceſt Beau. 
ties about Town, illuſtrated with a particular Account 
of their Age, Shape, Proportion, Colour of Hair and 


Eyes, Degrees of Complexion, Gun-pouder Spots and 
V | LET Sd SA SINE bs 


Cour. I wiſh the old Pander were bound to fatisfy my 


Experience; what Marks of Good-nature my Sylvia has 


about her. | | 
Enter Sir Jolly Jumble. 


Sir Jol. My Captains! my Sons of Mars, and Imps of 


Venus: well encounter'd ; what, ſhall we have a ſparkling 


Bottle or two, and uſe Fortune like a Jade? Beaugard, 


you are a Rogue, you are a Dog, I hate you; get you 


gone, go. 


Beau. But Sir Jolly, what News from Paradiſe, Sit 

olly ls there any hopes I ſhall come there to-night? 

Sir Fol. May be there is, may be there is not; I ſay let 
us have a Botile, and I will ſay nothing elſe without a 
Bottle : After a Glaſs or two my Heart may open. 


Cour. Why then we will have a Bottle, Sir Folly, 


Sir Jol. Will ? we'll have Dozens, and drink till we are 
wiſe, and ſpeak well of no body, till we are leuder than 


Midnight Whores, and out- rail disbanded Officers. 


Beau. Only one thing more, my noble Knight, and then 


we are entirely at thy diſpoſaal. 


Sir Jol. Well, and what's that? What's the buſineſs? 
Beau, This Friend of mine here ſtands in need of thy 


2 
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Sir Fol, In Love! is he ſo ! In Love! Ods, my Life! 
Is ſhe ! What's her Name? Where does ſhe live? I war- 
rant you I know her, ſhe's in my Table-Book II! warrant 
you: Virgin, Wife, or Widow! [Pulls out a Table-Book, 
Cour. In troth, Sir Jolly, that's ſomething a difficult 
Queſtion ; but as Virgins go now, ſhe may paſs for one 
of them, „ e _— 
Sir Jol. Virgin, very good: let me ſee; Virgin, Virgin, 
Virgin; ob, here are the Virgins; truly, I meet with the 
feweſt of this ſort of any; Well, and the firſt Letter of 
her Name now! For a Wager J gueſs her. | | 


Cour. Then you muſt know, Sir Folly, that I love my 

Love with an S. 85 1 „55 
Sir Jol. S. S. S. O here are the Eſſes; let me conſider 

now — Sap ho. 1 e 5 

Cour. No, Sir. 

Sir Jol. Selinda. 

Cour. Neither. TEES 

Sir Jol. Sophronia. „ 

Cour, You muſt gueſs again, I aſſure you. 

Sir Jol. Sylvia. | 


Cour. Ay, ay, Sir Folly, that's the fatal Name; Sylvia, 
the Fair, the Witty, the Ill-natur'd : do you know her, 
my Friend ? | . 1 

Sir Fol, Know her! Why ſhe is my Daughter, and I 
haye adopted her theſe ſeven Years : Sylvia ! let me look; 
light brown Hair, her Face oval and roman, quick ſpark- 
lng Eyes, plump pregnant ruby Lips, with a Mole on her 
Breaſt, and the perfect likeneſs of a Heart-Cherry on her 
Left Knee. Ah Villain! Ah fly Cap! have I caught you? 
Are you there, i'faith? Well, and what ſays ſhe ? Is ſhe 
coming ? Do her Eyes betray her ? Does her Heart beat, 


and her Bubbies riſe, when you talk to her? hah !——— 


DO 
make a ſhift to come to a Marriage in time 


Sir Jol. I'll have nothing to do in it; I won't be ſeen 
in the Buſineſs of Matrimony, Make me a Match - maker? 
a filthy Marriage-Broker ! Sir I ſcorn, know better things: 
book you, Friend, to carry her a Letter. from you or ſo, 
upon good Terms, tho it be in a Church, l' deliver 


its 


Beau. Look you, Sir Folly, all things conſider'd, it may 
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it ; or when the Buſineſs is come to an Iflue, if I me 


bring you handſomly together, and fo forth, I'll ſerye 
thee with all my Soul, and thank thee into the Bargain; 
thank thee heartily, dear Rogue; I will you little Cock. 


Sparrow, faith and troth I will; but no Matrimony, Friend, 


]1'}] have nothing to do with Matrimony ; tis a damn'd 
Invention, worſe than a Monopoly, and a Deſtroyer of 
civil Correſpondence. SE 
| bs Enter Drawer. 
Draw, Gentlemen,your Room is ready, your Wine and 


Ice upon the Table, will your Honours pleaſe to walk in! 
Sir Jol. Ay, Wine, Wine, give us Wine: a Pox on 


Matrimony ; Matrimony in the Devil's Name! 
Cour. But if an honeſt Harlot or two chance to enquire 
for us, Friend. n 
Sir Jol. Right, Sirrah, if Whores come never ſo many, 
give *em Reverence and Reception, but nothing elſe let 
nothing but Whores and Botties come near us, as you 
tender your Ears. — BE 
[They go within the Scene, where is diſcover's 
Table and Bottles. Ok 


Beau. Why, there's, there's the Land of Canaan now | 


in little; hark you Drawer, Dog, ſhut, ſhut the Door, 
Sirrab, do you hear ? Shut it ſo cloſe, that neither Cares 
nor Neceſſxies may peep in upon us. 
Enter Sir Davy, Fourbin, Bloody-Bones, and Drawer, 
Four. Bloody-Bones, be ſure to behave your ſelf hand- 
ſomely, and like your Profeſſion ; ſhew your ſelf a Cu- 


throat of Paris, and we'll fleece him. 


Blood. My Lady ſays, we muſt be expeditious; Sir 
Jolly has given notice to the Captain by this time, ſo that 
nothing is wanting but the Management of this over-grown 


Gull to make us Hectors at large, and keep the Whore 
Fortune under, 1 e 


Draw. Welcome, Gentlemen, very welcome, Sit; 
wilPt pleaſe you to walk into a Room? Or ſhall I Wait 
upon your Honours Pleaſure here? © _, 

Sir Dav. Sweet-heart let us be quiet, and bring us Wine 
iter 2 8 +> [Sits down. 


From this Moment, War, War: and —_— 


2 Gy ww ay 
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gainſt that Enemy of my Honour, and Thief of my good 
Name, called Beaugard. You can cut a Throat — oc- 
cation, you ſaid, Friend ? 

Four. Sir, cutting of Throats is my hereditary Vocation ; 

my Father was bang'd for cutting of Throats before me, 
and my Mother for cu: ting of Purſes, | 
Sir Dav. No more to be ſaid; my Courage is mounted 
like a little French Man upon a great Horſe, and ]'l] have 
hun murder'd, 

Four. Murder'd you ſay, 8 r? 

Sir Dav. Ay, murder'd I ſay, Sir; his Face flay'd off, 
and nail'd to a Poſt in my great Hall in the Country, a- 
| mongſt all the other Trophies of wild Beaſts (lain by our 
Family lince the Conqueſt : There's never a W hore-Maſ- 
ter's Head there yet. | 

Four. Sir, for that let me recommend this worthy Friend 
of mine to your Service; he's an induſtrious Gentleman, | 
and one that will deferye your Fayour, | ” 
Sir Dav. He looks but ann ruggedly tho me- 
thinks. 

Four. But, Sir, his Parts will atone for his Perſon; 
Forms and Faſhions are the leaſt of his Study : He affects 
a ſort of philoſophical Negligence indeed. But, Sir, maxe 
tial of him, and you'll find him a Perſon fit for the work 
of this World. 4 

Sir Dav, What Trade are you, Friend } 

Bloc. No Trade at all, Friend; I profeſs Murder * . 
Reſcaily Butchers make a Trade on- t; *tis a Gentleman 5 
Divertiſement, 

Sir Dav. Do you profeſs Murder ? 


Blood. Yes, 175 tis my Livelihood: 1 keep a Wife and. 
x Children by it. 


vn Sir Dave Then, Sir, here's to you with all my Heart : 

re Wou'd I had done with theſe Fellows. [Aſide 
Four, Well, Sir, if you have any Service for us, 1 de- 

r; Wl fie we way receive your Gold and your Inſtructions lo 


ait ſoon as is poſſible. 

dir Dav, Soft and fair, Sweet-heart, I love to ſee alittle 
how 1 lay out my Money: Have you very good trading 
noh. a- days in your way, Friend? 

Very: R Blood. 


— — — 1 


* 
* 
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Blood. In peaceable times a Man may eat and drink com. 


fortably upon't: A private Murder done handſomly, 
worth Money; but now that the Nation's unſetiled, Were 


gre fo many general Undertakers, that 'tis grown almoſt 
2 Monopoly ; ; you may have a Man murder'd almoſt for 
little or nothing, and no body e'er know who did it neither, 


Sir Dav. Pray what Countryman are you ? where were 
you born, moſt noble Sir? 

Blood, Indeed my Country is rang, I was born in 
Algier: my Mother was an Apoſtate Greek, my Father 4 
Renegado Ergl:ifhman, who by opprefiing of Chiiftin 
Slaves orew rich; for which, when he Jay lick, I mur. 


de 
der'd him one Day in his Bed, made my Eſcape to Mat- 


tha , where, embracing the Faith, I had the Honour Jp 
ven me to eee? a thouſand Horſe aboard the Gal.ies 
of that State, 


Sir Dav. Oh Lord, sir! my humble Service to you 
again, 

Four. He tells you, 8 r, but the naked Truth, 

Sir Dav. I doubt it not in the leaſt, moſt worthy Sir, 
Theſe are deviliſh Fellows, T'i} warrant 'em. [Aſide. 

Four. War, Friend, and ſhining Honour has been cut 
Province, till ruſty Peace reduc'd us to this baſe Obſcurity, 
Ah Bloody Bones ! ah, when thou and I commanded that 


Party at the Siege of Philipsburgh where, in the Face of 


the Army, we took the impenetrable Half-moon, 
Blood. Half. moon, Sir! by your Fayour twas a Whole. 
moon. 


Four, Brother thou art in the right ; "was a Full-moon, | 


and ſuch a Moon, Sir! 

Sir Dav. I doubt it not in the leaſt, Gentlemen ; but, 
in the mean while, to our Buſineſs. 

Four. With all my Heart, ſo ſoon as you pleaſe. 

Sir Dad. Do you know this Beaugard  He'sa deyiliſh 
Fellow, I can tell you that; he's a Arni. 

Four, Has he a Heart, think you, Sir? 

Sir Dav Oh, like a Lion! he fears neither God, Man, 


nor Devil, 


Blood. Vil ring it you for your Breakfaſt to morro 
Did you never eat a Man s Heart, Sir? 91 


* 


3 
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dir Dav. Eat a Man's Heart, Friend? 
Four. Ay, ay, a Man's Heact, Sir; it makes abſolutel 


the beſt Ragouſt in the World: I have eaten forty of 'em 
in my time ent Bread. 


Sir Dav. O Lord, a Man's Heart ! my humble Service 
to you both, Gentlemen, 


Blood, Why, your Algerine Pirates eat nothing elſe at 
dea, they have them always potted up like Veniſon ; your 


well grown Dutehman's Heart makes an excellent Diſh 


with Oil and Pepper. 


Sir Dav. O Lord, O Lord! Friend, Friend, a word 


with you: How much muſt you and Four Companion 
have to do this Buſineſs * 


Four. What, and bring you the Heart home to yourHouſe ? 
Y : Dav. N o, no, keeping the Heart for your own eating. 


yl ” rid of 'em as ſoon as poſſible I can, [ Aſide. 


4r. You ſay, Sir, he's 2 Gentleman ?. 


Sir Dat, Ay, ſuch a ſort of Gentlemen as are I this | 


Town: The Fellow has a pretty handſome Outſide 3 but 
believe 1 tie or no Money in his Pockets. 

ur, Therefore we are like to have the honour to re- 
ceſve the more from your Worſhip s Bounty. 


E. For my part I care for no Man's Bounty : I ex- 
A o have my Bargain perform'd, and Il make as good 


12 as | can; 

SED Dav. Look you, Friend, don't you be angry, Friend, 
ont be angry, Friend, before you have occaſion : You 
lay you'd bave let's ſee how much you will have 
—— warrant the Devil and all by your good Will. 

our. Truly, Sir David, if, as you ſay, the Man muſt be 
wel 1 murder d, without any remorſe for Mercy; betwixt 

irk and Yew, 'tis honeſtly worth twa hundred Pounds, 
dir Dav, Two hundred Pounds! why, I'll have a Phy- 
an ſhall kill a whole Family for half the Money. | 

Bled. Damme, Sir, how do ye mean? 

dir Dav. Damme, Sir, how do I mean ? ? Damme, Sir, 
0! to part with my Money, 

3:904, Not part, Brother! 


Sour. Brother, the Wight is imgroveabl, and this muſt 
ve dotne withal, 


PS Bleed, 
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Blood. Have I for this diſſolvd Circean Charms broke 
Iron Durance, whilſt from theſe firm Legs the well-fil 
uſeleſs Fetters dropp'd away, and left me Maſter of my 


J am ſorry it ſhould happen ſo unluckily at this time, 


are all ſo; Guilt will never let us ſleep. I beſeech you, } 


at theſe unfortunate Hours, 


ranſack'd the Temples of the Gods, and ſtabb'd the Prieſts 


be guilty of another Man's Blood. 5 


me; I'll tell thee, Beelsebl, thou haſt broke thy Core 


native Freedom ? | 

Sir Dav. What does he mean now? To 
Four. Truly, Sir, I am ſorry to ſee it, with all my 
Heart; 'tis a Diſtraction, that frequently ſeizes him, tho 


Sir Dav. Diſtracted, ſay you! is he ſo apt to be di- 
tracted 2: -: CE 
Four, Oh, Sir, raging mad : We that live by Murder 


Sir, ſtand clear of him, he's apt to be very miſchievous 


Blood. Have I been drunk with tender Infants Blocd, 
and ripp'd up teeming Wombs? Have theſe bold Hands 


before their Altars? Have 1 done this? hab! 
Sir Dav. No, Sir, not that I know, Sir, I would not 
ſay any ſuch thing for all the World, Sir : Worthy Gen- | 
tleman, I beſeech you, Sir, you ſeem to be a civil Perſon, 
I beſeech you, Sir, to mitigate his Paſſion, I'll do any 
thing in the World; you ſhall command my whole Eſtate. 
Four. Nay, after all, Sir, if you have not a mind to 
have him quite murder'd, if a ſwinging Drubbing to 
bedrid him, or fo, will ſerve your Turn, you may have it 
at a cheaper Rate a great dea]. | PT 
Sir Dav. Truly, Sir, with all my Heart; for methinks, 
now I conſider Matters better, I wou'd not by any means 


Four. Why, then let me conſider — to have him bes. 
ten ſubſtantially, a Beating that will ſtick by bim, will colt 
you half the Money, 7 | 
Sir Dav. What, one hundred Pounds! Sure the Devil“ 
in you, or you would not be ſo unconſcionable. 

Blood. The Devil! where? where is the Devil? Shen 


nant; didſt not thou promiſe me eternal Plenty, when! 
reſign'd my Soul to thy Allurements ? 
Sir Dav. Ab, Lord! © | 


Blud, 
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Blood, Touch me not yet; I've yet ten thouſand Mur- 
ders to act before I'm thine ; With all thoſe Sins Vik come 
with ſull Damnation to thy Caverns of endleſs Pain, and 
hotel with thee for ever. | 

Sir Dau. Bleſs us! what will become of this mortal | 
Body of mine ? Where am 1? is this a Houſe ? do L I 
lire? am! Fleſh and Blood? 7 55 f 

Blood, There, there's the Fiend again! don't chatter fo, 1 
and grin at me; if thou muſt needs have Prey, take here, #4 
take him, this Tempter that would bribe me with ſhining | : . 
Gold, to ſtain my Hands with new Iniquity. ny 

Sir Dav. Stand off, 1 charge thee, Satan: whoſoe'er el 
thou art, thou haſt no Right ner Claim to me; I'll have 4} 
thee bound in Necromantick Charme. Hark you, Friend, | 
has the Gentleman given his Soul to the Devil? 1 

Four. Only pawn'd it a little; that's all, 1 

Sir Dav. Let me beſeech you, Sir, to diſpatch, and get N 
rid of him as ſoon as you can. I would gladly drink a F 
Sottie with you, Sir, but 1 hate the Devil's Company 
mortally : As for the hundred Pounds, here, it is ready; 
no more Words, I'll ſubmit to your good Nature and 
Diſcretion, 

Four, Then, Wreich, take this, and make thy Pete 
with * infernal King; he loves Riches, ſacrifice and be 
at re 2 

Blood, Tis done, I'll follow thee, lead on; nay, if 
thou ſmile, I more defy thee z Fee, Fau, Fum, [Exit, 

Four, *Tis very odd this. 

Sir Dav. Very odd, indeed ; I'm glad he's gone tho. 
"ey Faur. Now, Sir, if you pleaſe, we'll refreſh our ſelves 
colt with a chearful Glaſs, and fo Chaque un chez lui L 
| wou'd tain make the Gull drunk a little, to put a little 
it's Mertle into him. [Aſide. 

dir Dav, With all my Heart, Sir; but no more Words 
of the Devil if you love me. | 
Four. The Devil's an Aſs, Sir, and here” s a Health to 
al thoſe that defy the Devil. 
Sir Dav, With all my Heart, and all his Works too. 
Four Nay, Sir, you muſt do me right, I aſſure you. 
Sir Dav. Not ſo full, not ſo full, that's too much of all 
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Conſcience : In troth, Friend, theſe are ſad times, very 
fad times; but here's to you. | | 
Four, Pox o' the Times, the Times are well enough, 
ſo long as a Man has Money in his Pocket. 8 
Sir Dav. Tis true, here I have been bargaining with 
you about a Murder, but never conſider that Idolatiy is 
coming in full ſpeed upon the Nation. Pray what Rel: 


gion are you of, Friend? 


Four, What Religion am I of, Sir? Sir, your humble 
Servant. 5 | 
Sir Dav. Truly a good Conſcience is a great Happineſs; 


and ſo I'll pledge you, hewph, hemph. But ſhau't the 


Dog be murder'd this Night? : 

Four. My Brother Rogue is gone by this time to ſet 
him, and the Buſineſs ſhall be done effectually, III war: 
rant you. Here's reſt to his Soul, „„ 

Sir Dav, With all my Heart, Faith; I hate to be uncha- 
ritable. . 8 

Enter Courtine and Drawer. 

Cour. Look you, *tis a very impudent thing not to be 

drunk by this time: Shall Rogues ſtay in Tayerns to lip 


Pints and be ſober, when honeſt Gentlemen are drunk by 
Gallons? I'll have none on't. 


Sir Dav. O Lord, who's there? [Sits up in his Charr, 

Draw, I befeech your Honour, our Houſe will be u. 
rerly ruin'd by this means. PEER 

Cour. Damn your Houſe, your Wife and Children, and 
all your Family, you Dog. —Sir, who are you? | 

| ; [ To Str Daris, 

Sir Dau. Who am 1, Sir? what's that to you, Si: 
Will you tickle my Foot, you Rogue? 

Cour. PII tickle your Guts, you Poliroon, preſent'y: 

Sir Dav. Tickle my Guts, you Mad-cap! I'll tick 


your Toby if you do. 


Cour. What, with that circumcis'd Band ? that grave 


hypocritical Beard, of the Reformation- cut? Old Fellow, 


I believe you are a Rogue 
Sir Dav. Sirrah, you're a Whore, an errant Birch- Whore; 
I'll uſe you like a Whore ; I'M kiſs you, you Jade; ol bf 
viſh you, you Buttock: I ara a Juſtice of the Peace, 8 f, 
and that's worſe. 5 Cour 


d- 


| Stokes, Murder: 
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C:zr. Damn you, Sir, I care not if you were a Con- 

it:ble and all his Watch: What, ſuch a Rogue as you ſend 

honeſt Fellows to Priſon, and Sondtenance bor es in your 

ſurilchckion for Bribery, you Mongrel! UI] beat you, Sir- 
rah, lei brain you; Iil murder you, you Moon-Calt. 

| [Throws the Chair Her him. 

Sir Da v. Sir, Sir, Sir, Conſtable, Watch, Stokes, Stokes, 

| Exit. 


Cour, Huzza Nea ee ; 
Enter Beauzard and Sir Jolly. 
or. Well, Sir, the Buſineſs is done, we have bar- 


gain d to murder you. 


Bead. Murder'd! who's to be murder'd, ha, Fourbin? 

Sir 74. You are to be murder'd, Friend; you ſhall be 
murder'd, Friend. 

Beau. But how am I to be murder'd? who's to mur- 
der me, I beſeech you © | 

Four. Your humble Servant, Fourlin; I am 5 Man, 
with your Worſhip's leave: Sir Da vid has given me this 
Gold to do it handſomly. 

Ban. Sir David! uncharitible Cur; what, murder att 
honeſt Fellow for being civil to his Tay What can 


this mean, Gentlemen ? * 


Sir J. oh No, 'tis for not being civil to his Family, that it 
means, Gentleman; therefore are you to be murder'd to night, 
and bury 'd a-bed with my Lady, you Jack Straw you. 

Beau. 1 underſtand you, Friends; the old Gentleman has 
deſign'd to have me butcher'd, and you have kindly con- 
rin d it to turn it to my Advantage in the Affair of Love. 
| am to be murder'd but as it were, Gentlemen, hah! 

F-4r, Your Honour has a piercing Judgment. Sir, 
9 Courtine's gone. 

a. No matter, let him go: he has a Deſign to put 


nn 9 this Nigbt too, and would perhaps | but ſpoil 


Ours, But when, Sir Jolly, i is this Buſineſs.to be brought 
about? 

Sir Fol, Preſently, *tis more than time 'twere done al- 
Tracy ; £0, get you gone, I fay ; hold, hold, let's ſee your 
hog Ear fir t, hum: ha ———you are a Rogue, y are a 
Nogu get ou gone, get you gone, go. LExeunt. 

Jou g. 2 S 8 SCENE 
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SCENE changes to Covent-Garden Piazza. 


Enter Sylvia and her Maid in the Balcony. 


Maid. But why, Madam, will you uſe him ſo inhy- 
manly ? I am confident he loves ou. 

Sylv. Oh! a true Lover is to be found out like a true 
Saint, by the trial of his Patience. Have you the Cords 
ready *-- | ako, 

Jai, Here they are, Madam. 

Sylv. Let 'em down, and be ſure when it comes to 
Trial, to pull luſtily. Is Will the Footman ready? 
Will. At your Lady ſhip's Command, Madam. | 

Sylv. I wonder he ſhould ſtay ſo long, the Clock has 

| ſtruck Twelve. 
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Enter Courtine. | 
Cour. ſings. And was ſhe not frank and free, 
And was ſhe not kind to me? 
To loc up her Cat in her Cupboard, 
And give her Key to me, to me; 
Jo loc up her Cat in ker Cupboard, 
And give her Key to me. 


Sylv. This muſt be he: Ay, tis he, and, as I am 2 
Virgin, roaring dank ; but if I find not a way to make 
him ſober — — „ £7] 

Cour. Here, here's the Window: Ay, that's Hell-door, 
and my Damnation's in the Inſide. Sylvia, Sylvia, Syl- 
214; dear Imp of Satan, appear to thy Servant. 

Sylv. Who calls on Sylvia in this dead of Night, when 
Reſt is wanting to her longing Eyes? | 
Cour. *Tis a poor Wretch can hardly ſtand upright, 
drunk with thy Loves, and if he falls he lies. 

Sylv. Courtine, is it you? 1 8 

Cour. Yes, Sweet-heart, tis I; art thou ready for me! 

Sylv. Faſten your ſelf to that Cord there; there it is. 

Cour, Cord! where? Oh, ob, here, here; ſo now to 
Heav'n in a String. | | 


Sylv, 
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Sylv. Have you done? 

Cour. Yes, I have done, Child, and would fain be da- 
ing too, Huſſy. 

"Sylv. Then pull away, hoa up. hoa up, hoa up: So, 
avaſt there, Sir, | 

Our. Madam. 

Sylv. Are you very much in love, Sir? 

Cour, Oh, damnably, Child, damnably, 


Sylv. I'm ſorry for'c with all my Heart : J Good night, | 


Captain. 

a Ha, gone! GE left in Eraſmus's Paradiſe, 
between Heav'n and Hell? If the Conſtable ſhould take 
me now for a ſtragyling Money hung by the Loins, and 
hunt me with his Cry of Watchmen! Ah, Woman, 


Woman, Woman! Well, a merry Life and a ſhort, 


| that's all. 


Sings. G0 proſper long our webs King, 
Cur Lives and Aae 5 


am mighty loyal to Nigbt. 
Eiter Fourbin and Bloody: Bones, as from Sir Davy. 
Dunce's Houſe. 
Four, Murder, Murder, Murder! Help, help, Murder! 
Cour. Nay, if there be Murder ſtirring, tis high time 
to ſhift for my ſelf. 
Sy/v. [Squeaking.] Ah, h, b, b, h! 


Feed. Vonder, yonder he comes; Murder, Murder, 


Mu:der, Ex. Blood. and Fourbin. 
Enter Sir Davy Dunce. 

Sir Dave. Tis very late; but Murder is a melancholy: 
vuliaeſs, and Night is fit for't. I'll go home. [ Knocks. 

Ferm. Who's there? | 

Sr Dav. Who's there? open the Door, you- Whelp- 
of Babylon. 

Verm, Oh Sit! y'are welcome home; but here is the- 
ſaddeſt News! here has been Murder committed, Sir. 

dir Dav. Hold your Tongue, you Fool, and go to ſſeeg; 
gen you in, do you hear; you talk of Murder, you Rogue? 
on meddle with State Atkairs? ? Get you in. 


[Climbs up to the Balcony. 


. U 


_ 
N 2 eg nne 
ny. EF OR IS 


* 


— 


394 The SolbiERS FoRTuxE. 
The Scene opens in the middle of the Houſe, and diſioveſ 


Sir Jolly Jumble, and the Lady puttim Capt ain Bray. 
gard in order as if he were dead. Ny 


Sir Fol, Lie ſtill, lie ſtill, you Knave, cloſe, cloſe when : 
ä * you: You had beſt queſt and ſpoil the Sport, yuu : 
had! > 
Beau, But pray how long muſt I lie thus ? , 
L. Dunce. I'll warrant you'll think the time michi 
tedious, . 
Beau. Sweet Creature, who can counterfeit Death when h 
you are near him? | | - 
Sir 7o!. You ſhall, Sirrah, if a body deſires you a little, 


ſo you ſhall; we ſhall ſpoil all elſe, all will be ſpoil'd ele, 

Man, if you do not: Stretch out longer, longer yet, as 

long as ever you can. So, ſo, hold your Breath, bed 6: 

pour Breath; very well. = | | 
| -ERBI Adin, 

Maid, Ma lam, here comes Sir David. | 

Sir Jol. Odds fo, now cloſe again as I told you, cloſe 

you Devil, now ſtir if you dare; ſtir but any Part about 

you if you dare now; odd Pl. hit you ſuch a Rap it you WF A 
do; lie ſtil], lie you ſtill. 

To Enter Sir Davy Dunce. 

Sir Dav. My Dear, how doſt thou do, my Dear?! . 

am come. | | : 


I. Dance. Ah, Sir! what is't y'ave done? Yeave ruin'd 255 
me, your Family, your Fortune, all is ruin'd; where ſhall 
we go, or whither ſhall we fly? pu! 
Sir Dav. Where ſhall we go! why, we'll go to Bed, - 


you little Jackadandy : Why, you are not a Wench, you 
Rogue, you are a Boy, a very Boy, and I love you the HY 
better for't: Sirrah, hey !- . 
L. Dance. Ah, Sir, ſec here „ 
Sir Dav. Bleſs us, a Man! and bloody! what, upon 
my Hall-Table ! | | 
L. Dunce. Two Ruffians brought him in juſt now, 
pronouncing this inhuman Deed was done by your Com: 
mand: Sir Folly came in the ſame Minute, or ſure J had 
dy'd with my diſtracting Fears, How could you think 


on a Revenge ſo horrid? 81 
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Sir Dav. As I hope to be ſav'd, Neighbour, 1 only 
bargain'd with em to baſtinado him in a way, or fo, as 


one Friend might do to another; but do you ſay that he 
is dead? 

Sir Jol. Dead, dead as Cay; ſtark ſtiff and uſeleſs a, 
nothing about him ſtirring, but all's cold and ſtill; 
knew him a luſty Fellow once, a very mettled Exllow; 
tis a thouſand Pities. 

Sir Dav. What ſhall I do? I'll throw my elf upon 


him, kiſs his wide Wounds, and weep till blind as Buz-- 


247 1, 

L. Dance, Oh, come not near him, there's fork horrid 
Antipathy follows all Murders, his Wounds would ſtream 
2're ould you but touch him. 1 


Si Dav. Dear Neighbour, deareſt Neighbour, Fr: end; 
Sir J. ty, as you love Chacity, pity my wretched Caſe, 


and give me Counſel; Vi} give my Wife and all my Eſtate 
to have him live again; or ſhall 1 bury him in che Arbour 
at tne upper end of the Garden ? 

Sir Jol. Alas-a day, Neigbbour, never think on't, ne- 
ver think on't; the Bog; will find him there, as they ſcrape 


Holes to vary Bones in; there is but one way that 1 KNOW 
of. 


Sir Dav. What is it, dear Neighbour, what is it? You: 


{ze | an upon my Knees to you, Take all 1 have and eaſe 
me of my Fears, 


Jol. Truly the beft thing that I can think of, is 
= of him to Bed, putting him into a warm Bed, 
and try to fetch him to Life again, a warm Bed is the beſt 
thing in the World; my Lady may do much too, ſhe's a 


good Woman, and Pve been told underſtands a green 
Wound well. 
Sir DPav. My Dear, my Dear, my. Dear! 


L. Dunce, Bear me away, oh ſend me hence afar off, 
waere my unhappy Name may be a Stranger; and this. 


{ad Accident no more remember'd to my Difhonour. 


Sir Dax. Ab, but my Love! my Joy! are there no 


Vous s in thee? | 
L. Dance. What would you have me do? 
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Sir Dav. Prithee do as much as try thy Skill, there may 
be one Dram of Life left in him yet; take him op to 
thy Chamber, put him into thy own Bed, and try what 
thou canſt do with him; prithee do: If thou canſt but find 
Motion in him, all may be well yet; I'll go up to my Cloſet 
in the Garret, and ſay my Prayers in the mean while. 

IL. Dunce. Will ye then leave this Ruin on my Hands! 

Sir Dav, Pray, pray, my Dear; I beſeech you Neigh- 
bour, help to perſuade her if it be poſſible. 


Sir Jol. Faith, Madam, do, try what you can do, Fa 


haye a great Fancy you may do him good; who can tel 
but you may have the Gift of Stroking ? pray Madam, 
be perſuaded. 7, | | 
I. Dunce. I'll do whate'er's your Pleaſure. 


Sir Dav. That's my beſt Dear: Vil go to my Cloſet 


and pray for thee heartily. Alas, alas, that ever this 
ſhould happen—— ON; [Exit 
Beau. So, is he gone, Madam, my Angel! | 
Sir Jol. What no Thanks, no Reward for old Jol 
now? Come hither Huſly, you little Canary-Bird, you little 


Hopo*my-thumb, come hither : make me a Curt'ſy, and 


give me a Kits now, hah! give me a Kiſs I ſay, odd! 
will have a Kiſs, ſo I will, I will have a Kiſs if I ſet 
on't; ſhoogh, ſhoogh, get you into a Corner when I bid 
you, ſhoogh, ſhoogh, ſhoogh, what there already? (St 
goes to Beaugard.] Well, I ha' done; this *tis to be an 
old Fellow now. | | 
Beau. And will you fave the Life of him y'ave wounded! 
L. Dance. Dare you truſt your ſelf ro my Skill for a 
Carey [Sir David appears at a Window above. 
Sir Jol. Hiſt! Hiſt ! Cloſe, cloſe, I ſay again, yonder's 
Sir Davy, odds ſo! Ee TE. | 
Sir Dav. My Dear! my Dear! my Dear !— 
L. Dance, Who's that calls? my Love, is't you? 
Bir Dav. Ay, ſome Comfort, or my Heart's broke! s 
there any Hopes yet? I've try'd to ſay my Prayers, and 
cannot; if he be quite dead, I ſhall never pray again; 
Neighbour, no hopes? „ | 
Sir Jol. Truly, little or none, ſome ſmall Pulſe I think 
there is left, yery little; there's nothing to be done þ in 
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don't pray; get you to Prayers whatever you do, get you 
gone; nay, don't ſtay now, ſhut the Window I tell you. 


Sir Dau. Well, this is a Trouble to me; but good 


night. 3 RNs: 
Sir Jol. Good night to you, dear Neighbour ; Get ye 
up, get ye up, and be gone into the next Room preſently, 
make haſte; | To Beaugard and Lady Dunce.] but don't 
ſteal away till I come to you, be ſure you remember, 


don't you tir till I come ; piſh, none of this bowing and 


fooling, it but loſes time; I'll only bolt the Door that 


belongs to Sir David's Lodgings, that he may be ſafe, 


and be with you in a, Twinkle; Ah, h, h, h! So, now for 
the Door, very well, Friend, you are faſt, [Bolts the Door. 


Sings. 
Binney Laſs gan thoo wert mine, 
And twonty thooſand Poonds about thee. 


ACE; SCENE: L 


Courtine bound on a Couch in Sylvia's Chamber, 


Cour. Eigho! heigho! ha! Where am I? Was 1 drunk 


or no, laſt Night? Something leaning that way. 
Fut where the Devil am 1? Sincerely in a Baudy-houſe: 


Fogh | what a Sme!l of Sin is here! Let me look about; 
it there be eyer a Geneva Bible or a Practice of Piety in 


the Room, I am ſure I have gueſs'd right, What's the 


Matter now? Ty'd faſt! bound too! What Tricks have [ 


piay'd to come into this Condition! I have lighted into the 
Territories of ſome merrily-diſpos'd Chamber-Maid or o- 
ther; and ſhe in a witty Fit, forſooth, hath truſs' me up 
thus; Has ſhe pinn'd no Rags to my Tail, or chalk'd me 


upon the Back now? Would 1 had her Miſtreſs here at a 


Venture. | : 19 75 
Sy/v. What would you do with her, my enchanted 


Knight, if you had her? You are too ſober for her by this 


ume, next time you get drunk, you may perhaps venture 
to ſcale her Balcony like a valiant Captain as you are. 


— 
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Cour. Haſt thou done this, my dear Deſtruction? Ang 
am I in thy Limos? I muſt confeſs when J am in my 
Beer, my Courage does run away with me now and 
then: But let me loofe, and thou ſhalt ſee what a gentle 
bumble Anima! thou haſt made me. Fy upon't, what ti 
me up like an ungovernable Cur to the Frame of a Table! 
let, let thy poor Dog looſe, that he may fawn and make 
much or thee a little, RE | 
Sylv. What, with thoſe Paws which you have been 
ferreting Moor- Fields withal, and are very dirty ſtill; after 
you have been daggling your ſelf abroad for Prey, and 
can meet with none, you come ſneaking hither {or a 
Ciuſt, do you © 5 | 
Maid, Shall 1 fetch the Whip and the Bel], Madam, 
and flaſh him for his Roguery ſoundly ? - 
Cour. Indeed, indeed! Do you long to be ferkins of 
Man's Fleſh, Madam Flea-trap? Does the Chaplain ks 
Family uſe you to the Exerciſe, that you are ſo ready ivr 
it? | | 
Sylv. If you ſhould be let looſe, and taken into Favour 
now, you would be for rambling again ſo ſoon as you 
had got your Liberty. „ | : 
Cour. Do but try me. and if ever I prove recreant more, 
let me be beaten and us'd like a Dog in good earneſt. 
Sylv. Promiſe to grant me but one Requeſt, and it ſhall 
be done. 
Cour, Hear me hut ſwear, | 
Sylv, That any body my do ten thouſand times a-day, 
Cour, Upon the Word of a Gentleman, nay, as I hope 
to get Money in my Pocket. _ 
Sylv. There I believe him, Lelye; you'll keep your 
Word you fay ? - | 
Cour. If I don't, hang me up in that Wench's old Garter, 
Sylv. See, Sir, you have your Freedom. 
Cour. Well, now name the Price; what muſt I pay for't? 
Sylv. You know, Sir, conſidering our ſmall Acquain- 
tance, you haye been pleaſed to talk to me very freely ot 
Love-matters, | 
Cour, I muſt confeſs I have been ſomething to blame 


"that way; but if ever thou heareſt more of it — * 
| OR Quin 


— 
— — — — 
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Mouth after this Night's Adyenture——would J were well 
out of this Houſe, RE | „ 

Sylv, Have a care of ſwearing, I beſeech you; for you 
mult underſtand, that ſpite of my Teeth, I am at laſt 
fallen in love moſt unmercifully. 1 

Cour. And doſt thou imagine I am ſo hard-hearted a 

| Villain as to have no Compaſſion of thee ? 
Sy!v, No, no, for ! hope he's a Man you can have no 
Exceptions againſt. 5 | 

Cour. Yes, yes, the Man is a Man, I'll aſſure you, that's 
one Comfort, : 3 > 

Sylv. Who do you think it may be now? try if you 
can gueſs him. | 1 

Cour. Whoever he is, he's an honeſt Fellow Ill war- 


rant him, and I believe will not think himſelf very unhap- 


py neither. - | fs ; | 

„%. If a Fortune of 5000 Pounds, pleaſant Nights, 
and quiet Days can make him happy, I aſſure you he may 
be (o; but try once to gueſs at him, | DE 

Cour, But if I ſhould be miſtaken. 

Syd. Why who is it you would wiſh me to? 

Cour, You have 5000 Pounds you ſay. 

Syiv, Ves. | 5 | | | 
Covr. Faith, Child, to deal honeſtly, I know well enough 
who tis I wiſh for; but Sweet-heart, before I tell you my 
Inclinations, it were but reaſonable that I knew yours. 
Sylv, Well, Sir, becauſe J am confident you will ſtand 
my Friend in the Buſineſs, l' make a Diſcovery; and to 
hold you in ſuſpence no longer, you muſt know I have a 
Months-mind for an Arm-full of your dearly beloved 
Friend and Brother Captain; what ſay you to't? 
| Cour. Madam your humble Servant, good b'w'y, that's 
al, | | 

Sylv. What thus cruelly leave a Lady that ſo kindly took 
you in, in your laſt Night's pickle, into her Lodging? whi- 
ther would you rove now, my Wanderer? 

Cour, Faith, Madam, you have dealt ſo gallantly in tru- 
ſting me with your Paſſion, that I cannot {tay here with- 
Out telling you, that I am three times as much in love 
with an Acquaintance of yours, as you can be with any 
Friend of mine, | — | 
| Sylv. 
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Sylv. Not with my Waiting. Woman, I hope, Sir, 
Cour, No, but it is with a certain Kinſwoman of thine, 


Child, they call her my Lady Dunce, and I think this is 


her Houſe too; they ſay ſhe will be civil upon a good 
Occaſion, therefore prithee be charitable, and ſhey the 
way to her Chamber 2 littleeee. 
' Sylv. What, commit Adultery, Captain? fie upon't 
What, hazard your Soul ? | „ 
Cour. No, no, only venture my Body a little, that's 
all . look you, you know the Secret, and may imagine my 
Deſires, therefore as you would have me aſſiſt your Incl:- 
nations, pray be civil and help me to mine; look you, no 
demurring upon the Matter, no qualm, but ſhew me the 
Way, or you, Huſſy, you ſhall do't ; any Baud will ferye 
at preſent, for I wil go. | 
 Sylv, But you ſhan't go, Sir. 
Cour, Shan't go, Lady „ 
Sylv. No, ſhan't go, Sir; did I not tell you when once 
Fou had got your Liberty, that you would be rambling 
again? 3 FN | 
Cour. Why, Child, wouldſt thou be ſo uncharitable to 
tie up a poor Jade to an empty Rack in thy Stable, when 


he knows where to go elſe-where, and get Provender e. 


nough ? . | | | | | 
Sylv. Any muſty Provender, I find, will ſerve your 


Turn, fo you have it but cheap, or at another Man's 


Charges, „ . 
Cour. No, Child, I had rather my Ox ſhould graze in 
a Field of my own, than live hide-bound upon the Com- 


mon, or run the Hazard of being pounded every Day for 


Treſpaſſes. „ 
 Sylv. Truly, all things conſider'd, tis a great Pity fo 
good a Husbandman as you ſhould want a Farm to cul- 
tivate. 3 | | 


Cour, Wouldſt thou be but kind, and let me havea 


Bargain in a Tenement of thine, to try how it would a- 
gree with me, | 


Sylv. And would you be contented to take a Leaſe for 


your Life: | 3 
Cour. A pretty Lady of the Manor, and a moderate how 
| 7 ont hs 
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Sylv, Which you'll be ſure to pay very puntually 7 


Cour. If thou doubteſt my Honeſty, faith e' en take a 
little Earneſt before-hand. 


Sy!v. Not ſo haſty neither, good Tenant, Imprimis, 


You ſhall oblige your ſeit to a conſtant Reſidence, and not 


by leaving the Houſe uninhabited, leſt it run to Repairs, 
Cour, "Agreed, 


Syluv. Item, For your own ſake you ſhall promiſe to | 
keep the Eſtate well fenc'd and inclos'd, leſt ſome time or 


other your Neighbour's Cattle break in and ſpoil the Crop 
on the Ground, Friend. 


Cour, Very juſt and reaſonable, provided 1 don't find 


ie too much too common already. 


ſent and Approbation; or if you do, that then it ſhall be 


| 1 think fit. 


Cour, Faith, that's ſomething hard tho?, let me tell you 
but that, Landlady. 

Sylv, Upon theſe Terms, well draw Articles. 

Cour, And when ſhall we ſign em: 


Sy. Why, this Morning, as ſoon as the ten a-Clock 
Office in Covent-Garden. is open. 


Cour, A Bargain ; but how will you anſwer your Enter- 


ninment of a drunken Red-coat in your Lodgings at theſe 


unſeaſonable Hours ? 


| Sylv, That's a Secret you will be hereafter oblig'd to 
| keep for your own ſake, and for the Family; your Friend 
Beaugard ſhall anſwer for us there. 


Cour, Indeed I fancy'd the Rogue had Miſchief i in his 


Read, he behav'd himſelf - ſo ſoberly laſt Night; has he 


aken a Farm lately too? 
Sy/v, A Treſpaſſer, I believe, if the Truth were known, 


juſt now. 
Enter Maid. 


Lizhis in the great Hall; whatever is the Matter, Sir Davy 
and all the Family are up. 


Corr, 


Sy!v. Item, You ſhall enter into ric Covenant not to 
take any other Farm upon your Hands, without my Con- 


lawful for me to get me another Tenant, bow and where 5 


upon the Proyender you would fain have been bitting at h ; 


Maid, Madam, Madam, have a care of your r ſelf; I ſee 
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Cour. I hope they'll come, and catch me here: Wel, 
now you have brought me 100 this Conan on, What wil 
you do with me, hah! 

Sy!v. You won't be contented for aw bile to ) be ty up 


ke a Jade to an empty Rack without Hay, will you! 0 
Cour. Faith e'en take me, and put thy Mark upon me 
quickly, that if 1 light in ſtrange Hands they may know [ 
me for a Sheep of thine, \ 
Syiv. What, by your wanting a F.eece do you mean? C 
If it muſt be ſo, come follow your Shepherd, B aaa, BW 
| Enter Sir Davy Dunce ard Vermin, | Pi 
Sir Dav. I cannot fleep, I ſhall not ſleep again; 1 | C 
have prayed too fo long, that were I to be hang” d pre {4 
ſently, I have never a Prayer left to help my (If ; 1 was be 
no ſooner laid upon the Bed juſt now, and fall'n into a ih 


Slumber, but methought the Devil was carrying me down 
Ludgate-hill a Gallop, ſix puny Fiends with flaming Fie 


Forks running before him l:ikeLink-boys,tothrow me head We 
long into Fleet. Dich, which ſeemed to be turn d into a | pr 
Lake of Fire and Brimſfone: Would it were Norning. By 
Verm. Truly, Sir, it has been a very diſmal Ni, . W 
Sir Dav. But didit thou meet never a white Thing vpe I | 

the Stairs? 
Verm. No, Sir, not I; but methoughts I ſaw our great Hi 


Dog Touzer, with his great Collar on, "Rand at the Cellar-} 
Door as I came along the old Entry, 
Sir Dav. It could never be, Touzer has a Chain ; had cal 
this thing a Chain on ? 3 
Verm. No, Sir, no Chain; but it had W s Eyes are 
for all the World. 


Sir Dav. What, ugly great t frightful Eyes? Ob 
Verm. Ay, ay, huge "ſaucer Eyes, but mightily lis Ser 
Tou er's. 8 
Sir Dav. Oh Lord! Oh Lord! Hark! Hark No 
Verm. What! what I beſeech you, Sir? bo. 


Sir Dav. What's that upon the Stairs? Didſt thou heat con 
nothing ? Hiſt, hark, pat, pat, pat, hark, heu! | 
3 Hear nething! Where, Sir? 8 
Sir Dav. Look! look what's that? what's that in d.: I 
Corner there? 


Permin 
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Verm, Where? 

Str Dave There, 

Verrm, What, upon the Iron Cheſt ? 

Sir Dav, No, the long black thing up by the old Clock- 
Cale, See! foe! Now it ſtirs, and is coming this way. 

Verm. Alas, Sir, ſpeak io it, you are a juſt ce o“ Peace; 
[ beſeech you; I dare not ſtay in the Houſe ; I' call the 


Watch, and tell 'em Hell's broke looſe ; what ſhall I do? 


Oh: Exit. f 
Sir Dav. Oh permin, if thou art a true Servant, have 


Pity on thy Maſter, an4 do not forſake me in this diſtreſs'd 
Condition. Satan be gone, I defy thee, I'll repent and be 
Ne I ſay my Prayers, I1'il go to Church; Help! 

01 Wo Was there any thing, or no? In what Hole 


hy i { hide my felf ? 5 Exit. 
Unter Sir Jolly Jumble, Fombin, and Bloody-bones, 


Sir Jol. That ſhould be Sir Davy's Voice; the Waiting- 
woman indeed told me, he was afraid and could not ſleep? 
pretty Fellows, pretty Fellows both, you've done your 


Buſineſs handſomly; what, I'll warrant you have been a 
rms. together now ; ba! You do well, you do well, 


| like you the better fort: What's 2 Clock? 
! Four, Near four, Sir; *twill not be Day yet theſe two 

Ours, 

Sir Jol. Very well, but how got you into the Houſe? 

Four, Aragged Retainer of theFamily,Vermin [ think they 
hy him, let us in as Phyſtcians ſent for by your Order. 

Sir Fol, Excellent Rogues! And then I hope all things 

are ready, as I gave Directions? 

Four. To a Tittle, Sir; there ſhall not be a more critical 


Obſerver of your W orſh' p's Pleaſure than your humble 
Servant the Chevalier Fourbin. | 


dir Fol, Get you gone you Rogue, you have a ſharp | 


Noſe, and are a nimble Fellow ; I eve no more to ſay to 


vou, ſtand aſide, and be ready when I call; Here he 


comes; biſt, hem, hem, hem. 
Haas Sir Davy Dunce. 
Ec Dav. Hah! what art thou? Approach thou like the 
23a Baniſide Bear, the Eaſt-Ci:ap Bull, or Monſter, 
ſhewn 
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ſhewn in Fair, take any Shape but that, and 1]! confront 
8 8 5 
Sit Jol. Alas unhappy Man! I am thy Friend. 
Sir Dav. Thou canſt not be my Friend, for I defy thee, 
Sir Joliy! Neighbour ! hah! Is it you? Are you fare i; 
is you? Are you your ſelf ? If you be, give me your 
Hand. Alas-aday, I ha' ſeen the Devil. 
Sir Jol. The Devil, Neighbour ! 
Sir Dav. Ay, ay, there's no Help for't; at firſt I fan. 


cy'd it was a young white Bear's Cub dancing in the Sha- 


dow of my Candle; then it was turn'd to a Pair of blue | 


Breeches with wooden Legs on, ſtampt about the Room, 


as if all the Cripples in Town had kept their Rendezyous | 
there; when all of a ſudden it appear'd like a leathern / 
Serpent, and with a dreadful Clap of Thunder flew ou: | 


of the Window. | | | | 
Sir Fol, Thunder! Why, I heard no Thunder. 
Sir Dav. That may be too; what, were yon aſleep? 
Sir Jol. Aſleep, quotha, no, no; no ſleeping this Night 
for me ] aſſure you. „ 
Sir Dav. Well, what is the beſt News then? How does 
the Man? | e | 
Sir Fol. E'en as he did before he was born, nothing at 
all ; he's dead. 
Sir Day. Dead! What quite dead ! : 
Sir Fol, As good as dead, if not quite dead; twas 4 
horrid Murder! and then the Terror of Conſcience, 
_ Neighbour. | - | 


Sir Dav. And truly I have a very terrify'd one, Friend, 


tho 1 never found I had any Conſcience at all till now. 
Pray where-about was his Death's Wound ? 
Sir Jol. Juſt here, juſt under his left Pap, a dreadful Gaſh, 
Sir Dav. So very wide. N 
Sir Jol. Oh, as wide as my Hat, you might have ſe'n 
his Lungs, Liver and Heart, as perfectly as if you bad 
been in his Belly, 85 | | 
Sir Dav, Is there no way to have him privately bury's 
and conceal this Murder? Muſt I needs be hany'd by the 
Neck like a Dog, Neighbour ? Do I look as if 1 wouid 
be hang'd ? . 
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Sir Fol, Truly, Sir Davy, I muſt deal faithfully with 
you, you do look a little ſuſpiciouſly at preſent ; but 
bave you ſeen the Devil, ſay you? „ 

Sir Dav. Ay, ſurely it was the Devil, nothing elſe 
could have frighted me ſo. 7 


Sir Jol. Bleſs us, and guard us all the Angels! 
that ? | 


what's 
S.r Dav. Poteſtati ſempiterns cujus benevolentia ſervan- 
tur gentes, & Cujus miſericordia, | | 
Kneels holding up his Hands, and mutt'ring as if 
he pray 0. | 
Sir 794, Neighbour, where are you, Friend, Sir Davy? 
Sir Dav. Ah, whatever you do, be ſure to ſtand cloſe 


— 


tome; where, where is it? . 55 

dir Fol, Juſt, juſt there, in the Shape of a Coach and 
lix Horſes againſt the Wall. 5 
Sir Dav. Deliver us all, he won't carry me away in 
that Coach and fix, will he? 130 

Sir Jol. Do you ſee it. 


dir Dav. See it! plain, plain Dear Friend adviſe me 


what I ſhall do ; Sir Jolly, Sir Jolly, do you hear nothing? 


dir Folly, bah! has he left me alone? FVermin. 
Verm. Sir. | 


Sir Dav. Am I alive? Doſt thou know me again? Am 


I thy Woendam Maſter, Sir Davy Dunce? 

erm. 1 hope 1 ſhall never forget you, Sir. 

Sir Dav. Didſt thou ſee nothing? : 

Vm. Yes, Sir, methought the Houſe was all o' fire, 
Fire as it were. 7 

Sir Dav. Didſt thou not ſee how the Devils grin'd and 
gnaſn'd their Teeth at me, Vermin ? 


bit off my Noſe, as he vaniſh'd out of the Door. 

dir Dav. Lead me away, I'll go to my Wife, I'll di 
by my own dear Wife; run away to the Temple, and call 
Counſellor my Lawyer, I'll make over my Eſtate preſently, 


L ſhan't live till Noon; Ill give all 1 have to my Wie. 
Hab, Ver min. LS | 


eim. Alas, Sir, 1 was afraid one of em would have 


| Verm. 
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Verm. Truly, Sir, ſhe's a very good Lady. 

Sir Dav. Ah much, much too good for me, Yermin; 
thou canſt not imagine what ſhe has done for me, Man; 
ſhe would break her Heart if I ſhould give any thing a- 
way from her, ſhe loves me ſo dearly, Yet if I do die, 
thou ſhalt have all my old Shoes. : 

Verm. I hope to fee you live many a fair Day yet 
cho. 5 s „ 

Sir Dav. Ah, my Wife, my poor Wife, lead me to my 
poor Wife. [Exeunt, 


SCENE draus aud diſcovers Sir Jolly Jumble, Captain 
Beaugard, and Lady in her Chamber, 


L. Dance. What think you now of a cold wet March 


over the Mountains, your Men tir'd, your Baggage rot 
come up, but at Night a dirty watry Plain to encamp 
upon, and nothing to ſhelter you but an old League 

loke as tatter'd as your Colours? Is not this much bei 
ter now, than lying wet and getting the Sciatica? 

Beau. The Hopes of this made all this eaſy to me; 
the Thoughts of Clarinda have a thouſand times refreſh'd 
me in my Solitude; whene'er I march'd, I fancy'd fi 
it was to my Clarinda ; when I foughr, I imagin'd it was 
for my Clarinda ; but when I came home, and found 
Clarinda loſt ! How could you think of wilting 
but a Night in the rank ſurfeiting Arms of this foul teed- 
ing Monſter, this rotten Trunk of a Man, that lays Claim 
to you: ; 


I.. Dunce, The Perſuaſion of Friends, and the Authoit- | 


ty of Parents ! | 
Beau. And had you no more Grace than to be rul'd b) 
a Father and Mother? 


L. Dunce. When you were gone, that ſhould have 21. 


ven me better Counſel, how cou help my ſelf? 
Beau. Methinks, then, you might have found out ſome 
cleanlier Shift to have thrown away your ſelf upon, than 
nauſeous old Age, and unwholeſom Deform::7. | 
L. Dunce. What, upon ſome oyer-grown full-red Coun: 


try Fool, with a Horſe Face, a great ugly Head, a 
. | e gie 
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great hoe Eſtate * one that ſhould have been drain'd and i} 
ſqueez d, and jolted up and down the Town in Hacknies it 
with Cheats and HeQors, and fo ſent home at three o' 
Clock every Morning, like a ſolling Booby, ſtinking, 
wich a Belly full of ſtumm'd Wine, and nothing in's 
Pockets. 1 3 £5 
Beau. You might have made a traQable Beaſt of ſuch If 
a one, he would have been young enough for training. i 
L. Dun ce. Is Youth then ſo gentle, if Age be ſtubborn? 
Young Men like Springs wrought by a ſubtle Work- man, 
ealily ply to what their Wiſhes preſs *em ; but the Deſire 
once gone that kept 'em down, they ſoon ſtart ſtrait again, 
and no Signs left which way they bent before. - 
. [Sir Jolly at the Door peeping. 
Sir Jol. So, ſo, who favs I ſee any thing now? I ſee 
nothing, not I; I don't fee, I don't ſee, I don't look, 
not ſo much as look, not I, | [ Enters, 
Enter Sir Davy Dunce. | * 
Sir Dav, I will have my Wife, carry me to my Wiſe, 
let me go to my Wife, I'll live and die with, my Wife, 
let A Devil do his worſt; ah, my Wife, my Wife, my 
Wife N 
L. Dunce. Alas! alas! we are ruin'd! ſhift for your 
ſelf; counterfeit the dead Corps once more, or any thing. 
Sir Dave. Hah ! whoſos'er thou art, thou canſt not eat 
me; ſpeak to me, Who has done this? Thou canſt not 
ſay I did it. | 5 8 | 
Sir J. Did it? did what? Here's no body ſays you 
did any thing that I know Neighbour ; what's the Matter 
wich you ? what ails you? Whither do you go? whither 


do you run? I tell you here's no body ſays a Word to 
you. 


er — 
— , ood bw = are" n 


Sir Dav. Did not you ſee the Ghoſt juſt now?  _ 

Sir Fol, Ghoſt ! prichee now here's no Ghoſt ; whither 
would you go? I tell you, you ſhall not ſtir one Foot far- 
ther Man, the Devil take me if you do; Ghoſt, prithee 
here's no Ghoſt at all, alittle Fleſh and Blood indeed there 
is, ſome old, ſome young, ſome alive, ſome dead, and 
iv forth 5 but Ghoſt, piſh, here's no Ghoſt. 


Sir 


Devil half fo often as 1 have ſeen him. 


| time. 
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Sir Dav. But, Sir, if I ſay I did ſee a Ghoſt, 1 did ſee 
a Ghoſt, an you go to that; why ſure 1 know a Ghoſt 
when 1 ſez one: Ah my Dear, if thou hadſt but ſeen the 


I. Dunce, Alas, Sir Davy ! if you ever lov'd me, 
come not, oh come not near me; I have reſolyed t9 
waſte the ſhort remainder of my Life in Penitence, and 
taſte of Joys no more. 

Sir Dav. Alas, my poor Child, but do you think then | 
there was no Ghoſt indeed? 
g Sir Jol. Ghoſt ! Alas. aday, what ſnhould a Ghoſt do 
ere? | 
Sir Dav. And is the Man dead! po 
Sir Jol. Dead, ay, ay, ſtark dead, he $ ait by this 


22 W 2 


L. Date Here you may ſee the horrid ohaſt ly Spec- 
tacle, the ſad Effects of my too 810 Virwe, and your 
too fierce Reſentmen. 

Sir Jol. Do you ſee there? 

Sir Dav. Ay, ay, I do ſee, would 1 had never been 
him; would he had lain with my Wife in every Houſe 
between Charing- Croſs and Aldgate, ſo this bad never 
happen'd. 

Sit Jol. In troth, and would he had; but we are all | 
mortal, Neighbour, mortalz to day we are here, t0 
morrow gone, like the Shadow that e like the 
| Graſs that withereth, or like the Flower that fadethz or 
indeed, like any thing, or rather like nothing: But we 
are all mortal. 

Sir Dav, Heigh! | 

L. Dunce, Down, down that Trap-door, it goes into 
a Bathing- room; for the ret leave it to my Conduct. 

Sir Jol, 'Tis very unfortunate, that you ſhouid run 
your {elf into this Premunire, Sir David. 

Sir Dav. Indeed and ſo it is. 

Sir Fol. For a Gentleman, a Man in Authority, a ber- 
ſon in Years, one that uſed to 90 to Church with his 
Neighbours. 

Sir Dav. Every Sunday, . Sir Jolly 


1 


to 


'» 
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Sir Jol. Pay Scot and Lot to the Pariſn. 


Sir Dav. Six Pounds a Year to the very Poor, ad | 


Abatement or Deduction: Tis very hard if ſo good a 


Commonweaths-Man ſhould be brought to ride in a Cart 


at laſt, and be hang'd in a Sun-ſhiny Morning to make 
Butchers and Suburb Apprentices a Holiday; z I'll een run 
aways | 


Sir Jol. Run away ! why then your Eſtate will be for- 


feited; you'll loſe your Eſtate, Man. 


Sir Dav. Truly you ſay right, rriend; ; and a Man had 


better be half han 58 — loſe his Eſtate, you know. 
Sir Jol. Hang'd! no, no, I think there s no great fear 


of hanging neither: What, the Fellow was but a ſort of 


an unaccountable Fellow, as J heard you ſay. 


Sir Dav. Ay, ay, a pox on bim, he was a ſoldierly fort | 


of a Vagabond; he had little or nothing but his Sins to 
live upon : If I could have had but Patience, he would 


haye been hang'd within theſe two e and all this 


Miſchief ſav'd. 


| before Sir David. | 
Oh Lord ! the Devil, the Devil, che Devil! 
[I Falls on his Face. 


Sir Jol. Why, Sir Davy, Sir Davy, what alls you? 
what's the Matter with you ? 

Sir Dav. Let me alone, let me lie (till; I will not look 
up to ſee an Angel; Oh-h-h ! 

L. Dunce. My Dear, why do you do theſe cruel chings 
to affright me? Pray riſe and ſpeak to me. ö 

Sir Dav. I dare not ſtir, I ſaw the Ghoſt again juſt now. 

L. Dunce. Ghoſt again! what Ghoſt ? where ? ? 

Sir Dav. Why, there! there! | T 

Sir Jol. Here has been no Ghoſt, ' 

Sir Dau. Why, did you ſee nothing then? 
* Dunce. See mocking * no, ee, but one ano- 
ther, . 


Sic Dau. Then I am inchamed, or my End is near at 


[Beaugard riſes up like a Ghof at a Trap-Doer, jut 


hand, Neighbour : For Heaven's lake, e mv | 


me what I Hall wy to be at reſt. 


Ti 
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| Sir Fol, Do! why, what think you if the Body were 


ines; ? 

Sir Dav, Remoy'd! 1'd give a hundred Pound the Bo- 
dy were out of my Houſe ; may be then the Devil would 
not be ſo impudent, 

Sir Fol, 1 have diſcover'd a Daver-place 4 in the Wall be. 
twixt my Lady's Chamber and one that belongs to me ; 
af you think fit we'll beat it down, and remove e this trou- 
blelome lump of Earth to my Houſe, | 
Sir Dav. But will you be ſo kind? 

Sir Fol, If you think it may by any means be ſervice 
able to you. 
Sir Dav. Truly if the Body was remov'd, and diſpos'd 


of privately, that no more might be heard of the Matter— 


: hope he'll be as good as his Word. | [Afide, 


Sir Jol. Fear nothing, I'll warrant you; bar in troth1 | 


had utterly forgot one thing, utterly forgot it. 
Sir Daw, What's that? oo 15 
Sir Jol. Why, it will be abſolutely neceſſory dis your 


Lady ſtaid with me at my Houſe for one —_ till things | 


were better ſettled. 


_ Sir Dav. Ah, Sir Folly ! ERS: you think fu; ; any 


thing of mine chat you have a mind to; pray take her, 
Pray take ber, you ſhall be very welcome. Hear you, 
my deareſt, there is but one way for us to get rid of this 
untoward Buſineſs, and Sir Jolly*has, found it out; there- 
fore by all Means go along with him, and be rul'd by 
bim; and; whatever Sir Folly wanld have' thee do, een 
do it: So Heav'n r ye, ood: D, good b'w'y, 
till I ſee you again. l, 
Sir Jol. This is: certainly the cvileſt Cuekold in Grp, 
Town or Country. | 
Beau. Is he gonees? 12 out, 
IL. Dance, Ves, and bas left poor me bers 12 
Beau. In troth, Madam, ?tis barbacoufly done of him, 
ito commit a horrid Murdet on the Body of an — 
uu bellow, 2 then, e out 10 mine. . of 


7 30 oda, an 1 were a8 5 Suse ben, ra be 
reveng don him for it, ſo I would. Go get you - 
| N ther, 
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ther, ſteal out of the Houſe as ſoftly as you can, I' 
meet ye in the Piazza preſently ; go, be ſure you ſteal 
out of the Houſe, and don't let Sir Davy fee you. 

oe : [The Scene ſhuts. 


Sir Jolly comes forward. Enter Bloody- Bones. 
Bloody- Bone. 1 5 e | 

Blood, I am here, Sir. 

Sir Jol. Go you and Fourbin to my Houſe preſently ; 
bid Monſieur Fourbin remember that all things be order'd 
accord ing to my Directions. Tell my Maids too, I am 
coming home in a trice ; bid 'em get the great Chamber, 
and the Banquet I ſpoke for, ready preſently : And d'ye 


hear, carry the Minſtrels with you to, for I'm refoly'd 


to rejoice this Morning. Let me ſee Sir Davy ! 


Enter Sir David Dunce, 


Sir Dav. Ay, Neighbour, 'is I, is the Buſineſs done? 


I cannot be ſatisfy d till 1 am ſure : Have you removed 
the Body? is it gone? „ 

Sir Jol. Les, yes, my Servants convey'd it out of the 
Houſe juſt now. Well, Sir Davy, a good Morning to 
you : I wiſh you your Health with all my Heart, Sir 


Davy; the firſt thing you do tho, I'd have you ſay your 


Prayers by all Means if you can. 
Sir Dav. If I can poſſibly, I wil,  _ 
Sir Jol. Well, good b'w'y. : Exit Sir Jolly. 
Sir Dav. Good b'w'y heartily, good Neigbbour. 


Vermin, Vermin. 
Enter Vermin. 


Verm. Did your Honour call? TO 

Sir Dav, Go run, run Fete over the Square, and 
call the Conſtable preſently; tell im here's Murder com- 
mitted, and that I muſt ſpeak with him inſtantly — 'I 
cen carry him to my Neighbonr's, that he may find the 
dead Body there, and ſo let my Neighbour be very fairly 


3 


bang'd in my ſtead ; hah ! a very good Jeſt, as I hope to 
lie, ha, ha, ha! hey, what's that! e | 
5 3 Watchmen 


2 
4 
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Watchmen at the Door.) Almoſt Four- a- clock, and 4 
dark cloudy Morning ; good-morrow my Maſters all, 
good -morrow. : | V 


Enter Conſtable and Watch, 


Conſt. How's this, a Door open! Come in, Gentle. 
men. Ab, Sir Davy, your Honour's humble Servant: 
1 and my Watch going my Morning-Rounds, and finding 
your Door open, made bold to enter, to ſee there were 
no Danger, Your Worſhip will excuſe our Care ; a good 
Morning to you, Sir. pe 2 

Sir Dau. Oh, Mr. Conſtable, I'm glad you're here, 1 
ſent my Man juſt now to call you. 1 have ſad News to 
tell you, Mr. Conſtable. bs 

Conſt. 1 am ſorry for that, Sir; ſad News! _ 

Sir Dav. Oh, ay, ſad News, very ſad News truly ; 
Here has been Murder committed, „ 

Conſt. Murder! if that's all, we are your humble Ser. 
vants, Sir, we'll bid you good-morrow: Murder's nothing 
at this time o' Night in Covent · Garden. . 

Sir Dav. O, but this is a horrid bloody Murder, done 
under my Noſe; I cannot but take notice of it; tho I am 
ſorry to tell you the Authors of it, very ſorry truly. 

Conſt, Was it committed here near hand ? : 

Sir Dav. Ob, at the very next Door; a ſad Murder in- 
deed, After they had done, they carry'd the Body private 
Jy into my Neighbour Sir Jolly's Houſe here; I am ſorry 
ro tell it you Mr. Conſtable, for I am afraid it will look 
but ſcurvily on his ſide; tho I am a Juſtice o'Peace, Gen 

tlemen, and am bound by my Oath to take Notice of it; 
I can't help it. 
I Watch, I never lik'd that Sir Jolly. 
Conſt, He threatned me rother Day for carrying a little 


dirty draggle-tail'd Whore to Bridwell, and ſaid ſhe was his 


Couſin, Sir. If your Worſhip thinks fit, we'll go ſearch 
- His Houſe. . V 

Sir Dav. O, by all means, Gentlemen, it mult be oj 
Juſtice muſt have its Courſe 3 the King's liege Subject 


muſt not be deſtroy'd, Yermin, carry Mr. Conſtable and. 


his 


The SOLDIERS FORTUNE. 413 


bis Dragons ino the Cellar, and make em drink; I'll but 


ſtep into my Study, put on my Face of Authority, and 


call upon ye inſtantly. | 3 
All Watchmen. We thank your Honour. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to Sir Jolly's, A Banquet. 


Enter Sir Jolly Jumble, Capt. Beaugard, and L. Dunce. 

Sir Fol, So, are ye come? I am glad on't; odd y'are 
welcome, very welcome, odd ye are; here's a ſmall Ban- 
quet, but I hope *twill pleaſe r ſit ye down, ſit ye 
down both together, nay, both together: A pox o' him 
that parts e, I'Wy. 2 6 „„ 
Beau. Sir Jolly, this might be an Entertainment for. 
Anthony and Cleopatra, were they living. 

Sir Jol. Piſh! a pox of Anthony and Cleopatra, they 
are dead and rotten long ago; come, come, 'time's but 
3 time's but ſhort, and muſt be made the beſt uſe of; 
* | 8 | 1 1 


Youth*s a Flower that ſoon does fade, 
And Life is but a Span; 

Man was for the Woman made, 

And Woman made for Man. 


Why now we can be bold, and make merry, and frisæ 


and be brisk, rejoice, and make a noiſe, and odd, I: 
am pleas'd, mightily pleas'd, odd I am, 


* 


L. Dunce. Really, Sir Folly, you are more a Philoſo-- 


pher than I thought you were. HE EG 
Sir Jol. Philoſopher, Madam! yes, Madam, I have read 
Books in my time; odd, Ariſtotle, in ſome things, had 
very pretty Notions, he was an. underſtanding. Fellow. 
hy don't ye eat, odd an ye don't eat — here Child, 
here's ſome Ringoes, help, help your Neighbour a little z. 


odd they are very good, very. comfortable, very cordial. 


Beau, Sir Jolly, your Healtdv. 

Sir Jol. With all my Heart, old Boy. 8 15 

L. Dunce. Dear Sir Jolly, what are theſe? I never 
tated of theſe before. | PEE 


v. 


8 3 Sir Jol, 


A 2 0 ä wa 4 ae x — EN 1 —— 
IE” 9 wy Ways >" OY 9 2 0 . * N ' 


4 2 LEE EN 9X $ — 3 r 
. "2-3 0 Pe 1 An as 8 
K r * TORT _ 1 2 


414 The SorpiIkRS FoRTuxE. 

Sir Jol. That! eat it, eat it, eat it when I bid you; 
odd, tis the Root Satyrion, a very precious Plant, 1 ga- 
ther 'em every May my ſelf; odd, they'll make an old 
Fellow of ſixty five cut a Caper like a Dancing - Maſter; 
give me ſome Wine: Madam, here's a Health, here's a 


Health, Madam, heres a Health to honeſt Sir Davy, faith 


and trotb, ha, ha, ha. [ Dance, 
Enter Bloody-bones.. 


Blood. Sir, Sir, Sir! What will you do!? Yonder's the 
Conſtable and all his. Watch at the Door, and threatens 
Demoliſhment, if not admitted preſently, | 


Sir Jol. Odds ſo! Odds ſo ! The Conftable and his 
Watch! What's to be done now? Get you both into the 
Alcove there, get you gone. quickly, quickly; no noiſe, | 


no noiſe ; d'ye hear, the Conſtable and his Watch! A pox. 


on the Conſtable and his. Watch; what the Devil haye | 


the Conſtable and his Watch to do here? 


Enter Conſtable, Watch and Sir David. Scene ſhuts, 
Sir Jolly Jumble comes forward. 


Conſt. This way, this way, Gentlemen; ſtay one of je 
at the Door, and let no body paſs, do you hear? Sit 


Jolly, your Servant. 5 
Sir Jol. What, this Outrage, this Diſturbance commit- 


ied upon my Houſe and Family; Sir, Sir, Sir! What do 


oo 


you mean by-theſe doings, ſweet Sir? Hoh! 


| Conft, Sir, having receiv'd Information, that the Body: | 


of a murder'd Man is conceal'd in your Houſe, Iam come, 
according to my Duty, to make ſearch, and diſcover the: 
truth. - Stand to my Aſſiſtance, Gentlemen. 

Sir Jol. A murder'd Man, Sir! WS] 

Sir Du v. Yes, a murder'd Man, Sir; Sir Jolly, Sir Jol!y, 
1 am ſorry to ſee a Perſon of your Character and Figure 
in the Pariſh, concern'd in Murder, I ſay.. 

Sir Jol. Here's a Dog! Here's a Rogue for you! Here's 
2 Villain! Here's a Cuckoldy Son of his Motber! I never 
knew a Cuckold in my Life, that was not a. falſe Rogue 

2 TO gs ve 
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in his Heart; there are no honeſt Fellows living, but 
Wbore-maſters. Hark you, Sir, what a pox do you mean? 
Jou had beſt play the Fool, and ſpoil all, you had; what's 
all this for? | =] : Wo. 

Sir Dav. When your Worſhip comes to be hang'd; 
you'll find the meaning on't, Sir. I. ſay once more, ſearch 
the Houſe, = Is | 3 

Conſt. It ſhall be done, Sir; come along, Friends. 

: 5 Ex.. Conſtable and Watch. 
Sir Jol. Search my Houſe! O Lord ! Search my Houſe ! 
What will become of me? 1 ſhall loſe my Reputation with 
Man and Woman, and no body will ever truſt me again: 
O Lord! Search my Houſe.! All will be diſcoyer'd,. do 
what I can; I'll ſing a Song like a dying Swan, and try 

to give em Warnings. | 


Go from the Window, my Love, my Love, my. Tove, 
Go from the Window my Dear; Es 
The Wind and the Rain 

Has brought 'em back again, 

And thou canſt have no Lodging here. 


O Lord !* Search my Houſe ! 8 
Sir Dau. Break down that Door, I'll have that Door 
broke open; break down that Door, I ſay. 5 
)) (( | Knocking within. 
Sir Jol. Very well done, break down my Doors! break 
down my Walls, Gentlemen! plunder my Houſe! raviſh 
my Maids! Ab, curſt be Cuckolds, Cuckolds, Conftables, 

and Cuckold. e Fit an 


SCENE draus, and diſcovers Beaugard and Lady 
Dunce. ANCE | 


Beau. Stand off; by Heav'n the firſt that comes here 
comes upon hi D fog ron it rant tick 
Sir Dav. Sir your humble Servant, I am glad to ſee you 
are alive again with all my Heart; Gentſemen, here's 
do harm done, Gentlemen, here's no bod) murder'd, 
| Gentlemen, the Man's alive again, Gentlemen; but here's + 
my Wife, Gentlemen, and a fine Gentleman wich her 
88 . ; 
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Gentlemen; and Mr, Conſtable, 1 hope you'lt bear me 
Wine Mr. Cost onde nn, 
Sir Jol. That he's a Cuckold, Mr. Conſtable. [Afide, 
Beau, Hark ye, ye Curs, keep off from ſnapping at my 
Heels, or I ſhall ſo feage ye.  -* 
Sir Jol. Get ye gone, ye Dogs, ye Rogues, ye Nights 
| Toads of the Pariſh-Dunzeon ard — Houſe at tele 
unſeaſonable Hours, get ye out of my Doors, get ye 
gone, or I'll brain ye, Dogs, Rogues, Villains. 
WC Ex. Conſtable and Watch, 


5 Beam. And next for you, Sir Coxcomb, you ſee I am 


not murder'd tho you paid well for the Performance; 
what think you of bribing my own Man to murder me? 


Enter Fourbin and Bloody-bones, | 


Look ye, Sir, he can cut a Throat upon occaſion, and 
here's another dreſſes a Man's Heart with Oil and Pepper, 
better than any Cook in Chriſtendom  ' 
Four, Will your Worſhip pleaſe to have one for your 
Breakfaſt this Morning ? 5 
Sir Dav. With all my Heart, Sweet-heart, any thing in 
the World, faith and troth, ha, ha, ha! this is the pureſt 
Sport, ha, ha, ha! | | 


Enter Vermin. 


Verm. Ob, Sir, the moſt unbappy and, moſt unfortunate 


News! There has been a Gentleman in Madam Sylvia“ 


Chamber all this Nigbt, who juſt as you went out of 


Doors carry'd her away, and whither they are gone no 
body knows. | os 
Sir Dav. With all my Heart, I am glad on't, Child, I 
would not care if he'd carry'd away my Houſe and all, 
Man. Unhappy News, quotha! poor Fool, he does not 


| know I am a Cuckold, and that any body may make bold 


with what belongs to me, ha, ha, ha! 1 am ſo pleas'd, 
ba, ha, ba, I think I never was ſo pleas d in all my Life 
before] hay ha; h: as HE bn Me 

. Beaw, Nay, Sir, I have a Hank upon you; there are 
Laws for Cut-throats, Sir; and as you tender your future 
Credit, take this wrong'd Lady home, and uſe * war 

Ip EI ons | 0 , 
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ſomely, uſe her like my Miſtreſs, Sir, do you mark me, 
that when we think fit to meet again, I have no Com- 
plaint of you; this muſt be done Friend, 
Sir Jol. In troth, and it is but reaſonable, very reaſona- 
ble in troch. | | rs Re HOES: 
I. Dunce. Can you, my Dear, forgive me one Misfor- 
fortune? _ . | | 
Sir Dav. Madam, in one word, 1 am thy Lady ſhip's 
moſt humble Servant and Cuckold, Sir David Dunce, Kt. 
living in Covert-Garden ; ha, ha, ha! well this is mighty 
pretty, ha, ha, bat EIS EP 5 1 


Enter Sylvia follow'd by Courtine. 


90 “v. Sir Jolly, ah Sir Jolly, protect me or Pm ruin d. 
Sir Jol. My little Minikin, is it thy Squeek ? 
Beau. My dear Courtine, weleome. 
Sir Jol. Well Child, and what would that wicked Fel- 
low do to thee Child? hah Child, Child, what would he 
„ ES 5 N = 
Sylv, Oh, Sir, he has moſt inhumanely ſeduced me 
out of my Uncle's Houſe, and threatens to marry me. 
Cour, Nay, Sir, and ſhe having no more Grace before 
her Eyes neither, has e'en taken me at my Word. 
Sir Fol, In trotb, and that's very uncivilly done: I don't 
like theſe Marriages, I'll have no Marriages in my Houſe, 
and there's an end ont. | . 
Sir Dav. And do you intend to marry my Niece, 
Friend ? WE | 
Cour. Yes, Sir, and never ask your Conſent neither. 
Sir Dav. In troth, and that's very well ſaid; I am glad 
on't with all my Heart, Man, becauſe ſhe has five thou - 
{and Pounds to her Portion, and my Eſtate's bound to pay 
it; well, this is the happieſt Day, ha, ha, ha. 


Here take thy Bride; like Man and Wife agree, 

And may ſhe prove as kind—as mine to me. Ha, ha, ha. 

Beau. Courtine, I wiſh thee Joy: thou art come oppor-- 
tunely to be a Witneſs of a perfect Reconcilement between 
me and that worthy Knight Sir Davy Dunce; which to 
— . pteſerve 
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preſerve inviolate, you muſt, Sir, before we part, enter 
into ſuch Covenants for Performance as I ſhall think fit, 
Sir Dav. No more to be ſaid, it ſhall be done Sweet- 
heart: But don't be too hard upon me, uſe me gently as 
thou didſt my Wifez gently, ha, ha, ha! a very good 
_ Jeſt, T'faith, ha, ha, ha! or if he ſhould be cruel to me, 
Gentlemen, and take this Advantage over a poor Cornuto, 
to lay me ina Priſon, or throw me in a Dungeon, at leaſt, 


I hope amongſt all you, Sirs, I ſhan't fail 
To find oue Brot her- Cuckold out for Bail. 
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WT TH the diſcharge of Paſſuons much oppreſt, 
Diſtrub'd iu Brain, and penſi ve in hisBreaſt, 
Full of thoſe thoug hts which make th Un happy ſad, 
And by Imagination haf grown mad, | 

De Poet led abroad his Mourning Muſe, 
And let her range, to ſee what Sport ſhe'd chuſe, 
Strait like a Bird got looſe, and on the Wing, 
Ploas'd with her Freedom, ſhe began to {ing ; 

Each Note was echo d all the Vale along, 

Aud this was what ſhe utter d in her Song: 
IWretch, write no more for an uucertain Fame, 

Nor call thy Muſe, when thou art dull, to blame : 
Comſider with thy ſelf. bow thou yt unfit ITS 
To make that Monſter of Mankind, a Vit: 
AIVit's a Toad, who favell'd with ſilly Pride, 

Full of himſelf, fcorns all the World beſiae ; 

Civil world ſecin, tho he good Manners lacks, 
Smiles 02 A Faces, rails hebing all Backs. 

If Cer, good-natur'd, nought to ridicule, 
G994-Narure melts a Wit into a Fool: i 
Plac'd high like ſome Fack-pudading, in a Hall, 

At Chriſtmas Revels he makes Sport for all. 

S auch in little Praiſes he delights, 

But when he's angry draus his Pen and writes: 
AIVit to no Man will his Dues allow ; | 
its cvill not part with a good Word that's due: 
So whoe'er ventures on the ragged Coaſk = 
Of ſtarving Poets, certainly is loſt, = 
T hey rail like Porters at the Penny-Poſt. 8 
At g new Anthor's Play ſee one but ſit, 
Making his ſuarling froward Face of Wit, 

T he Merit he allows, and Praiſe he grants, 
Comes like @ Tax from a poor Mretch that n 


EPILOGUE. 


O Poets, have à care f one another, 
There's hardly une amongſt ye true to other: 
Like Trincalo's and Stephano's, ye playrx 
The lendeſt Tricks each other to betray. 

Like Foes detratt,yet flatt'ring friend-like oF 


And all is one another to beguile 
Of Praiſe, the Monſter of your barren 1/e. 
Enjoy the Proſtitute ye ſo admire, © 
Enjoy her to the full of your Deſire, 0 
Whilft this poor Soribler wiſhes to retire, 
Where he may ne er repeat his Follies more, 
Butcurſe the Fate that wreck'd him on your Shore, 
Now you, who this Day as his Fuages ſit, 
After you've heard what he has ſaid of Mit; 


Ought for your own ſakes not to be ſevere, 
But flew ſo much to think he meant none here. 


The Bad of Fl You 


